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Mak  is  a  pQgrim  on  eartih,  and  should  hasten  toward  a 
better  land  and  a  heavenly  rest.  Many  are  led  by  divine 
Providence  tiiroiigh  snch  unanticipated  scenes,  that  they 
often  cry  out  with  the  prophet,  ^'  It  is  not  in  man  that 
walketii  to  direct  his  steps."  But  the  way  of  the  upright 
is  ordered  in  wisdom,  and,  whatever  changes  may  come 
over  it,  will  lead  to  everlasting  joy. 

Descended  from  an  ancestry  very  early  established  in 
the  land  of  the  Hlgrims,  and  having  been  providentially 
led  through  varied  scenes  in  my  own  and  in  foreign  lands, 
the  occasional  poems  that  have  cheered  a  long  and  weary 
way,  may  appropriately  be  styled  The  Pilgrim's  Harp. 
Taken  up  at  intervals  of  relaxation,  as  an  accompaniment 
to  devotion,  a  solace  in  trial,  an  echo  of  memory,  a  re- 
corder of  events,  or  a  cheerer  of  hope  and  perseverance,  it 
has  favored  the  performance  of  more  arduous  duties. 

Many  of  the  following  pieces  were  written  in  America, 
not  a  few  at  sea  and  while  journeying  in  Turkey  and  Per- 
fiia,  and  others  were  composed  at  various  places  of  mission- 
ary residence  where  my  pilgrim  steps  for  a  period  were 
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stayed.  Oopious  notes  illustrating  subjects,  and  describing 
places  and  scenes  touched  on  in  the  following  pages,  have 
been  prepared,  but  must  be  omitted,  as  the  anticipated 
limits  of  the  work  have  akeadj  been  exceeded. 

To  Persia  my  youthful  thoughts  were  directed,  to  her 
welfare  the  most  vigorous  portion  of  mature  life  has  been 
devoted,  and  should  I  see  her  mountains,  plains,  and  peo- 
ple no  more,  her  cause  will  I  plead,  for  her  my  prayers 
shall  still  ascend.  May  the  God  of  salvation  send  her  far 
vored  heralds  of  the  truth,  and  bestow  on  her  grace, 
peace,  and  righteousness  forever. 

JAMES  L.  MERBIGE. 
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OHAPTER    I. 


INTRODUCTORY    POEMS. 


»^^^^^^»^i»»^i<i>^»^'^*^^^\^^»^^^ 


TIB   PIIfiKlH'8   lAir. 

Mt  Harp !  fh<m  oft  hast  cheered  my  houn 

In  mj  lone  pilgrim  waj. 

In  deserts  drear,  in  channing  bowers, 

Fve  listened  to  thj  laj  ; 

Simple,  yet  endeared  thy  tone, 

Modest,  heard  not  save  alone, 

like  nightingale  mid  vernal  flowers 

That  shuns  the  blaze  of  day. 

But  darkling  tasks  alone  her  powers 

Melodious  pndse  to  pay ; 

Notes  together  blended  thrown. 

Cheerful  ?  pensive  ?  which  unknown, 

Yet  so  charming. 

Care  disarming. 
Fall  her  rich  lays  upon  the  listening  ear, — 
Harp,  would  thy  notes  had  been  as  sweet  and  clear. 

My  Harp,  at  lengUi  we  need  must  part. 
What  shall  I  do  with  thee  ? 
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Shan  bom  fhee  ere  death's  &tal  dart 

Points  me  etemity  ? 

Leave  no  trace  that  Mend  or  foe 

Thy  existence  e'er  may  know  ? 

And  save  thee  from  the  oritic's  art 

Which  doubtless  harsh  would  be  ? 

Such  fate  to  ^ve  would  grieve  my  heart, 

So  long  thou  cheeredst  me  ; 

In  my  joy,  or  in  my  woe, 

Far  or  near  thy  numbers  flow, 

To  each  feeling 

Scenes  revealing, 
Now  chasing  gloomy  solitude  away. 
Then  taming  earthly  night  to  heavenly  day. 

Harp,  in  my  youth  I  touched  thy  8tiing3 

And  wondered  at  the  sound ; 

(0  ISme,  thou  wear'st  the  lightging'a  wingii 

To  whirl  the  seasons  round ! 

Where  ?  ye  youthful  days,  0  where  ? 

Vanished  like  some  fin^grant  air  !)-^ 

But  &inter  were  thy  munmixingEft 

Upon  my  native  ground, 

As  distant  grew  ny  wanderings, 

More  dear  thy  solace  found, 

Yet  with  skilless  hand  so  rare 

Thou  the  idle  hour  iidst  share. 

Fancy  dreanung. 

Thee  ne'er  deeming 
The  kind  compamon  of  my  pilgrim  way. 
Where  disappointment  clouds  hope's  dawniog  day, 

What  varied  scenea  thou  dost  recall, 
What  Mends  beloved  so  dear ! 
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Sweet  home^-^tia  Mademia  liall 
In  all  their  channs  appear  ;-^ 
Led  where  southeni  breeses  blow, 
Btrangers  did  such  IrJndmwg  Afft, 
Till  loader  grew  ilie  secret  call 
Lcmg  mnnn'ring  in  mj  ear  ;*-«* 
My  friends,  my  home,  my  oooatry,  all 
Forsook  without  a  tear,-^--* 
Scenes  the  world  may  nerer  know^ 
Fond  affection's  overflow ! 

Hope  yet  stiUing 

Nature  thrilling 
When  ocean  bore  me  from  my  native  soil. 
And  wearfT  wand'rinjp  led  tfaron^  trying  tail. 

My  Harp,  I  almost  tfaoo^  it  wrong 

To  listen  to  thy  lays, 

When  time  so  swift  bore  me  akmg, 

And  labor  filled  my  days, 

But  in  solitary  shade, 

Or  upon  a  sick-bed  laid, 

Then  thou  wert  wont  to  time  thy  song 

Some  cheerful  hope  to  raise, 

Now  telling  o'er  my  trials  strong, 

Then  turn  the  theme  to  praise/-^ 

Kindness  dear  eonld  I  upbraid  ? 

Soothing,  heaveiHient,  geolie  aid ! 

Few  that  render 

Lore  so  tender, 
Tet  thou  uiMrang,  neglected  mi|^st  have  laift, 
Had  not  my  pilgrim  coarse  been  hedged  with  pan. 

My  Harp)  thou  know'st  I  love  my  friendii 
More  dear  than  tongue  con  ieD, 


16 


The  ihrilb  that  fond  afledaon  blends 
Oft,  oft  this  boflom  swell ; 
Soon  of  me  the/ll  hear  no  more 
191  they  reach  ihe  spirit«hore ; — 
The  charm  some  dear  memento  lends 
Of  one  that's  bid  fiurewell, 
For  whom  the  fond  desire  ascends 
'With  hun  at  length  to  dwell — 
'Wilt  thou  give  ?  tell  o'er  and  o'er 
Joys  gone  by  and  those  in  store  ? 

Now  wilt  sadden, 

Oft'ner  gladden, 
While  in  the  token  dear  ones  fondly  see 
Scenes  of  my  life, — such.  Harp,  say  wilt  thou  be  ? 

And  if  some  strong  and  hostile  hand 
At  thee  a  blow  should  aim. 
Fear  not  the  stroke,  but  boldly  stand, 
Thou  dost  not  seek  for  fame  ; 
Friends,  if  true,  thy  lays  will  prize. 
Scorn  foes'  frowns  and  flatteries : 
Oo,  tell  the  loved  in  native  land 
What  on  their  brother  came. 
Some  things  they  may  not  understand 
Tell  them  they  must  not  blame  ; 
Let  them  think  what  trouble  tries 
Pilgrim  lone  'neath  orient  skies. 

Let  affection 

Give  direction 
To  judgment  which  on  thee  they  may  bestow. 
The  pledge  of  love,  fear  not,  my  Harp,  to  go. 

Kind  Heaven  with  thee  a  blessing  send 
To  an  who  look  on  thee. 
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From  caofling  iK  tfaooo^  gnc^  deftady 

Grant  to  His  praifle  may  be**— 

Humble  ffit  Wa  hand  bestowed 

To  relieve  my  thorny  road. 

Grant,  whether  stranger  now  or  friend. 

We  may  the  Saviour  see, 

IDs  praise  in  one  sweet  anthem  blend 

ThroQghoat  eternity : 

Harp,  thoo^  ron^  thy  nnmbers  flowed. 

In  that  bright  and  blest  abode 

Notes  of  glory — 

Thrill  thy  story. 
Heaven  speed  thy  way  till  then,  and  grace  porsue, 
My  Harp,  my  kind  Companion,  now  adid«. 


PKiTBl  r»K  PBI81A. 

Jbsus,  my  Lord,  if  e'er  to  me, 
Thou  lend'st  a  listening  ear. 
The  prayer  I  now  address  to  thee. 
Hear,  0  my  Saviour,  hear. 

On  Persia  pour  the  Gospel  li|^t, 
In  full  meridian  day ; 
Let  eveiy  vale  and  mountain  hei|^^ 
Shine  in  the  blissful  ray. 

Send  the  blest  Spirit  from  above. 
Enforce  thy  sacred  word ; 
For^ve  their  sin,  impart  thy  love, 
0  save  the  Peroans,  Lord. 
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Shall  one  unworthy,  weak  as  I, 
Cooperate  with  thee  ? 
I  wait  thy  will,  on  &ee  rely, 
Lord,  here  am  I,  send  me. 


IISSIONilT    FAKBWEII. 

Away,  away  our  little  band. 
With  hearts  so  firm  and  true ; 
Dear  friends,  let  go  our  partmg  hand. 
Nor  sigh  at  our  adieu ! 

Kind  parents,  brothers,  sisters,  all, 
Though  far  away  we  roam. 
Yet,  oft  with  pleasure  we'll  recall, 
The  joys  of  our  sweet  home. 

We'll  think  of  you,  in  truth,  we  will. 
And  pour  our  fervent  prayer. 
That  God  may  our  desire  fulfil. 
And  make  you  all  His  care. 

What  though  beyond  the  wide,  wide  sea, 
Retumless  we  are  borne ; 
What  though  our  evemng  shade  shall  be. 
To  you  file  hour  of  mom : 

Still  in  devotion  we'll  repair 

Unto  the  self-same  throne, 

Our  evening  praise,  your  morning  prayer, 

lake  clouds  shall  blend  m  one. 
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'Twin  be  as  if  a  gndn  of  sand 
Alone  did  intervene ; 
Ton  kneeling  in  oar  own  dear  land, 
We  mid  some  Peroan  scene. 

To  ns  the  day  wiU  wake  as  bright, 
As  beauteous  sink  to  rest, 
As  when  we  hailed  the  g^orioos  sij^t, 
In  our  dear  native  west. 

In  all  the  duties  of  the  day, 

We'll  wear  the  brow  of  joy ; 

Our  work  to  preach,  to  praise  and  pray, 

Delightfiil  such  employ ! 

Tes,  should  the  waves  of  trouble  roll, 
And  mountains  round  us  nod, 
Krm  and  serene  our  joyful  soul, 
Shall  glory  in  our  Qod. 

The  moon  on  Persian  vale  and  hill. 
Shines  fair  as  on  our  land, 
And  oft  witii  joy  her  light  will  thrill 
Our  missionary  band. 

Yes,  when  she  in  her  loveliest  mem, 
Comes  riding  up  the  sky. 
We'll  think  of  each  delightful  scene. 
When  joyful  hope  beat  high : 

When  in  our  youth  and  riper  days, 
We  hailed  her  filling  horn, 
T^^th  balmy  air  drank  in  her  rays, 
Nor  wished  a  hasty  mom. 


Ah,  memory  then  iprill  tdl  tbe  name 
Of  friends  we  loye  bo  weil. 
With  fond  affsdm  still  the  same. 
Our  thrilling  hearts  wiU  sirdl. 

And  yet  we  shall  not  drop  a  tear, 
Nor  mgh  at  onr  remove ; 
Onr  Jesns  is  so  hi^y  dear, 
Beyond  aU  earthly  lore. 

The  stars  too,  glow  with  brilliant  light 
Along  the  Pendan  bine, 
The  very  stars  that  cheer  the  ni^t 
Of  those  we  bid  adieu. 

Dear  Mends,  as  in  the  eyening,  air, 
You  hail  each  iisiag  star, 
Think  that  it  doth  some  message  bear, 
From  us,  away  so  fiir. 

Think  of  the  starry  crowns  that  wait, 
For  those  that  yictory  win ; 
Look,  and  behold  the  golden  gate,. 
Which  lets  the  conq'rors  in. 

Be  fidthfiil,  and  flie  Saviour  love, 
^Tis  the  last  charge  we  give ;. 
When  next  we  meet  NiwiU  be  above, 
T^ith  God  and  Christ  to  live. 

The  ship  is  parting  from  the  shore, 
The  white  Bails  proudly  swell ; 
We  caonot  stay  a  moment  more, 
Friends,  native  land,  fiirewell ! 
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II8SI0I1ET    IIIBUI. 

Pabbnts,  brothers,  sisters,  dear ! 
Wipe  away  the  fiilling  tear, 
Let  your  hearts  not  yield  to  fear, 
Trust  Ood  and  adore. 

Courage — ^lore,  our  bosom  swell, 
Mghty  thriUs  what  tongue  can  teQ, 
Bidding  dearest  friends  fiirewell ! 
Ne'er  to  see  them  more. 

Farewell  sweet  and  happy  home ! 
Far  beyond  the  briny  foam. 
Pilgrims  there  to  lire  and  roam, 
Now  we  haste  away. 

Native  land !  for  thee  we  feel 
All  the  patriot's  burning  zeal, 
Never,  never  for  thy  weal 
Can  we  cease  to  pray. 

Hark !  the  agonizing  cry 
Of  a  world  about  to  die ; 
Lo,  we  to  the  rescue  fly 

At  our  Lord's  conunand. 

Never  be  our  hearts  dismayed, 
Ood  Almighty  is  our  aid, 
And  in  conq'ring  robes  arrayed 
We  at  last  shall  stand. 


BITBIII6    PllSIi. 

Hail  !  my  dear  adopted  Laud  I 
Praise  to  Him  whose  gracious  band. 
From  my  friends  and  comitiy  dear. 
Brings  me  now  to  thy  fieontier. 

Hail !  may  peace  and  plenty  come. 
In  ihy  reafan  to  make  their  home ; 
Hail!  may  tmth and ri^teonsness 
Soon  thy  erring  people  bless. 

Many  years  have  rolled  away, 
Smce  I  first  began  to  pray 
Strange  and  distant  land,  fi>r  thee, 
Which  I  now  rejoicing  see. 

Now  my  tnls  for  ihee  be^, 
To  redeem  fliy  reahn  firom  sm ; 
Thou  my  labors,  prayers  dialt  haTe^ 
Though  thou  ^ye  me  but  a  grare. 

Persia,  wake !  the  morning  li|^t 
Pierces  through  the  shades  of  mj^i ; 
Wake,  and  rise  to  Qospel  day. 
Dreams  of  error  drive  away. 

Let  me,  Lord,  in  joy  and  fesr. 
Raise  my  Ebeneaer  here  ; 
Li  thy  name  and  strength  to  be 
Pledge  of  fubire  victory. 
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Tllllt    TO    lilP. 

Mt  Harp !  how  much  I  owe  to  thee. 
For  Idndl  J  bfluence  shed 
On  scenes  and  hours  of  misetj. 
When  aU  my  heart  has  bled 
O'er  bigotry  and  human  woe, 
And  been  by  toO  and  care  laid  low. 


Through  many  long  revolving 
Many  a  varied  scene, 
In  joy's  bri^t  snule,  in  sorrow's  tears, 
Ifid  prospects  drear  or  green, 
Thy  ample  tone  has  pain  beguiled, 
While  pleasure  sweeter,  longer  snuled. 

True  hearts,  though  strong  aa  ^ant  oak. 

If  tried  too  hard  and  long, 

Must  be  at  last  by  pressure  broke, 

When  sympathy  nor  song, 

like  safety-valve,  the  foroe  dispels 

Of  care  and  grief  which  strongly  swells. 

And  yet  a  voice  came  o'er  the  sea, 
To  say  that  former  friends 
Were  frowning  on  thy  minstreh^. 
As  if  important  ends 
Were  lost  to  view,  while  in  thy  lay 
I  lulled  my  precious  time  away. 

My  Harp,  how  seldom  has  thy  sound 
Stole  on  my  Hst'ning  ear, 
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Tm  all  the  graver  taaks  I  found 
By  careful  lalor  clear. 
Left  me  a  moment  to  renew 
Strength  for  the  object  most  in  view. 

Such  zealous  censors  may  suppose 
The  hymns  of  heaven  a  loss, 
While  man  is  struggling  with  his  woes, 
And,  to  advance  the  Cross, 
Mght  silence  all  the  harps  above, 
On  pretext  of  redeeming  love. 

Why  should  a  spirit  sing  on  high 

While  any  soul  is  left ; 

No  ;  bid  all  heaven  disordered  fly. 

As  if  of  sense  bereft. 

And  providence  and  man  assail, 

And  drag  to  bliss  by  tooth  and  nail. 

May  such  cool  neighbors  never  leave 

Their  comforts  far  to  roam. 

Nor,  lorn  and  worn,  be  left  to  grieve 

Lost  sympathy  at  home. 

And  learn  their  name  is  slighted  too. 

Where  glowing  friendship  sighed  adieu. 

My  Harp,  for  thee,  my  Lord  I  praise. 

And  with  thee,  laud  His  name. 

If  He  approves  thy  artless  lays, 

I  little  care  who  blame, 

Critics  may  sneer,  and  friends  upbrud,- 

m  welcome  still  thy  faithful  aid. 
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A3  ihou  hast  cheered  my  pilgrimage 
In  oriental  lands. 

Mayhap  in  each  approaching  stage, 
Thou'lt  share  my  ebbing  sands, 
On  native  shores — ^where'er  I  rove, 
yffH  cheer  me  iRrith  thy  fiiithfnl  love. 


CHAPTER    II. 


LYRICAL   AND    OTHER   THEMES. 


^^a^M^^^^^^N^i^i^k^^^^aM^i^a^a^^^i^h^^ 


IIHiTIlTL. 


A  spirit  seyere  as  an  angel  can  be. 

And  like  lightning  in  zeal  for  the  Deity, 

Betomed  from  a  mission  to  earth ; 

0  where  are  the  thunders  of  vengeance  !  he  cried, 

Ab  he  swept  through  the  portals  of  gilory  wide, — 

The  best  of  the  race  every  blesang  deride, 

0  ^ve  me  sway  to  blast  their  mirth ! 

Oreation  I've  ranged  but  I  never  before 

Found  creatures  like  those  I  was  sent  to  explore. 

And  who  I  was  told  were  the  saints ; 

They  differed,  'tis  true,  from  the  rest  of  the  race, 

By  outlines  of  goodness  and  sketches  of  grace, 

Which  feebly  their  natures  degraded  did  trace, — 

Goodness  like  theirs  the  title  taints ! 

A  gentle  response  sweetly  thrilled  from  the  throne,— 
Thy  zeal  and  devotion,  Einathayl,  I  own, 
For  ages  a  bright'ning  flame ; 
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But  the  wayward  creature  in  probation  there, 
Some  little  compaasion  firom  thee  might  share, 
If  thou  knewest  what  trials,  what  constant  care, 
Oppress  the  race,  thou  less  wouldst  blame. 

Well  then  let  me  prove  it !  said  str<»ig  Ein&thayl, 

That  world  is  abhorrent,  but  I  cannot  fail 

In  any  state  to  act  with  zeal ; 

I'll  teach  them  a  lesson  they  never  learned  yet. 

And  set  an  example  they'll  never  forget, 

I'll  show  them  condition's  no  hindrance  or  let 

To  spirits  true  that  duty  feel. 

To  prove  their  condition,  said  the  Voice  Divine, 

Thou  must  for  a  period  thy  state  resign. 

Forget  all  experience  past ; 

The  stages  of  bemg  they  prove  there  below. 

From  childhood  to  age,  in  time's  varied  flow. 

Must  be  thine,  with  share  of  their  pleasure  and  woe, 

And  death  to  conclude  all  at  last. 

A  sleep  shall  come  o'er  thee,  and  Gabriel  convey 

Thy  spirit  to  earth,  and  encage  it  in  clay, 

To  run  through  a  mortal's  degrees  ; 

The  wants  and  the  woes  of  the  race  if  you  bear 

Without  an  emotion  to  pity  and  spare, 

When  freed  frx)m  probation  you  hither  repair. 

Then  do  with  them  all  as  you  please. 

Said  Einathayl  glowing,  so  let  it  be  done ! 
It  is  nothing  to  count  off  their  yearly  sun. 
Their  cycles  points  only  appear ; 
But  grant  me  the  favor  to  choose  my  own  lot, 
And,  be  like  the  babe  I  observed  in  a  cot. 
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Where  heavenly  displeaBure  I  almoet  forgot^ 
As  flowed  the  true  penitent  tear. 

But  their  babes  never  choose,  replied  the  mild  Voice, 

Nor  well  would  select,  were  it  left  to  their  choice, 

Tet  be  it  as  jou  have  desired ; 

Retire  to  that  mount  of  perennial  snow, 

Which  glitters  afar  in  the  sunbeam  below, 

God  wiUs  it !  pronounce,  then,  Kinathajl,  well  know, 

Thou  wilt  be  what  thou  hast  admired. 

In  the  transports  of  zeal  the  bright  seraph  flew, 

And  dropped  like  a  star  on  the  summit  in  yiew, 

Pronouncing  the  mystical  word ; 

When  Kinathayl  sublime  was  instantly  changed 

To  a  gentie  zephyr  which  loftily  ranged. 

From  thought  and  sensation  till  evening  estranged. 

When  Gabriel  was  called  by  his  Lord. 

Haste  now,  said  the  Voice,  to  that  mountain  afar, 

Which  brilliantly  glitters  'neath  Hesperus'  car. 

And  find  out  there  a  heavenly  breath. 

Then  speed  to  that  cottage  whose  low  roof  is  seen, 

Sy  a  soft  lunar  ray  encircled  in  green, 

There  a  fair  infant  lies  its  parents  between. 

Whose  soul  has  just  parted  by  death. 

That  zephyr  celestial  unto  it  impart, 

And  life  thus  restoring,  in  silence  depart. 

All  which  was  inmiediately  done  ; 

The  zephyr  grew  warm  as  pulsation  returned. 

And  spirit  again,  it  uncea^gly  burned, 

'Em  glowing  with  fever,  the  babe  tossed  and  turned. 

Woke  and  wept  till  the  rising  sun. 
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AU  ni^t  strove  the  parents  to  obtain  for  it  rest, 

The  fond  mother  proftred  full  often  the  breast, 

Tet  th'  in&nt  would  nothing  but  cry, 

Naught,  naught  could  its  heat  or  impatience  allay, 

It  straggled  and  sorrowed  till  dawn  of  the  day. 

The  father  in  trouble  &st  hasting  away, 

For  a  doctor  in  learning  held  high. 

He  came,  was  amazed  at  the  furious  heat. 
Too  fast  to  be  counted  the  pulses  did  beat. 
And  bleeding  and  physic  proved  vain ; 
It  would  run  its  course,  and  the  fever  did  run, 
like  a  furnace  all  glowing,  long  days  twenty-one. 
While  doctor  and  parents  thought  surely  each  sun 
Would  free  the  poor  sufTrer  from  pain. 

He  lived,  but  all  thought  it  was  &r  passing  strange. 

He  grew,  but  the  parents  found  marvellous  change 

In  sprit  and  look  of  their  boy ; 

The  mother  oft  said  that  she  could  not  have  thou^t, 

Such  great  alteration  by  illness  was  wrought, 

She  ne'er  should  have  known  him ;  and  how  had  he  caught 

A  fever  so  fell  to  destroy. 

Her  babe  was  so  gentle,  but  now  was  all  fire, 
She  hardly  knew  whether  to  fear  or  admire ; 
And  childhood  and  youth  proved  the  same, 
Uke  others  he  never  was  laughing  and  gay. 
Forever  impatient,  e'en  when  he  did  pray, 
His  language  and  manner  seemed  always  to  say, 
Qb  spirit  was  no  human  flame. 

He  strove  against  nature,  and  struggled  to  bind 
The  very  conditions  that  fetter  mankind, — 

3* 
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^Twas  weakness  to  thirst  or  to  sleep  ; 
And  when  it  was  dark  he  declared  he  uHmld  see, 
But  the  will  and  its  object  could  never  agree, 
Beyond  a  fixed  limit  that  heeded  no  plea, 
And  man  in  close  quarters  did  keep. 

At  home  or  abroad,  when  at  meeting  or  school, 
Some  thought  him  a  wonder  and  others  a  fool. 
Impossibles  always  he  tried ; 
For  many  long  years  seemed  to  ^ve  little  heed. 
To  the  difference  found  'twixt  will  and  the  deed, 
Or  that  he  of  aught  but  volition  had  need, 
And  yet  he  was  guiltless  of  pride. 

If  sickness  and  anguish  o'erwhelmingly  came. 

It  prompted  his  wonder,  and  filled  him  with  shame, 

He  would  not  believe  it  ordained ; 

The  ills  and  the  trials  affecting  the  race, 

He  looked  on  as  folly  mixed  up  with  disgrace, 

Till  painful  experience  altered  the  case, 

And  showed  him  how  mortals  were  chained. 

He  grieved,  and  he  struggled,  but  found  it  all  vain, 

The  bars  of  his  prison  unmoved  did  remain. 

And  little  by  little  he  learned. 

That  mortals  were  trammeled  by  weakness  and  woe. 

And  suffered  ten  thousand  afflictions  below. 

In  spite  of  their  wills,  which  would  ne^er  have  it  so. 

And  in  proud  rebellion  oft  burned. 

Yet  nature  was  in  him  too  active  and  strong. 
To  heed  any  lesson,  though  hard,  very  long. 
Still  often  he  judged  much  amiss. 
The  gauge  of  his  reason  was  yet  fieiy  zeal. 
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And  oBward  he  urged  like  a  tempest  peal^  peal, 
Perfection  in  all  things  was  ever  his  seal, 
Nought  prized  he  but  unbounded  bliss. 

So  every  thing  crossed  him  or  blasted  his  hope, 
For  who  with  the  order  of  nature  can  cope, 
And  alter  Grod's  righteous  decree  ; 
One  day  by  himself,  his  first  time  in  despair. 
To  a  lone  lofly  mount  he  did  private  repair. 
To  study  tiie  mystery  of  mortal  things  there. 
On  a  summit  o'erhan^g  the  sea. 

The  war  of  the  waters  upon  the  bold  shore. 
The  tossing,  and  surging,  and  echoing  roar, 
Arrested  the  flow  of  his  mind ; 
What  means  the  confusion  and  battie  I  see. 
This  fury  and  firmness  has  precepts  for  me. 
Two  elements  clashing  which  well  might  agree, 
And  peace  in  true  harmony  bind. 

The  breakers  that  threaten  to  swallow  the  land, 
Are  rolled  back  triumphantiy  e'en  by  the  sand, 
When  God  has  appointed  the  bound ; 
So  throughout  creation,  whatever  I  see, 
Seems  bounded  and  balanced  by  holy  decree, 
And  much  I  behold  now  mysterious  to  me. 
Hereafter  most  wise  may  be  found. 

With  deep  silent  flow  of  a  full  fountained  breast. 
He  sunk  by  long  musing  serenely  to  rest, 
And  dreamed  he  an  angel  had  been, 
And  for  the  impatience  of  too  hasty  zeal, 
The  pains  of  probation  was  sentenced  to  feel, 
131  he  to  sweet  mercy  could  cordial  appeal 
For  spirits  degraded  by  sin. 
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He  thought  that  his  fellows  of  old  in  the  sky, 
With  a  smile  at  his  trials  weie  hovering  nigh, 
And  often  had  laughed  at  his  course, 
While  bound  as  a  mortal  by  weakness  and  pain, 
He  strove  as  an  angel  his  rank  to  maintain, 
And  nought  but  chagrin  and  repentance  did  gain, 
For  impotent  misguided  force. 

But  yells  of  confusion  now  broke  on  his  ear, 

A  gang  of  fierce  pirates  surrounds  him,  and  fear 

For  once  fluttered  fast  in  his  breast ; 

They  seized  him  like  tigers  and  dragged  him  a  slave, 

To  drudge  for  the  fiends  of  the  wild  ruthless  wave, 

They  beat  and  blasphemed  till  he  longed  for  the  grave 

To  soothe  his  poor  spirit  to  rest. 

He  soon  knew  their  language,  at  least  frowns  and  blows, 

Their  curses  and  revels  redoubled  his  woes, 

When  one  day  a  vessel  appeared  ; 

With  madness  and  joy  the  fell  pirates  pursue. 

Soon  boarded  the  merchant  and  murdered  the  orew. 

And  onward  their  way  of  destruction  renew, 

By  store  of  rich  booty  much  cheered. 

In  spoil  they  had  saved  was  a  package  of  sails. 
Which  down  in  the  store-room  was  tumbled  for  gales 
That  might  rend  their  canvass  away ; 
Two  lovely  twin  sisters  just  turned  of  thirteen, 
Were  wound  in  that  bale  when  the  pirates  were  seen, 
Their  poor  widowed  father  thus  hoping  to  screen 
His  jewels  on  that  fatal  day. 

Three  days  had  gone  by,  when  the  poor  slave  was  sent 
To  the  store-room  to  bring  for  the  fiends'  merriment 
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Some  wine  that  lay  under  the  sails ; 
In  pulling  and  turning  the  package  he  founds 
That  something  not  canvass  within  it  was  bound, 
And  forthwitli  the  parcel  in  wonder  unwound — 
But  language  to  paint  the  scene  fails ! 

Suffice  it  to  say,  he  their  brother  became, 

Attended  their  wants  and  concealed  them  from  shame, 

Till  the  pirates  again  reached  a  shore. 

And  anchored  one  eve  in  a  beautiful  bay. 

And  feasted  and  drank  till  all  stupified  lay. 

When  the  slave  and  his  charge  in  a  boat  slipt  away 

To  a  country  they  ne'er  saw  before. 

What  perils,  privations,  the  pilgrims  surround. 

E'er  they  to  their  people  a  way  at  length  found, 

Were  long  and  fuU  painful  to  tell ; 

But  sorrow  and  sympathy  softened  the  heart 

Of  him  who  for  others  could  now  feel  the  smart. 

When  suddenly,  by  irresistible  dart. 

The  sisters  together  both  feU. 

For  them,  pure  and  pious,  his  sympathies  flowed. 
And  when  he  regained  the  parental  abode. 
He  found  it  a  desolate  gloom ; 
Ss  parents,  'twas  said,  broken-hearted  had  died. 
That  he  had  absconded  at  fortune's  ebb-tide, 
And  but  the  day  previous  were  laid  side  by  side. 
By  charity  in  the  same  tomb. 

He  hasted  to  weep  at  the  cold  cruel  grave. 
Much  altered  in  spirit  since  he  was  a  slave. 
But  sorrow  had  only  begun. 
Misfortune  had  marked  him  with  envious  eye, 
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As  oft  she  marks  oihers  to  cuFse  till  they  die. 
And  every  calamity  torn  by  turn  try, 
That  falls  to  man's  lot  'nealh  the  aim. 

What  trial,  what  trouble,  what  varied  distress  ! 
With  turns  of  enjoyment  to  make  wretchedness 
More  wretched,  was  run  through  for  years ! 
No  form  of  affliction  his  spirit  did  spare, 
That  poor  helpless  mortal  was  e'er  called  to  bear, 
Till  time  in  his  visage  deep  channels  did  wear 
For  many  a  torrent  of  tears. 

Temptations  assailed  him  with  wild  witching  guile. 
And  all  that  is  heinous,  and  horrid,  and  vile, 
1^  often  he  thought  he  should  fall ! 
In  short,  every  woe  that  a  Christian  endures, 
Till  grace  over  evil  the  triumph  secures. 
While  faith  ftiture  glory  with  Jesus  insures, 
Poured  into  his  chalice  its  gall. 

Old,  withered  and  weak,  with  a  few  hairs  of  gray, 
In  a  poor-house  he  lingered  his  last  debt  to  pay, 
More  patient  and  meek  than  a  child  ; 
For  deep  he  had  studied  God's  counsels  divine, 
In  providence  saw  grace  and  wisdom  combine. 
Beheld  how  the  ransomed  in  glory  did  shine. 
And  sweetiy  at  brief  sorrow  smiled. 

Amid  sacred  musings  he  slumbered  and  dreamed. 

And  now  troops  of  angels  intent  on  him  seemed. 

All  glowing  with  brotherly  love  ; 

So  tender,  so  joyful,  they  cast  off  his  clay. 

Each  longing  to  bear  his  freed  spirit  away. 

Which  touched  and  restored  now  by  heaven's  potent  ray, 

Was  Kinathayl  dartmg  above  ! 
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What  plaDS  or  petitiooB  lie  bore  to  tiie  tlirone, 
What  power  received  oyer  earth  is  not  known, 
Bnt  of  this  we  all  may  be  sure, 
Probation  goee  on  much  as  wont  to  before, 
The  straggle  'twist  eril  and  grace  is  not  o'er, 
And  could  we  the  fiiture  a  long  way  explore, 
Might  see  the  same  system  endure. 


SIBBITI  SCIOOI  CBIEBBiTlOI. 

Sbbafh,  tell  me  who  are  those. 
Entering  through  that  sacred  gate  T 
Saint,  those  blooming  like  the  rose, 
On  divine  instruction  wait. 

Sainte  and  Seraphs,  join  our  song ; 

Earth  and  skies,  the  notes  prolong. 

Seraph,  let  us  stoop  our  wing. 
With  them  also  enter  here : 
Saint,  we'll  join  with  them  and  sing 
Jesus  their  Deliverer. 
Saints  and  Seraphs,  &c. 

Seraph,  why  these  children,  say, 
Hymning  thus  our  blessed  Lord  7 
Saint,  they  meet  each  Sabbath  day 
To  peruse  Hie  holy  word. 
Saints  and  Seraphs,  &;o. 

Seraph,  tell  me,  is  it  so  ? 
Never  thus  did  I  on  earth  I 
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Saint,  e'en  babbs  tbe  Savionr  know ! 
Children  share  the  second  birth ! 
Saints  and  Seraphs,  &;c. 

Seraph,  has  the  blissful  mom 
Bright  mih  promised  glory  come  ? 
Saint,  its  rays  the  hills  adorn, — 
Cheer  the  eyes  and  hearts  of  some. 
Saints  and  Seraphs,  &;c. 

Seraph,  help  me,  help  me  praise 
Christ  my  Sayiour  and  our  King: 
Saint,  how  sweet,  how  blest  to  raise 
Heavenly  notes  which  children  ong. 
Saints  and  Seraphs,  &;c. 

Seraph,  let  us  speed  our  flight — 
News  proclaim  in  heaven  above ! 
Saint,  how  will  the  sons  of  light 
Joy  and  sing  redeeming  love ! 
Saints  and  Seraphs,  join  our  song. 
Earth  and  skies,  the  notes  prolong. 


COBKECTION. 

Like  luxuriant,  spreading  vines, 
Many-tendriled,  strongjiy  cling^lg, 
So,  fond  affections,  hopes,  designs. 
From  this  earthward  heart  were  spiingjmg. 
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From  His  glorious  throne  above, 
My  kind  heavenly  Father  saw  me  ; 
He  scourged  mj  soul  for  creature  love, 
Upward  to  Himself  to  draw  me. 

Arise,  mj  soul,  why  creep  on  earth, 
Soiling  wings  that  should  be  soaring ; 
Bemember  thj  celestial  birth, 
Heir  with  Him  heaven  is  adoring. 

My  Saviour  God,  let  my  whole  heart, 
With  thy  fulness,  filled,  expanding, 
E*en  here,  with  seraphs  share  a  part — 
Bound  thy  throne  of  glory  standing. 


TI0U6IT8    OF    SPBINe. 

[Cart.  2:  10—13.] 

Rise,  my  love,  and  come  away. 
Wherefore  in  thy  chamber  stay  ? 

Spring  inviting. 

Charms  delisting, 
Bliss  and  beauty  crown  the  day. 

Winter  storms  are  passed  and  gone, 
Sweet  and  lovely,  like  the  dawn, 

Flowers  sprin^g, 

Fragrance  flinging, 
Deck  the  woodland  and  the  lawn. 
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Hark,  the  turtle's  plaintive  song 
On  the  zephyr  floats  along, 

Tender,  thrilling, 

0  how  willing 
Nature  hears  the  notes  prolong. 

Hg-trees  show  their  young  fruit  green, 
Vines  with  tender  grapes  are  seen, 

Sweets  exhaling. 

All  regaling 
That  go  forth  to  view  the  scene. 

Rise,  my  love,  and  come  away. 
While  the  dew-drops  on  the  spray, 

Gem-like  shining. 

Charms  combining. 
My  sole  fair  one,  come  away. 


EiKTIIT    TIES. 

He  could  not  seek  the  skies, 
Because  of  friends  below, 

So  strong  were  nature's  ties 
They  would  not  let  him  go : 

That  bosom  friend  to  leave  in  pain,- 

Ss  spirit  sooner  might  be  twain. 

He  knew  that  heaven  was  fair. 
Said  'twaa  a  world  of  bliss. 

But  doubted  if  were  there 
Another  friend  like  this. 
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So  mortal-like,  just  to  his  heart, 

So  kind,  80  sweet, — no,  could  not  part. 

Could  he  find  sympathy 

In  an  archangel's  breast  ? 
T^th  seraphs  well  agree, 

Whose  praises  never  rest  7 
Ah,  seemed  this  mighty  worship  done, 
Like  planets  sweeping  round  the  sun. 

l^th  saints  of  ancient  name 

How  little  could  he  share ; 
Should  fear  the  glowing  flame 

These  ransomed  spirits  bear ; 
Like  rural  child  in  royal  court. 
How  could  he  bear  celestial  port. 

Li  heayen  should  feel  alone. 
And  praise  with  awful  fear. 

At  distance  from  ihe  throne, 
T^ihout  a  spirit  dear 

To  melt  with  his,  and  soft;  unite 

Li  adoration  and  delight.  * 

0  no ;  he  could  not  go 

To  the  exalted  skies ; 
*Twas  heaven  enough  below. 

With  jewels  of  his  eyes. 
With  mutual  love  could  here  adore, 
What  could  he  do,  what  ask  for  more.- 

One  mom  alone  in  prayer 

Extended  on  the  ground, 
Li  anguish  like  despair, 
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This  earQi-boimd  soul  was  found : 
Well  might  the  firmest  friend  turn  pale, 
To  hear  the  weeping  suff'rer  wail. 

The  heaven  desired  below 

Had  left  him  for  the  skies, 
Its  place  was  filled  with  woe, 

And  rung  with  tortured  cries  ; 
0  how  he  prayed  to  follow  too, 
And  bid  his  chosen  earth  adieu ! 

He  fain  would  have  above 

An  idol  to  adore. 
And  all  his  joj  and  love 

Upon  its  altar  pour, 
Nor  seek  nor  care  to  know  what  bliss 
In  heaven  might  be  excepting  this. 

What  bitter  months  of  grief 

Came  o'er  his  bleeding  heart ! 
Nor  earth  nor  heaven  relief 

To  his  poor  soul  impart ; 
Ah,  then  ii^  truth  he  felt  alone. 
Nor  place  nor  fiiend  dared  call  his  own. 

One  eve  in  prayer  he  knelt 
And  looked  with  faith  to  heaven. 

Till,  filled  with  grace,  he  felt 
Idolatry  forgiven ; 

Peace,  joy  and  sweet  celestial  love 

Poured  through  his  soul  from  springs  above. 

It  seemed  he  now  could  praise 
With  Gabriel,  near  the  throne. 
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Wiiii  Enoch  trace  the  ways 

Of  Ood,  on  earth  unknown ; 
In  perfect  fellowship  unite 
With  every  spirit  blest  in  li^t. 

What  praises  swell  his  heart 

To  the  allrgracious  God, 
For  salutary  smart 

From  his  correcting  rod ; 
The  pain  that  brings  him  to  the  skies, 
Is  clumged  to  pleasure  in  his  eyes. 

What  rapture,  love  divine, 
Through  all  his  spirit  pours  ; 

Where  glories  brightest  shine, 
Eztatic  he  adores ; 

The  Saviour  God  is  now  his  all, 

His  bliss  before  the  throne  to  fall. 


^*^^^>^^^t^^0»i0m0*^ 


PIRDBIOIIUI    AT    CHKISTIIS. 

'TwAS  midnight  o'er  the  «arth, 
That  rang  with  hellish  mirth, 
For  age  on  age  had  rolled  away. 
Since  died  the  last  prophetic  lay 
That  pointed  to  a  coming  day 
Glad  with  a  Saviour's  birth : 
Man  and  fiend  grown  infidel, 
T^th  presumptuous  rage  rebel, 
'Scaped  or  now  forgetting  hell, 
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They  doubt  and  dare  Jehovah's  sway, 
And  league  their  powers  in  dark  array. 
And  feast  round  Satan's  hearth. 

The  daring  rebel  crowned, 
With  pomp  and  hauteur  frowned, 
And  though  he  felt  within  his  breast, 
A  hell  whose  vipers  never  rest. 
The  writhmg  anguish  he  suppressed. 
And  on  his  votaries  round, 
Shadowed  an  infernal  smile. 
Essence  dark  of  hellish  guile, 
Ah,  that  look  might  near  defile 
An  angel's  pure  and  radiant  vest. 
And  put  the  light  of  heaven  to  test, 
And  pale  the  senseless  ground. 

'Twas  in  the  hallowed  shade 
The  towers  of  Zion  made, 
The  feast  was  held  with  hellish  rites. 
And  served  by  foul  infernal  sprites. 
Illumined  with  terrific  sights  ; 
There  all  the  ehiefs  arrayed. 
Mingling  large  and  quaffing  firee. 
Wine  of  pride  and  blasphemy. 
Drunk — defy  the  Deity ; 
Each  mortal  guest  his  spirit  plights. 
Mad  with  witching  sin's  delights, 
His  God  would  have  betrayed. 

The  rage  was  at  its  height. 
Had  put  the  stars  to  flight. 
When  glory  over  Bethl'em  beamed. 
And  full  on  Satan's  orgies  gleamed  ; 
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Traosfixed  with  wrath  the  rebels  screamed. 
And  sunk  to  nether  night ! 
Living  chains  about  them  grew. 
Bolts  of  torture  pierced  them  through, 
Storms  of  lightning  on  them  blew, 
While  mortal  wretches  that  blasphemed, 
Their  souls  in  hell  already  deemed, 
Overwhelmed  with  heavenly  li^t. 

The  startled  shepherds  fear 
The  form  of  glory  near, 
That  comes  with  tidings  from  the  skies ; 
Away  with  dread  and  doubt !  he  cries. 
Let  heart  and  voice  in  rapture  rise, 
A  Saviour !  Christ  is  here  ! 
Joy  to  every  tribe  below. 
Comes  salvation  to  bestow ! 
Let  your  praise  triumphant  flow ! 
Adoring  view  with  glad  surprise 
The  Child  that  man  with  God  allies, 
Your  own  Redeemer  dear. 

Now  o'er  the  bright'ning  plains 
Resound  the  blissful  strains 
Of  heaven's  exulting,  choicest  band ! 
The  waking  zephyrs  gladly  fanned 
The  notes  celestial  o'er  the  land, 
A  balm  to  mortal  pains : 
Mercy,  mourning  the  forlorn, 
Dries  her  tears  this  blessed  mom. 
Raptured  cries,  My  King  is  bom ! 
Let  Justice  yield  his  stem  demand 
To  an  almighty  saving  hand. 
For  Lnmanuel  reigns. 
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To  heaven  in  bright  array 

Gabriel  leads  the  way ; 

Air  ravished  hears  the  anthems  swell ; 

The  starry  host,  as  by  a  spell, 

Stop  their  career  while  seraphs  tell 

The  wonder  of  the  day : 

Golden  gates  unbarred  and  free 

Welcome  in  the  harmony, 

Moving  heaven  to  ecstacy : 

The  choirs  on  man's  redemption  dwell, 

Thy  love  and  praise,  Lnmanuel ! 

Themes  never  to  decay. 


LONELY    CHKISTIiN. 

He  had  no  friends  below, 

Or  if  he  had,  too  &t 
His  daily  grief  to  know. 

And  in  his  sighs  to  share ; 
Poor  wanderer,  alone  and  lost, 
Mid -foes  with  every  prospect  crossed. 

No  being  knew  the  grief 
That  on  his  vitals  preyed. 

Save  Him  who  still  relief 
Mysteriously  delayed : 

My  (3od,  he  cried  in  fervent  prayer. 

Forget  not  one  so  long  thy  care. 
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At  times  a  cheerful  ray 

Would  light  his  pallid  face. 
But  fading  soon  away, 

An  air  usurped  its  place- 
Not  gloom  nor  joy, — hope  nor  despair, 
All  strangely  meeting,  mingling  there. 

He  felt  like  one  who  prays 

By  dying  sinner's  bed,     " 
Turns,  horrorstruck  surveys 

The  amdoos  spirit  fled : 
Gone !  snatched  away !  unknown  his  fate ! 
Sad  cause  to  fear  prayer  came  too  late. 

He  prayed  with  fervent  cries 

Through  many  rolling  years. 
His  prayer  just  Heaven  denies. 

Nor  heeds  his  scalding  tears  ; 
A  voice  in  sternness  seemed  to  say. 
Forbear !  let  judgment  have  its  way. 

As  Judah's  prophet  wept 

Amid  the  ruins  wide. 
When  savage  war  had  swept 

Away  his  country's  pride ; 
So  this  afflicted  spirit  grieved. 
Of  darling  hopes  and  joys  bereaved. 

Nor  this  the  only  woe 

His  soul  in  anguish  bears. 
Such  inbred  sin  to  know 

A  place  within  him  shares. 
Torments  his  spirit  day  by  day. 
And  makes  him  long  to  flee  away. 
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With  face  bowed  in  the  dust, 
Peirced  by  envenomed  dart. 

He  cried,  my  (3od,  my  trust, 
Give  me  a  holy  heart. 

So  seraph  like,  all  flaming  pure, 

No  evil  can  the  blaze  endure. 

He  calmly  looked  above, — 
There  henceforth  be  my  all ! 

To  share  my  Saviour's  love. 
And  in  'His  presence  fall, 

Is  joy  enough  for  earth  or  skies, 

What  conflicts  or  what  anthems  rise. 


lOONLIOIT    AT    SISEbIz. 

'Tis  evening  in  the  Persian  sky, 

Most  gorgeous  is  the  scene. 

It  well  might  charm  an  angel's  eye, 

"V^^th  soft  enchanting  sheen : 

The  silver  moon,  now  near  her  noon, 

Throws  o'er  the  scattered  stars 

Such  radiance  bright,  their  fainter  light 

Scarce  shows  their  diamond  cars. 

What  spirit  &om  a  world  afar, 

On  wing  to  pass  our  plain. 

With  upward  glance  at  moon  and  star. 

Would  think  oppressions  reign 


47 

'Neath  each  a  sky,  or  that  a  sigh 
Of  sorrow  should  be  known, 
Within  the  walls  where  radiance  faSlBy 
As  round  an  angel's  iiirone. 

The  snowy  heights  that  wall  us  round 

Beflect  the  silver  light. 

But  send  no  blasts  to  sweep  the  ground 

With  savage  wmtry  might  : 

The  scene  is  fair,  and  mild  the  air, 

As  if  the  Deity 

Made  nature's  laws  to  suit  Sheerfiz, 

And  charm  to  ecstacy. 

O'er  mosque  and  palace  fieu:  and  wide. 

The  glitt'ring  moonbeams  dance, 

And  silence,  night's  beloved  bride. 

Seems  fallen  in  a  trance  : 

Soft  pensive  gloom  shrouds  Hfifiz's  tomb. 

Beneath  his  cypress  shade. 

And  Sady's  bower,  this  solemn  hour, 

Both  long  in  slumber  laid. 

0  harps  of  Eer&n !  wake  again, 

But  not  to  witching  notes. 

Burst  forth  with  the  celestial  strain 

That  over  Eden  floats ; 

Bedemption  sing,  and  praise  the  King 

That  conquers  earth  and  hell, 

How  man  can  rise  to  paradise. 

In  thrilling  accents  tell. 

0  Eer&n,  in  my  native  land. 
How  did  my  bosom  glow. 
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With  hope  amid  thj  scenes  to  stand, 

And  heaven's  bright  pathway  show ; 

To  Isfah&n,  once  fair  as  dawn^ 

On  fancy's  wing  I've  flown, 

Tehr&n, — ^Tebreez, — Sheerfiz, — cotdd  please, 

Or  Jemsheed's,  ruined  throne.* 

But  Eer&n !  Eer&n !  what  return 

Requites  the  generous  love, 

Not  me,  my  Saviour  dear,  you  spurn. 

And  scorn  a  guide  above : 

In  fatal  chain  must  you  remain. 

Denouncing  those  to  hell, 

Who  fain  would  thee  from  slavery  free. 

And  bring  with  God  to  dwell. 

Alas,  my  EerSn,  must  I  go 

And  leave  thee  madly  lost. 

Where  skies  are  fair,  where  roses  blow, 

But  hope  of  heaven  is  crossed : 

Grod  grant  thee  grace  to  seek  His  fSsbce 

And  mansions  in  the  skies  ; 

At  lasfc  may  we,  in  harmony. 

Meet  in  true  paradise. 

Te  friends,  who  oft  in  by-gone  days 

Imparted  sweet  delight, 

When  robed  and  crowned  with  silver  rays, 

We  hailed  the  queen  of  night ; 

Think  you  of  me  as  her  you  see 

In  lovely  splendor  drest  ? 

Still  do  I  share  your  fervent  prayer 

To  bounteous  Heaven  addressed  ? 


*  Penepolis.    Eeiftn  is 
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The  ooean  iride  between  ub  roQa^ 

And  lofty  mountains  rise, 

But  loye  divine  unites  our  soub^ 

Bears  upward  to  the  skies ; 

There  at  the  Hirone  we  meet  as  one^ 

To  part  nor  sa£kr  more, 

In  endless  joy  our  sweet  employ. 

To  loye,  to  praise,  adore. 


SIT-SGERE    IT    SIEEllZ. 

0  who  could  view  the  wondrous  sight 
That  blessed  Sheerfiz  to-day, 
Nor  feel  a  thrill  of  pure  delight, 
And  thanks  to  Allah  pay. 

The  children  of  the  royal  Sun, 
By  Ocean  bounteous  bride. 
In  recent  days  a  task  have  done. 
With  labor  weU  applied. 

Not  fair  Rebekah  with  her  urn 
More  welcome  did  appear. 
Then  those  with  aspect  dark  and  stem. 
That  quenched  our  thirsting  here. 

Upon  the  heights  they  hoarded  snow 
For  summer  to  remain, 
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While  on  the  wide-spread  plain  below. 
They  poured  an  ample  rain. 

To^y  arotind  iheir  king  and  aire. 
They  had  a  holiday, 
He  mounted  on  his  throne  of  fire, 
And  robed  in  brightest  ray. 

Beclining  on  the  pillowed  heights, 
In  oriental  style, 

They  quaffed  at  ease  the  fair  delists, 
Bri^t  in  the  royal  smile. 

The  dusky  dress  in  which  they  wrought, 
For  Urman*  well  obeyed. 
Was  now  exchanged  to  white  Elulat,* 
That  gorgeous  them  arrayed. 

Methought  the  fiibled  Par'ees  fiur 
Danced  in  their  natire  skies, 
Sure  more  of  charm  and  joy  was  there 
Than  met  a  mortal's  eyes. 

Can  audience  with  this  compare 
Of  monarch  proud  and  yain. 
Though  toil  and  cost  he  may  not  spare 
To  garnish  off  his  reign. 

Yet  half  Sheerfiz  but  six  daysunnce, 
Without  the  walls  were  found. 
When  Fer'a/doon,  a  Persian  prince. 
Game  creeping  o'er  the  ground. 

•  AFiimftnJiaiiedict;  a  Khilttisaiobei^riioBor. 
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But  doubt  remams  if  they  an  eye. 
In  raptorous  survey, 
Haye  ghuiced  around  the  lovely  sky, 
And  wonders  of  to-day. 


SUB    US    A    SORB    OF    ZIOH. 

Psalm  137. 

The  world  flesh  and  Satan  combined 
Had  borne  us  poor  sinners  away, 
Sy  the  rivers  of  Babel  we  pined, 
All  silent  our  rapturous  lay. 

We  wept  o'er  the  murmuring  stream 
T31  deeper  and  hoarser  its  wave  ; 
0  Zdon !  how  fair  thou  didst  seem, 
In  this  gloomy  land  of  the  slave. 

Our  harps  on  the  ^ows  we  hung. 
And  bowed  under  sorrows  forlorn ; 
Our  captors  approached  us  and  stung 
Our  spirits  with  bitterest  scorn. 

Arise,  holy  saints  of  the  Lord  ! 
And  sing  us  old  Zion's  best  song. 
Tour  piety  Qod  will  reward. 
You've  served  Him  so  faithful  and  long. 

Oome,  dance  to  the  measures  of  north, 
And  shout  till  re-echoes  the  sky ; 
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Good  souls  that  have  jMuased  tiie  new  birHiy 
Whose  works  are  all  treasured  on  high ! 

And  join  to  the  song  how  you  fou^t 
When  we  vet'ran  warriors  assailed, 
How  vainly  your  God  you  besought 
When  your  own  little  confidence  failed. 

You  surely  were  with  us  in  heart. 
So  easy  the  conquest  was  won ; 
We  none  of  us  half  played  our  part, 
When  lo,  the  whole  matter  was  done. 

We  need  pious  servants  like  you, 
Examplars  for  spirits  too  wild, 
So  pray,  and  admonish  them  too, 
Till  all  are  as  meek  as  a  child. 

Gome,  string  aJl  your  harps  to  their  height, 
And  teach  us  how  Zion  once  rung ; 
Old  Lady !  how  did  she  delight, 
Wlien  children  so  holy  all  sung ! 

Now  silence !  blasphemers  of  Heaven, 
And  quake  at  the  wrath  of  our  Grod, 
Our  sins  punished  here  are  forgiven. 
But  ye  shall  ne'er  'scape  from  His  rod. 

Eternal  perdition  shall  pay 
The  wrong  ye  to  Zion  have  done ; 
Yes,  then  we  will  tune  our  best  lay. 
When  this  speedy  conquest  is  won. 
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We'll  ahovt  our  bved  ZSon  redeemedy 
Enough  of  our  songB  ye  shall  hear ; 
Ye  who  have  thus  yaonted,  bhsphemed, 
Shall  crushed  in  the  judgmeiii  appear. 

When  down  to  flie  deepest  dread  hell. 
In  anguiA  unuttered  ye  fall, 
We'll  glory  BJid  raptorons  teU, 
Our  God  reigns  trium|diant  o'er  all ! 

But  captive,  and  in  a  strange  laad, 
How  can  we  pour  numbers  divine ; 
0  TAon  I  be  withered  Hiis  hand,  • 
If  I  forget  joys  liiat  were  tUne. 

If  I  e'er  remember  not  thee, 

Se  shriveled  and  nlent  my  tongue ; 

K  thou  art  not  dearest  to  me. 

This  heart  then  with  anguish  be  wrung. 


i^^^^i^^»^^«*^^i^»M^^ 


TBIPSBANCB. 

Ye  patrons  of  the  still  and  vine. 
Those  implements  of  slaughter. 
Say,  do  ye  know  what  joys  combine 
In  cool  and  crystal  water  7 

Of  nature's  elements,  aQ  good, 

This  is  the  fjEiirest  daughter, 

In  form  of  river,  lake,  or  flood. 

Or  sparkling  spring  of  water. 
5# 
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Those  fiery  liqtdds  leave  the  brain 
A  maas  of  steaming  mortar, 
"WJiile  like  the  sun  it  beams  again 
By  drinking  only  water. 

The  Yotaries  of  pleasure's  charms, 
In  every  shape  they've  sought  her, 
Were  never  urged  through  all  their  hanns 
By  reason's  bev'rage — ^water. 

Should  innocence  again  return, 
The  arts  that  evil  taught  her. 
She  doubtless  will  again  unlearn, 
And  mem'ry  wash  in  water. 


TIE    IABR1A6E. 

Thb  noon  of  lamps  was  shining  bright. 
The  ihron^g  guests  beamed  such  delight, 
Which  more  efiiilgent  hard  to  say. 
The  smiling  face  or  flowing  ray ; 
Beauty  £air  and  talent  rare 
Adorned  the  lovely  scene, 
Ghraces  sweet,  which  seldom  meet, 
Shed  round  a  brilliant  sheen. 

Few  hearts  that  were  not  light  and  free 
Beat  in  the  joyous  company. 
Ah,  none  if  eyes  of  radiance  tell 
Sincerely  what  emotions  swell ; 
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Flowing  joy  irithoat  alloy. 
In  deep  and  circling  tide, 
lUls  the  hall,  till  seemmg,  all 
like  gallant  ye88el8  ride. 

The  voices  hiuhed — ^the  eager  eye 
Proclaim  the  bride  and  bridegroom  nig^, 
Behold  them  enter,  happy  pair ! 
But  thought  collected  marks  their  air : 
Tender  thrills  their  bosoms  fill, 
Yet  care  is  larking  near, 
Pmnts  away  to  future  day, 
Where  other  scenes  appear. 

They  on  the  bridal  altar  now 
Bind  the  matrimonial  vow, 
Sweet  unify  from  twain  to  be 
Till  time  blends  in  eternity : 
Blest  the  tie  ordained  on  high 
To  comfort  man  below, 
Let  it  bind  where  hearts  are  twined. 
But  never  link  to  woe. 

Now  hail,  ye  happy  pair,  that  prove 
The  strongest  bond  of  earthly  love ! 
Attraction  strengthens,  drawmg  near, 
Affection  thus  in  you  appear ; 
Ever  bright  in  sweet  delight 
Glide  on  your  lengthened  days, 
Tm  you  rise  in  paradise 
To  join  in  love  and  praise. 
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IBDITiTIOR. 

Hail,  Meditation,  genial  power, 
That  in  the  calm  and  penav^  hour, 
Attracts  onr  minds  from  worldly  noise, 
To  contemplate  on  heavenly  joys : 
Thy  kindly  inflnences  shed, 
mumming  both  heart  and  head ; ' 
Teach  us  our  subfle  hearts  to  know, 
And  every  pleasure  to  forego. 
That  would  contaminate  the  mind. 
And  leave  a  poisonous  sting  behind. 
Oome,  and  perform  the  generous  part 
Of  friendship  unalloyed  by  art, 
Our  errors  to  our  view  unfold, 
And  teach  us  virtue  to  behold 
With  steady  and  delighted  eye 
Till  every  erring  passion  die. 

0  may  we  wisely  meditate 

On  life's  brief  and  changing  state ; 

How  we  should  its  hours  improve. 

To  gain  the  smile  of  TTim  above. 

At  length,  through  grace,  when  life  is  o'er, 

0  may  we  reach  the  happy  shore, 

Where  sorrow  will  no  more  invade, 

Nor  hostile  fears  in  gloom  arrayed 

Destroy  our  peace,  and  mar  our  bliss. 

In  heaven's  eternal  happiness. 

There  unmingled  pleasures  roll. 

To  refresh  the  weary  soul ; 

Pure  joys  and  ever-glowing  love. 

With  endless  friendahip  dwell  above. 
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lOPB. 

Hail,  0  Hope  consolatory, 
Pointing  out  some  fiitare  glory, 
Li^t'ning  all  our  cares  and  sorrow. 
By  promises  of  good  tomorrow ! 

Willie  looking  through  thy  flattering  glass, 
We  see  our  future  prospects  pass 
Beneath  a  fidr  and  lucid  sky, 
"Vnthout  a  cloud  of  trouble  nigh. 

This  ideal  scene  of  future  bliss, 
That  seems  so  fraught  with  happiness. 
Allures  us  onward  aud  inspires 
Our  hearts  with  glowing  fond  desires 

To  taste  the  sweets  that  strew  the  plain. 
Which  we  tomorrow  hope  to  gain ; 
And  bear  the  ills  we  find  to-day, 
So  thickly  scattered  in  our  way. 

But  stem  experience  daily  proves, 
Tomorrow  but  the  hope  removes, 
And  leaves  us  still  to  hope  again. 
Then  taste  of  disappointment's  pain. 

Yet  there's  a  hopb  that  never  fieals. 
But  o'er  adversity  prevails, 
lights  up  the  path  to  joys  on  hi^, 
That  never  satiate,  droop,  or  die. 
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INHOCENGE. 

Hail,  Innocence,  delightfbl  guest, 
Sweet  soother  of  the  injured  breast, 
Whose  sovereign  balm  has  power  to  heal 
The  deepest  wounds  the  slandered  feel ; 
Then  what  delight  must  those  enjoy. 
Who  taste  thy  sweets  without  alloy. 
Who  free  from  every  earthly  stain. 
With  Grod  and  Christ  forever  reign. 

But  innocence  like  this  is  lost. 
This  matchless  gem  we  cannot  boast. 
Yet  even  now,  how  great  the  joy. 
When  virtuous  acts  our  hours  employ. 
Then  let  us  till  our  moments  end. 
Since  happiness  and  duty  blend, 
Pursue  the  paths  of  innocence, 
Belying  on  Omnipotence. 

Ghxi  calls,  and  promises  to  make 

Our  scarlet  sins  like  snow,  and  take 

Our  deep-dyed  crimson  crimes  away, 

Why  to  be  blest  will  we  delay  ? 

He  will  to  innocence  restore. 

And  when  life's  changing  scenes  are  o'er, 

Take  us  to  realms  of  holiness. 

To  share  eternal  happiness. 
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JOUKNITIRB. 

Thb  sun  10  up,  and  clear  the  daj, 
Gome,  let  us  mount  aad  speed  our  way, 
For  cheerily  we  wind  along 
And  smiling  talk  or  tune  a  song. 

0  who  would  think  to  meet  us  here. 
That  home  and  Mends,  so  sweet  and  dear, 
Were  left  by  us  £»  in  the  West, 
Where  our  fore&thers'  ashes  rest. 

Dear  native  land^  we  love  thee  yet, 
Thee,  thee  we  will  not,  can't  forget ; 
Yes,  oft  our  hearts  return  to  trace 
Thy  streams,  and  loved  ones  to  embrace. 

And  when  we  bow  the  knee  in  prayer. 
Where  haply  ne'er  the  list'ning  air 
Has  borne  the  name  of  Christ  above, 
From  hearts  that  trust  they  know  His  love, 

We  pray  for  thee,  our  country  dear, 
And,  ye  loved  friends,  if  ye  could  hear 
What  cries  for  you  we  send  above, 
Ye  never  more  could  doubt  our  love. 

Thus  happy,  on  our  way  we  go 
To  distant  lands  we  do  not  know. 
Like  him  who  left  his  Ghaldee  home. 
Through  Canaan's  length  and  breadth  to  roam : 
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Kor  ahall  we  there  a  foot  possess 
Of  all  the  land  we  hope  to  bless. 
But  to  a  holj  seed  'tis  ^ven, — 
Our  heritage,  we  trust,  is  heayen. 


TIB    BIBLE. 

Holy  Word  of  inspiration, 
Oan  I  ever  part  with  thee ; 
Words  of  Christ  and  His  salration, 

0  how  dear  how  sweet  to  me. 

Wand'ring  through  this  land  so  weary. 
Faint  beneath  the  scorching  ray, 
Chilled  by  cold  from  mountains  dreary, 
Sweet  to  read,  reflect  and  pray. 

Should  the  hand  of  death  arrest  me, — 
Lay  me  by  a  shepherd's  grave ; 
While  thy  precious  pages  blessed  me, 
While  my  Lord  was  near  to  save, 

Hope  and  joy,  my  bosom  swelling, 
Would  attend  my  latest  breath, 
Erery  foe  and  fear  repelling, — 

1  should  triumph  oyer  death. 
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Biciiriie. 

We  pitched  our  tent  upon  the  green, 
The  circling  hills  clofled  in  the  aoene, 
Their  sununitB  and  their  sides  were  bare, 
Scarce  e'en  a  blade  of  grass  was  there. 

And  0  so  sweet  we  passed  the  night, 
The  pure  air  breathing  with  delight ; 
Since  we  in  stables  drew  the  air, 
With  cattle  herding  with  us  there. 

The  sacred  word  with  joy  we  read. 
Ere  resting  on  our  grassy  bed, 
The  voice  of  praise  was  lifted  higjb, 
To  heaven  went  up  our  evening  ciy. 

Then,  as  we  viewed  each  glittering  star, 
We  thought  of  country,  friends,  afar. 
And  how  in  by-gone  happy  days. 
Those  very  stars  had  cheered  our  gaze. 

What  though  we  stood  on  Modim  ground. 
And  eyed  the  stars  and  hills  around. 
Those  worlds,  and  here  the  soil  we  trod, 
Belong  all  to  our  Father,  Ood. 

Kor  shall  we,  can  we,  pass  the  bound 
That  walls  His  glorious  realm  around ; 
Infinity  is  all  His  own. 
And  His  an  everlasting  throne. 
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GERTIE    SLEEP. 

Come,  gentle  sleep, 
And  close  my  eyes 
In  slumbers  deep, 
Till  time  to  rise. 

Gome,  gentle  sleep, 
And  banish  care, 
If  fancies  peep, 
Let  them  be  fair. 

Come,  gentle  sleep, 
And  soothe  my  mind. 
With  poppy  wreath 
My  temples  bind. 

Come,  gentle  sleep. 
Lull  me  to  rest. 
Head  pillowed  keep 
Upon  thy  breast. 

Come,  gentle  sleep. 
In  breath  so  sweet, 
My  senses  steep. 
Till  mom  shall  greet. 

Ah,  gentle  sleep, 
Attention's  o'er  r 
I'm  £ut  asleep, 
So  sing  no  more. 
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LORBIRfi    FOB    BLISS. 

Whilb  the  shades  are  sofUj  stealing 
On  the  g^ded  western  sky, 
Spirit  melts  in  tender  feeling, 
Longs  on  seraph  wings  to  fly. 

Lonely  here  its  humble  dwelling, 
Cheerless  in  the  darksome  night, 

0  what  thrills  this  soul  are  swelling, 
Wiik  the  day  to  take  its  flight. 

Where  wouldst  flee  ?  where  son  is  shining 
On  my  fair  and  native  West  ? 
Soon  his  radiant  orb  declining, 
Leaves  that  sky  in  darkness  dressed. 

Bound  the  world  pursue  him  ever  ? 
Best  and  peace  doomed  ne'er  to  find  ; 
Ah,  his  beams  alone  can  never 
Satisfy  immortal  mind. 

For  some  kindred  spirits  panting. 
For  a  Ood  to  love,  adore ; 
TeU  me,  soul,  are  there  here  wanting  ? 
Sigh  and  struggle  then  no  more. 

Yes,  they're  nigh,  but  flesh  is  veiling, 

1  would  see — ^would  blend  in  love. 
This  to  gain,  ah,  nought's  availing 
But  a  flight  to  heaven  above. 
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SIllfiLS    GARE8. 

He  had,  or  fincled,  which  nnkno^ni, 
A  cruel  restless  care, 
Declared  he  would  no  more  alone 
His  irksome  burden  bear. 

Said  he,  The  tactics  of  the  State 
Are  to  divide  and  slay ; 
The  foe  by  this,  however  great, 
Is  easy  done  away. 

Divi^on  is  a  useful  rule, 
Much  practised  by  the  wise, 
And  he  must  be  a  stupid  fool, 
That  ne'er  division  tries. 

The  philosophic  dunce  may  say 
It  can't  annihilate ; 
But  if  the  atoms  blow  away. 
The  diflF'rence  is  not  great. 

So  I  this  persecuting  care 
Will  conquer  and  divide. 
By  taking  home  a  blooming  fair 
To  be  my  darling  bride. 

With  such  sweet  aid  my  care  will  soon 
In  smallest  atoms  fly 
Invisible  up  to  the  moon, 
Nor  leave  behind  a  sigh. 
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Ah,  yes,  they  say  this  lorely  plan 
Divides  and  thus  destroys 
Wliat  care  may  grieve  the  heart  of  man, 
And  doubles  all  his  joys. 

My  care  seems  lighter  inth  the  tfaoo^t, 
'Twill  soon  forever  flee, 
And  Miss  Delight  with  raptures  fraught, 
My  loving  bride  shall  be. 

Wiik  such  an  ally  I  could  face 
Ten  thousand  cares  like  this, 
And  all  would  fly  nor  leave  a  trace 
To  mar  my  happiness. 

Tomorrow  be  the  happy  day. 
Since  now  'tis  evening  shade. 
To  wash  the  record  quite  away, 
This  wicked  care  has  made. 

Will  Wsa  Delight  so  soon  be  mine  ? 
How  does  my  bosom  glow  ! 
Sweet  love,  'tis  surely  thus  with  thine, 
How  will  our  bliss  o'erflow. 

The  rapid  wheels  bore  me  away, 
The  rapid  seasons  flew. 
What  gladness  graced  the  wedding-day, 
Alas,  I  never  knew. 

But  fortune  in  her  circling  rounds 

Returned  me  to  the  place, 

Where  soon  I  caught  fjEuniliar  sounds. 

Saw  a  familiar  face : 
6» 
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Not  all  familiar^  seemingly 

A  horde  of  savage  cares 

Had  robbed  the  voice  of  harmony, — 

Sad  marks  eaoh  feature  weais. 

Sdiloquy  engaged  hnn  still, 
Division  yet  the  theme, 
But  other  thoaghts  his  bosom  fiB, 
And  darker  is  the  dream. 

Divide  and  conquer !  fine,  he  cried, 
When  foreign  foes  assail, 
But  on  internal  troubles  tried, 
These  tactics  often  fail. 

They  failed  alas,  for  simple  me. 
And  brou^t  me  deeper  grief, 
lake  wars  that  end  in  misery. 
That  scarce  admits  relief. 

The  tempter  said.  Division  kills, 
Once  said,  Thou  shalt  not  die ; 
Reverse  his  word  and  fact  fulfils 
The  smooth  deceitful  lie. 

When  Miss  Delight  became  my  bride, 
I  found  she  had  a  care  ! 
But  both  we  finely  did  divide, 
Yet  not  the  less  was  there. 

Our  cares  were  like  the  polipi, 
Vital  in  every  part. 
Division  made  them  multiply, 
And  only  added  smart. 
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The  doable  joys  I  ihonght  my  own, 
Were  soon  overgrown  with  care ; 
Oh  had  I  held  mj  way  alone. 
This  load  I  should  not  bear. 

To3  and  anxiety  must  be 
The  fXHiion  of  my  life, 
To  feed  a  hungry  femily, 
And  dothe  a  teaong  wife. 

I  love  ihem,  this  may  soften  woe, 
And  ease  tiie  heavy  sigh. 
But  should  not  dare  with  what  I  know, 
Thk  plan  again  to  try. 

Let  those  who  can  support  their  cares, 
Divide  and  multiply ; 
Bnt  oft  I  see  it  sadly  fares 
With  such  poor  souls  as  I. 

His  wife  now  sent  a  child  to  say. 
Gome,  here  is  much  to  do ! 
Meihought  prepared  fer  such  a  day 
Then  I  may  marry  too. 


TIB  BACHEIOR. 

Sib  Bachelor  selfish  and  stem. 
They  say  these  are  feults  of  them  all^ 
Such  habits  may  I  never  learn,. 
H  with  them  my  fortune  must  ML :— - 
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Sir  Bachelor  late  in  the  day^ 
Soliloquized  thus  on  hifi  life, 
Thank  Heaven !  I  have  held  on  my  way, 
Untrammeled  by  children  and  wife. 

One  dearer  I  nerer  have  known 
Than  self  that  was  ever  my  care, 
Yet  friendship  to  others  I've  shown, 
Though  little  from  them  do  I  share. 

I'm  like  to  a  rock  in  the  sea, 
And  heed  not  the  dashing  around ; 
Yet  care  has  been  neighbor  to  me. 
And  trouble  small  sympathy  found. 

A  lion  I  roamed  unrestrained. 
But  enemies  ever  were  near. 
And  if  all  my  rights  were  maintained. 
Less  owing  to  love  than  to  fear. 

I  know  not  what  binds  me  to  earth. 
Yet  I  am  unwilling  to  leave, 
My  pleasures  have  been  little  worth, 
And  often  in  sadness  I  grieve. 

Ah,  who  will  in  sympathy  sigh 
When  I  on  my  death-bed  am  laid ! 
A  tear  perhaps  dims  not  an  eye. 
When  I  to  the  tomb  am  conveyed. 

Well,  if  no  one  sorrows  for  me. 
My  own  heart  breaks  not  with  adieus ; 
A  cool  parting  then  it  must  be, 
lake  going  the  way  we  would  choose. 
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But  sympathy  oncd  had  a  nesty-^ 
I  still  can  remember  the  day 
She  fluttered  and  cooed  in  my  breast^— 
Ah,  why  did  she  thus  fly  away ! 

I  half  wish  I'd  caged  her  when  young, 
And  gladdened  her  with  a  kind  mate, 
Old  age  had  another  tune  sung, 
But  now  'tis  forever  too  late. 

'G1&  not  in  my  temper  to  grieve, 
And  many  wild  children  I  see, 
The  old  folks  most  shamefully  leave, 
Neglected  as  much  as  poor  me« 

I'll  fiincy  ihen  I  have  done  best, 
Nor  care  what  my  nei^bom  may  say. 
May  Heaven  give  my  spirit  true  mt. 
When  parted  firom  this  brittle  clay. 


lATBlIOIT. 

Makrt  not  from  selfish  ends, 
Nor  because  it  is  the  fashion. 
Never  happiness  depends 
On  presumptuous  hopes  or  passion. 

When  ihou  seekest  for  a  wife, 
Do  it  with  consideration, 
Like  beginning  new  your  life, 
In  a  more  important  station. 
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Marry  in  the  fear  of  Him 
Who  first  sanctified  &e  nnion, 
Never  let  ttie  torch  grow  dim 
Of  love's  sweetest  pure  commmdon. 

Let  your  love  be  like  the  sun, 
Ever  constant  bright  and  glowing. 
Each  to  each  till  life  is  done, 
More  affection,  feeling,  showing. 

Let  no  comet  with  a  train 
Make  jou  wish  you'd  later  chosen, 
Burning  you  with  fiery  pain. 
Flying  then  to  re^ons  firozen. 

Let  the  love  of  Christ  preside 
O'er  your  tender  strong  affection ; 
Be  the  will  of  Otod  your  guide, 
Happy  then  is  your  direction. 


AIIABLE    TEIPEB8. 

When  polished  minds  and  gentle  hearts 
Excite  the  firiendly  glow. 
We  ynah  the  graces  Christ  imparts 
]&Cght  bless  such  spirits  too. 

So  lovely,  why  should  they  be  lost 
And  sink  with  wretches  vile. 
And  fair  designs  of  Heaven  be  crossed 
By  deep  infernal  guile. 
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YHSl  not  such  souk  attain  the  skies, 
Though  Christ  a  Saviour  dear 
Is  not  their  guide  to  paradise  ? 
If  of  His  name  they  hear. 

Ah,  justice  guards  the  golden  gate, 
Though  mercy  throws  it  wide, 
Sweet  tempers  can't  avert  their  &te, 
Who  have  no  ^ft  beside. 

When  angels  down  to  Eden  came 
To  our  primeval  sire, 
Perhaps  they  thought — ^no  fear  of  blame 
Where's  so  much  to  admire. 

But  sin,  it  seemed  a  little  one. 
Destroyed  that  happy  state. 
And  spirits  now  may  be  und<Hie 
Whose  outward  worth  is  great. 


SABBATH  BELL  OF  FANCY. 

Struck  on  his  soul  the  Sabbath  bell 
Its  thrilling,  cheering  sound ; 

Poor  wanderer !  his  nation's  knell 
That  might  firom  heaven  rebound, 

In  fiiintest  echo  half  so  far, 

Would  never  tremble  through  the  air. 

The  bell  of  his  own  native  home ! 
Of  sweet  and  solemn  tone, 


72 

Its  imaged  Bounds  now  pealing  come, 

Nor  trembling  thrills  alone, — 
The  throning  crowds  with  sacred  mein. 
The  man  of  God,  fill  out  the  scene. 

There  many  bound  bj  nature's  ties, 

In  their  accustomed  place, 
He  sees  through  fancy's  swimming  eyes, — 

How  dear  each  form  and  &ce ! 
Unchanged  they  seem,  though  years  have  passed 
Since  he  beheld  ttiose  dear  ones  last. 

Ah,  idme  is  bearing  all  away, — 

That  bell  will  often  moan ! 
Though  on  the  pilgrim's  fatal  day. 

All  hushed  its  mournful  tone : 
May  all  be  gathered  near  the  throne, 
However  scattered  here,  alone. 


PENSITE    lUSINBS. 

Yb  thoughts  of  the  past. 

That  flow  in  so  &st 
On  this  bosom  so  aching  and  void ; 

like  breezes  that  blow, 

From  mountains  of  snow, 
Down  on  valleys  by  ardor  destroyed : 

Ye  cannot  renew 
The  freshness  that  grew 
In  the  gardens  of  hope  and  of  youili ; 
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Yet  je  may  begnile 
My  cares  for  a  while 
Sy  aasuring  me  fancy  is  tnith. 

What  gilded  those  scenes 

Whence  memory  gleans 
E'en  a  garland  for  this  dreary  hour  ? 

Ah,  hope's  rosy  hand. 

With  touches  so  bland, 
Showed  the  future  a  vista-like  bower. 

But  just  in  advance 

We  see  pleasures  dance, 
And  invite  us  to  join  in  their  throng  ; 

We  haste  to  embrace, 

They  lead  on  the  chase, 
Still  aUuiing  our  hearts  with  their  song. 

Well,  let  them  allure, 

While  time  shall  endure, 
And  cheer  on  our  poor  race  to  the  tomb, 

For  even  a  saint 

In  mid  course  might  faint, 
Should  he  see  mortal  life  in  its  gloom« 

Chase  hopes  eariMy  bom, 

lake  evening  the  mom, 
And  o'erwearied  then  lie  down  and  rest ; 

But  ah,  who  can  tell 

The  sorrows  that  swell. 
When  religious  hope  dies  in  the  breast : 

The  hope  and  the  zeal 
The  Christian  may  feel 
For  a  worid  sinking  down  in  despair ; 
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0  God,  grant  him  grace 
Who  still  seeks  thy  face 
Thoagjh  denied  be  his  heart-rending  prayer. 

Our  Father  above, 

Bemember  in  love 
Thy  poor  children  and  creatures  below  ; 

0  pity  our  state, 

The  world  new  create. 
And  remove  far  oS  evil  and  woe. 


lELANCHOLLT. 

Ah,  dark  cousin,  MelanchoUy ! 
Why  so  jealous  now  of  me  ? 
Fearest  thou  thy  rival.  Folly, 
'  In  my  love  supplanteth  thee. 

Smooth  away  that  frown  so  pensive, 
Folly  flirts  but  little  here. 
Art  thou  sorely  apprehensive 
Aught  may  my  poor  spirits  cheer  ? 

Be  less  gloomy,  and  more  tender, 
K  thou  wouldst  my  love  insure ; 
Lest  to  Folly  I  surrender. 
My  lorn  sympathies  to  cure. 

Oouon  Mel,  and  cousin  Folly, 
What  a  pair  of  sisters  these ! 
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Nursed  bj  saperstitiotui  M0II7, 
Dandled  on  old  Sceptic's  knees. 

This  would  make  us  sad,  and  sadder, 
TSi  despairing  we  should  die  ; 
That  would  drive  us  mad,  and  madder, 
Gnu  to  ruin  we  should  fly. 

Neither  of  these  wayward  sisters, 
Shall  be  mistress  of  my  heart ; 
Their  embraces  are  like  blisters, 
Leave,  for  love,  too  keen  a  smart. 

Let  them  come  like  any  neighbor. 
Ghat  and  simper  if  they  will, 
Aid,  not  interrupt  my  labor. 
If  they'd  find  a  welcome  still. 


lATIAT. 

How  bright  and  joyous  was  the  hour 
When  once  I  went  a  Maying, 
And  found  a  group  in  blooming  bower, 
lake  happy  Par'ees  playing. 

The  day — 'twas  one  of  Eden  sure, 
So  soft,  so  sweet  and  glowing. 
The  night  was  bahn  and  silver  pure, 
In  fragrance,  brilliance  flowing. 
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A  ring,  where  youth  and  childhood  meet, 
A  halo  feir  afl  morning, 
Sat  circling  mid  the  roses  sweet, 
Witli  wreaths  their  brows  adorning. 

0  who  could  view  the  lovely  sight 
And  see  them  sweetly  smiling, 
Nor  feel  o'erflowing  pure  delight 
All  care  and  grief  beguiling. 

Heaven  bless  the  bright  and  beauteous  ring, 
And  shield  each  soul  from  sorrow, 
And  all  above  in  safety  bring 
On  life's  approa<jhing  morrow. 

And  some  were  there  of  mind  mature, 
Like  op'ning  summer  shining, 
Yes,  few  of  heart  more  warm  and  pure, 
Sweet  grace  and  charms  combining. 

May  earthly  bliss  and  heavenly  love 
Attend  ye,  dear  ones,  ever. 
And  joys  that  bear  the  soul  above 
Pervade  your  hearts  forever. 

What  seasons  Time  upon  his  scroll 
Since  then  has  been  inditing ; 
Ah,  Heaven  forbid  it  should  unroll 
For  one  brief  hour  delighting. 

But  sunny  hours  have  on  me  shone 
Amid  long  months  of  sadness, 
Let  gratitude  each  blessing  own. 
With  hope  of  future  gladness. 
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HARP    RBSVIID. 

My  Habp,  I  had  thy  chords  imstrangi 

And  huDg  thee  in  the  hall, 
Where  fancy's  fingers  o'er  thee  flung, 

Once  woke  the  thrilling  call. 
Responsive  echoed  from  my  heart, 
To  every  note  thou  didst  impart. 

I  thought  to  leave  thee  idle  there^ 

Thy  soothing  sounds  forget, 
For  friends  had  I  the  hour  to  share, 

And  duties  pressed  me  yet ; 
How  could  I  then  steal  off  alone. 
To  please  me  with  thy  simple  tone  ? 

Yes,  and  I  closed  &e  secret  door 

That  led  to  fancy's  hall, 
Where  lone  I  trod  the  magic  floor, 

And  heard  thy  warblings  &11 
In  endless  echoes  round  me  still, 
Where  all  was  hushed  to  hear  thy  thrill. 

How  oft  sad  solitude  I've  left. 

Corroding  care  forgot, 
Nor  thought  of  joys  of  which  bereft, — 

Deemed  light  the  trying  lot ; 
Since  I  could  soothe  me  with  thy  sound. 
And  in  my  hall  reign  king  around. 

My  Harp,  though  others  might  not  stay 
Thy  native  notes  to  hear, 

7* 
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Perhaps  would  cast  thee  rude  away, 

Yet  thou  to  me  art  dear ; 
Say  what  they  will — ^thou  cheerest  me. 
My  own,  should  I  not  favor  thee  ? 

But  I  had  left  thee  tuneless  there, 

In  silent  shades  to  sleep, 
Too  plaintiye  grew  at  length  thine  air. 

And  pierced  my  heart  too  deep ; 
My  soul  itself  too  full  of  pain. 
Was  only  saddened  by  thy  strain. 

Again  I  find  thee  in  my  hand, 

And  try  thy  chords  anew. 
Would  that  thy  notes  were  grown  more  bland, 

That  joy  spoke  out  from  you ; 
Alas,  my  Harp,  what  aileth  thee, 
So  pensively  to  sing  to  me  ? 

Come,  ^ve  the  dear  and  joyous  thrill 

That  cheerful  hope  inspires. 
Forget  what  grieved  and  grieveth  still. 

And  trace  where  faith  aspires ; 
There  is  a  sun,  go  see  him  shine, 
Of  joys  there  are  a  chaplet  twine. 

My  Harp,  my  Harp,  for  friendship's  sake 

Assume  a  cheerful  tone  ! 
There  are  delights  for  hearts  that  break, 

Showered  from  th'  eternal  throne ; 
Let  all  thy  notes  of  rapture  swell, 
It  is  and  ever  will  be  well. 
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TIEWIHB    THB    PAST. 

I  asked  an  angel  what  befel 

In  ages  long  gone  by ; 

Ask  Him,  said  he,  in  whom  doth  dwell 

Wisdom— eternity, 

Tnie  I  have  seen  more  ages  glide 
Than  sands  are  on  the  shore, 
By  ocean's  drops  if  multiplied, 
Yea,  countless  cycles  more  : 

But  what  are  these  ? — ^a  fleeting  tale, 
An  instant  far  too  small 
To  rank  on  the  eternal  scale 
Which  spans  and  measures  all. 

When  I  had  seen  unnumbered  years 
Pass  off  like  morning  dew. 
If  angels  could,  I  had  shed  tears. 
To  see  I  nothing  knew. 

I  gazed  on  wisdom  increate. 
Eternal,  infinite ; 
Then  sunk  into  my  infant  state. 
And  yeiled  my  feeble  sight. 

O'erwhelmed  with  Deity  I  fall, — 
A  speck  of  life  I  seem. 
Just  woke  by  His  almighty  call, 
To  float  in  Godhead's  beam. 
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What  can  a  creature  do  ?  what  know  ? 
Where  all  is  injBnite  ; 
Eternity !  we  see  it  flow, — 
Whence  ? — ^where  ? — ^beyond  our  oght. 

In  Godhead  lost — no,  rather  found. 
We  are  and  we  adore, 
And  endless  years  will  run  their  round, 
Ere  we  a  part  explore. 


^t^^^^^r^^^^0^f^0^^^^f^^t^ 


I18810NART    CALL 

In  visions  of  the  night 
He  heard  stem  duty's  call, 

That  summoned  to  the  fight. 
And  bade  him  leaye  his  all, 

And  like  the  hope  they  call  ^forhm^ 

March  to  the  moral  war  at  mom. 

Ss  heart  unwonted  beat. 

Strange  thrills  came  o'er  his  soul. 
For  he  had  known  defeat, — 

Felt  nature  backward  roll ; 
Yet  like  a  hero  at  his  post, 
He  would  not  flee  whate'er  the  host. 

But  while  he  felt  farewell ! 

For  all  he  loved  below, 
A  voice  rolled  back  the  swell 

Of  nature's  overflow, 
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Fear  not,  it  said,  I'm  wilih  thee  there, 
Will  joj  impart,  thj  burdens  bear. 

The  sleeper's  heart  expands 
With  sweet  and  full  delight. 

He  stretches  forth  his  hands 
To  clasp  the  form  so  bright. 

Whose  voice,  like  life's  celestial  stream. 

Pours  through  his  soul  extatic  dream. 

If  dream,  more  real  felt 
Than  what  awake  transpires, 

Of  power  the  soul  to  melt, 
Then  kindle  all  its  fires  ; 

A  scene  just  on  that  spirit  shore 

.Where  flesh  and  sense  obscure  no  more. 


IT    DOTI    NOT    YET    APPEAR. 

1  John  I  3 :  2. 

In  those  who  yet  see  not  the  light, 
How  deep  each  sense  is  sealed, 
And  reason's  piercing,  wondrous  dght. 
All  in  due  time  revealed. 

So  in  the  soul,  locked  up  in  clay. 
Vast  fisk^ulties  may  lie. 
To  waken  that  momentous  day 
The  mortal  powers  die. 
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Death,  cruel  helper  of  ihe  hour, 
Makes  £Eital.natare'8  throes, 
That  new  existence,  mi^tj  power 
Immortal  may  disclose. 

Its  faculties  in  light  expand. 
Or  plunge  in  darkness  deep ; 
Its  course  eternal,  0  how  grand ! 
What  thought  like  flight  can  keep. 

Is  such  a  being  slumbering  here 
In  this  cahn  breast  of  mine  ? 
Tomorrow,  clad  will  it  appear. 
In  powers  almost  divine  ? 

Overwhelming  thought !  and  nurtured  too 
On  life-blood  of  mj  ways ; 
God  grant  me  grace  His  will  to  do, 
That  I  may  smg  lEs  praise. 


DE8IBE    TO    SEASON    WITH    BOD. 

Job,  13 :  3. 

0  Thou  who  formed  this  thrilling  soul. 

And  lighted  up  its  fires. 

Whose  grace  and  providence  control 

Its  various,  vast  desires, 

0  let  me  reason,  plead  with  thee. 

Ask  why  it  thus  befalleth  me 

When  joyous  hope  aspires  ?— • 
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Nay,  ratiber  to  thy  hands  the  irhole 
In  fiiith  committed  be. 
For  well  I  know  what  man  admuree 
In  fiist  embrace  fall  oft  expiree 
Nor  hope  leaves  to  condole. 

Yet  oft  I  wonder  why  this  heart 

Was  filled  with  Bympathies, 

So  fitted  rapture  to  impart 

And  foster  tender  ties, 

Bat  still  debarred  from  every  sweet, 

Where  all  tibe  soul's  aflbctions  meet 

In  one  dear  priceless  prise  ; 

Why  all  should  prove  a  rankling  dart, 

And  in  corroding  eat 

My  spirit,  while  to  mortal  eyes 

Care  U^t  and  rare  my  bosom  tries — 

It  knows  its  griefii  apart. 

And  so  it  knows  its  thrilling  joys 
No  stranger  can  impair. 
Nor  eartli  cast  in  its  base  alloys 
To  mar  the  pleasures  there  ; 
The  sweet,  consoling,  heavenly  bliss, 
A  foretaste  of  that  happiness 
Reserved  in  man^ons  where 
No  ill  the  spirit  e'er  annoys, 
When,  when  a  state  like  this 
Shall  I  in  youth  immortal  share, 
A  robe — a  crown  of  glory  wear. 
And  with  my  Lord  rejoice. 

It  may  appear  each  thrilling  swell, 
That  ruthless  o'er  me  came. 
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Was  sent  to  prove  my  spirit  well, — 

I^t  for  seraphic  flame, 

And  pour,  eternal  and  divine, 

Blest  transports  through  this  soul  of  mine, 

Still  upward  lift  its  aim. 

Near  Jesus'  topless  throne  to  dwell, 

And  in  EQs  radiance  shine. 

To  bear  EQs  new  and  glorious  name, 

Brink  in  His  love,  now,  e'er  the  same. 

With  raptures  none  can  tell. 

0  if  such  endless  sweet  delight 

From  seeds  of  suffering 

Sown  in  life's  dreary,  changeful  night. 

In  future  worlds  can  spring. 

Who  would  not  welcome  all  the  pain 

Of  casting  in  such  golden  grain. 

And  sow  in  tears  yet  sing, 

While  futh  the  harvest  keeps  in  sight. 

Of  endless,  happy  reign 

With  Christ,  eternal  glorious  King, 

Who  once  endured  affliction's  sting. 

Then  rose  above  all  height. 


lUTUAI  8TIPATHIE8. 

If  gems  lie  buried  in  the  sea. 
And  flowers  breathe  on  desert  air. 
How  oft  doth  mutual  sympathy 
lie  hid  when  none  suspect  it  there. 


85 

There  is  a  secret  cord  that  draws 
And  binds  in  one  congenial  hearts, 
'Tis  one  of  nature's  mystic  laws, 
A  power  that  nature's  God  imparts. 

Its  sweet  attractive  force  is  felt 
When  nought  is  seen  to  show  it  near, 
In  genial  glow  emotions  melt 
Distillmg  oft  the  secret. t^ar. 

0  why  should  spirits  that  confess 
What  look  or  language  may  not  tell, 
Be  forced  to  yield  their  happiness 
In  one  compidsive,  last  farewell ! 

Why  should  the  link  of  love  be  broke. 
And  changeful  earth  grow  darker  still ;. 
Why  should  the  cutting,  cruel  stroke. 
Sweet  hopes  and  joys  remorseless  kill. 

AH,  sin !  desfaractive  bitter  thing. 
How  dost  thou  vex  and  curse  mankind,. 
And  murder  with  thy  poisoned  sting 
Each  sweet  and  fear  delight  we  find. 

How  hast  thou  spread  thy  blasting  breath 
Prom  Eden  o'er  the  with'ring  earth. 
And  stamped  the  unaged  seal  of  death 
On  gladness  in  its  joyous  birth. 

Yet  o'er  these  ruins  there  will  rise 

A  temple  of  eternal  bliss ; 

Earth  yet  will  wed  her  kindred  skies, 

And  share  celestial  happmess. 
8 
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Then  like  the  seraphs  we  shall  love, 
And  know  that  we  are  loved  in  turn, 
The  rapt'rous  flames  that  blend  above 
Will  in  our  blissful  spirits  bum. 


TIE    HI6HT    VISIT. 

Caht.  5  :  d— 8. 

My  well  Beloved  came  by  night, 
And  fondly  called  me  to  arise, 
To  welcome  Him  to.pure  delight, 
And  shield  Him  from  inclement  skies. 

But  drowsiness  had  lulled  my  love. 
And  scarce  I  raised  my  heavy  head ; 
His  kind  address,  '  my  sister — dove,^ 
Could  not  arouse  me  from  my  bed. 

With  vain  excuses  I  replied. 
How  can  I  rise  to  welcome  thee  ? 
My  garments  I  have  laid  aside. 
My  washen  feet  defiled  would  be. 

He  then  essayed  to  ope  the  door. 
But  I,  alas,  had  barred  it  fast ; 
My  waking  heart  could  rest  no  more, 
I  rose  to  let  Him  in  at  last. 
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Upon  the  lock  my  hands  distilled 
The  sweetest  myrrh  of  fragrance  rare, 
What  selfish  thought  m j  heart  had  filled, 
To  please  myself  my  only  care. 

But  wearied  with  unkind  delay. 
My  dear  Beloyed  had  withdrawn ; 
My  rising  spirits  sank  away, 
I  called  and  sought  but  He  was  gone. 

'Twas  then  I  felt  the  pang?  of  love, 
Of  love  that  I  had  injured  so  ; 
Impelled  to  seek  Him  forth  I  rove, 
Yet  know  not  whither  I  should  go. 

My  yeil*  around  me  close  I  drew, 
And  hurried  with  distracted  pace, 
While  bursting  tears  in  floods  bedew 
My  pale  and  a^tated  face. 

My  own  Beloved's  precious  name. 
With  sobbiDg  voice,  I  oft  repeat, 
My  heart  seemed  all  involved  in  flame. 
When  I  the  cruel  watchmen  meet. 

They  bid  me  ^  stand !'  like  a  gazelle 
Away  on  wings  of  fear  I  fly, 
Tet  on  me,  ah,  their  weapons  fell. 
And  wounds  increased  my  agony. 

I  knew  not  where  I  fled  or  flew, 
And  terror  hushed  my  frantic  call. 
When  near  the  barb'rous  bands  I  drew 
That  guard  the  gates  and  keep  the  wall. 

*  The  oriental  veil  envelopes  the  whole  penon. 
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A  bnital  hand  here  caught  mj  y^il, 
I  shrieked  and  darted  from  his  grafip^ 
My  strength  and  reason  ahnost  fail, 
And  life  seems  at  its  parting  gasp. 

When,  thanks  to  Heaven !  I  met  a  train 
Of  Salem's  daughters  glad  and  fair, 
I  gazed  around  and  asked  in  vain, 
My  own  Beloved  was  not  there. 

They  marveled  at  my  frantic  plight, 
And  some  aspersed  my  innocence, 
*  How  dared  I  ramble  thus  by  night ! 
'Gainst  virtue  'twas  a  sad  offence.' 

But,  ah,  affection  such  as  mine 
Their  fickle  bosoms  never  knew  ; 
My  dear  Beloved  is  Divine, 
He  knows  that  I  am  pure  and  true. 

Him  will  I  seek  with  ardent  love, 
Whate'er  the  world  may  think  or  say, 
My  Boul  is  chaste  as  those  above, 
Though  running  this  suspected  way. 

To  me  consumed  with  such  a  flame. 
What  though  I'm  slandered  and  reviled  ; 
My  Lord  knows  I  am  free  from  blame. 
He  calls  me  still  ^  His  undefiled.' 

My  heart,  whole  heart  is  all  His  own. 
And  after  Him  in  haste  I'll  run  ; 
Yes,  endless  ardor  shall  atone 
The  cold  neglect  this  night  has  done. 
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Affected  virtue  ne'er  shall  quell 
The  pure  devoted  love  I  feel ; 
Mj  fond  a£kction  I  will  tell. 
My  dear  one's  name  to  all  reveal. 

I  charge  ye,  Salem's  daughters,  say, 
If  my  Beloved  ye  shall  find, 
Say  that  my  spirit  faints  away 
For  lEs  return  to  me  unkind. 

My  Lord  and  Saviour  I'll  adore, 
And  seek  in  Him  my  whole  delight. 
Till  deathless  being  is  no  more. 
And  quenched  be  heaven's  eternal  light. 


DESPISED    PIOUS    ZEAL. 

The  world  deride  the  pious  zeal 
Which  true  and  faithful  Christians  feel. 
And  charge  them  oft  with  wickedness 
When  in  the  way  of  righteousness. 

Their  plans  and  labors  all  are  blamed. 
Their  motives  and  their  lives  defamed. 
Their  patience,  faith,  and  charities, 
A  proud  and  scoffing  world  des^nse. 

Well,  let  them  scorn,  we  still  will  run. 
And  follow  Christ  till  life  is  done  ; 
Yes,  love  divine  shall  fire  our  breast, 
Till  we  in  His  embraces  rest. 

8« 
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lOTE    OF    CHRIST. 

0  Saviour  !  who  hast  loved  me  so, 
And  for  me  borne  such  bitter  woe, 
The  cup  hast  drank,  endured  the  throe, 
That  I  lost  soul  might  share  the  bliss 
Bought  by  thy  perfect  righteousness, — 
Thy  glory  and  salvation  know. 
And  while  eternal  ages  last 
Bise  higher  still  in  happiness  ; — 
For  me,  poor  me,  reservest  this  ? 
Then  may  I  not  my  troubles  cast 
Upon  the  arm  that  holds  me  fast, 
Sure  thou  wilt  love  me  as  thou  hast  ? 

0  Saviour !  on  thy  dying  love. 
Thy  pledge  to  take  my  soul  above, 
Thy  whispers  gentler  than  the  dove, 

1  pray  thee  guide  and  bless  my  heart, 
Bestow  the  right  the  better  part, 

0  let  me  thy  kind  favor  prove  ! 
And  in  thy  smiles  pass  all  my  days, 
Protected  from  each  piercing  dart, 
Till  I  shall  see  thee  as  thou  art. 
And  clothed  in  thy  celestial  rays, 
Triumph  through  everlasting  days, 
In  thine  own  glory  and  thy  praise. 
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SACRED    lOTE. 

Camt.  4  :  10. 

How  much  thy  tender  love  excels 
The  fitful  joys  of  choicest  wine, 
The  raptured  heart  delighted  swells 
With  sweet  emotions  half  divine. 

The  fond  excitement  how  it  glows. 
And  through  the  spirit  blissful  thrills, 
Till  melting  joy  a  river  flows, 
And  all  the  banks  of  nature  fills. 

We  wonder  at  the  sweet  delight 
Which  ev'ry  power  and  sense  pervades, 
Transported  to  extatic  height. 
All  other  pleasure  distant  fades. 

But  high  as  heaven  the  earth  above, 
The  bliss  the  saved  and  Saviour  know. 
When  full,  divine,  redeeming  love. 
Bursts  forth  in  rapt'rous  overflow. 


HIS8I0NABT    BAPTISM. 

Where  orient  mornings  shine. 
And  radiance  fills  the  sky, 

Where  earthly  charms  combine 
To  lift  the  thoughts  on  high. 

But  where,  alas,  on  human  minds 

The  foe  his  galling  fetters  binds : 
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A  pious  litUe  band 

The  sacred  font  draw  near, 
Far  from  their  native  land, 

They  wipe  a  parent's  tear, 
A  tear  of  joj  and  gratitude 
To  Him  the  Giver  of  all  good. 

Five  darling  lambs  they  bring, 

In  faith  and  fervent  prayer, 
To  Christ  our  glorious  King, 

His  grace  and  love  to  share. 
Who  to  His  bosom  children  pressed. 
And  their  immortal  spirits  blessed. 

And  is  not  Jesus  there 

To  fold  them  in  his  arms  ? 
Will  not  His  guardian  care 

Protect  from  fatal  harms 
The  ofepring  of  His  foll'wers  dear  ? 
For  His  own  sake  sojourning  here. 

The  holy  Tri-unb  name 

Is  named  upon  them  now ! 
Sealed  with  celestial  flame 

The  consecrating  vow 
Each  parent  utters  to  the  Lord, 
Relying  on  His  promised  word. 

Sweet  ones  !  in  birth  so  near. 

In  death  how  will  it  be  ? 
Who  long  who  short  career 

Runs  to  eternity  ? 
And  where  will  flowers  deck  your  grave  ? 
On  this,  or  western  side  the  wave  ? 
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What  pain,  what  sickness  here 
Will  seize  your  growing  firame ! 

How  oft  the  anguished  tear 
Parental  soothing  claim 

In  this  strange  land  whose  noxiouB  breafli 

Insures  full  oft  an  early  death ! 

K  spared,  privations  press 

To  quell  your  rising  powers ; 
The  guides  the  aids  that  bless 

That  happy  land  of  ours 
Are  here  unknown,  you  only  share 
A  burdened  parent's  partial  care. 

What  tempting  smiles  may  lure  ! 

What  wicked  hands  assail ! 
Your  ruin  to  insure, 

And  wake  your  parent's  wail ! 
E'en  from  the  thought,  great  God,  I  flee. 
And  bring — ^and  leave  these  lambs  with  thee. 

0  may  ye  bless  the  hearts  • 

That  thrill  so  deep  for  you ! 
The  joys  that  grace  imparts — 

Descend  like  heavenly  dew, 
To  cheer  you  on  your  pilgrim  way. 
To  regions  of  immortal  day. 

There,  at  the  Saviour's  throne. 

With  all  who  hold  you  dear. 
And  multitudes  imknown, 

May  you,  may  I  appear. 
In  holiness  forever  shine, 
Exult  in  praise  and  joy  divine. 
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CIECIED    DESIRE. 

Jbb.  16 :  2. 

Stay,  0  prophet,  stay  ihy  hand, 
Gall  thine  ardent  heart  away ; 
Listen  to  thy  Lord's  command, 
Yield  thy  will  and  meek  obey. 

Here  thou  shalt  not  take  a  wife, 
Sons  nor  daughters  gladden  thee ; 
Lone  and  drear  must  be  thy  life, 
Save  communion  found  with  me. 

And  will  not  my  love  suffice  ? 
What  can  equal  love  divine  ? 
Wisdom  earthly  love  denies, 
Mercy  grieves  that  heart  of  thine. 

Li  the  bliss  thou  wouldst  attain 
Lies  a  hidden  snare  of  woe ; 
Toil  and  trouble,  care  and  pain, 
Li  that  cup  of  nectar  flow. 

Turn,  0  prophet,  turn  aside. 
Heaven  for  mingled  joy  repays ; 
Love  divine  denies  a  bride. 
Love  divine  will  raptures  raise. 

Thou  alone  the  cross  must  bear. 
Self-denials  hard  endure. 
Brighter  robes  and  crown  to  wear, 
Which  my  promises  insure. 
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Earth  is  not  the  home  for  thee, 
Formed  for  other  higher  sphere ; 
Prophet,  no,  it  must  not  be 
Earthly  ties  should  bind  thee  here. 

Make  the  silken  cord  a  iring, 
Wafting  upward  to  the  skies, 
Let  the  pain  of  sundering 
Speed  thee  to  a  heavenly  prize. 

See  celestial  hosts  so  fair 
Smiling  in  perfected  love  ; 
Can  affection  clogged  with  care 
Vie  with  that  which  glows  above  ? 

Turbid  is  the  rill  below 
Eager  mortals  fondly  crave ; 
But  on  high  clear  rivers  flow. 
Peace  and  joy  in  every  wave. 

True,  in  patience  thou  must  wait, 
Yea,  must  feel  refining  fire 
Ere  thou  share  that  blissful  state. 
Blest  beyond  thy  faint  desire. 

Soon  will  end  the  hour  of  woe. 
Soon  I'll  take  thee  home  to  me. 
Then,  0  prophet,  thou  shalt  know 
How  thy  Lord  hath  loved  thee. 
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IAHIOOD'8    BETIEW. 

Hb  paused  on  the  brow  of  manhood's  height^ 

Thoughtfully  glanced  around  him, 

lake  eagle  gazed  on  celestial  light, 

And  strained  earth's  cords  that  bound  him : 

His  soul  was  shaking  its  chrys'las  wings 

And  striving  to  soar  awaj, 

Where  the  seraph  choir  in  rapture  sing? 

In  the  beam  of  perfect  day. 

Down  through  the  devious  way  that  brought 

Him  up  the  shelving  mountain, 

His  eager  eye  through  the  windings  sought 

Each  thorn  and  nectar  fountain : 

The  smile  that  lit  up  his  beaming  eye 

Was  blending  with  darker  shades, 

His  breast  oft  heaved  with  the  heavy  sigh, 

Yet  joy  the  sorrow  pervades. 

He  felt  again  in  his  mother's  arms 

And  saw  her  smiling  o'er  him  ; 

Her  bosom,  voice  and  eye — what  charms  ! 

Her  image  foil  before  him ! 

In  his  father's  fond  caress  he  thrilled. 

Nor  dreamed  of  approaching  pain. 

While  waves  of  gladness  their  bosoms  filled 

Where  fondest  affections  reign. 

He  £Guicied  himself  a  child  once  more. 
To  parents'  fingers  clinging, 
Delighting  to  see  each  warbler  soar. 
And  bear  the  woodnotes  ringing : 
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And  0  how  his  Bpirit  bowed  with  awe, 
Of  his  Saviour  God  to  hear, 
When  parents  told  of  His  holy  law, 
And  of  judgment  drawing  near. 

Again  he  assumed  his  youthful  wings,— 

Flew  throu^  the  scenes  of  gladness^ 

The  thrillings  of  joy  and  poisoned  stings 

Half  wrought  his  soul  to  madness  ! 

Yet  a  hand  divine  was  on  him  still, 

And  held  him  in  firm  control, 

Till  brought  to  adore  Heaven's  righteous  will. 

And  glory  dawned  in  his  soul. 

The  wings  of  youth  changed  to  manhood's  arms 

To  Grospel  work  extended, 

Celestial  hope  with  loveUest  charms 

In  aQ  his  labors  blended : 

But,  ah,  what  vapors  came  round  the  flame 

That  glowed  in  his  breast  so  bright, 

What  cold  clammy  mists  of  gloomy  name 

Enshrouded  his  day  in  night ! 

With  straining  eyes  and  groping  hia  way. 

Afar,  alone  he  wandered, 

'Twas  midnight  save  a  celestial  ray 

Whose  upward  aim  he  pondered ; 

And  thought  of  the  hills  of  endless  bliss 

Where  glories  eternal  shine. 

Looked  round  and  sighed.  What  a  world  is  this  ! 

What  a  darksome  way  is  mine  ! 

Yet  in  that  chilly  and  cheerless  gloom 

Lessons  divine  were  taught  him, 
9 
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Of  saving  grace  and  of  Bealing  doom 

He  deep  and  long  bethought  him ; 

How  the  ways  of  God  with  glory  beamed^ 

How  holy,  how  just,  how  good ! 

The  sinner  doomed,  and  the  saint  redeemed, 

And  angels  confirmed  who  stood. 

At  the  height  of  life  with  look  serene 
He  glanced  down  the  steeps  before  him, 
And  viewed  maturity's  fading  gre^i, 
And  felt  cold  dews  fedl  o'er  him ! 
^6  badges  of  youth  for  marks  of  age 
Calm  he  bartered  one  by  one, 
And  longed  for  waters  of  life  t'  assuage 
Thirst  csuosed  in  the  race  he  run. 

0  say  if  his  bosom  ever  knew 
Love's  strong  and  tender  thrilling  ? 
If  hearts  he  had  found  so  fond  so  true. 
But  fortune  never  willing ! 
Ah,  he  would  not  tell  what  can't  be  told, 
Yet  he  seemed  in  wonder  lost. 
Why  spirits  cast  in  affection's  mould 
In  mul^  love  are  crossed. 

And  so  fr<Ha  this  fleeting  scene  he  turned 

To  gaze  on  endless  glory, 

Till  fire  divine  should  have  in  him  bumed 

Whate'er  was  transitory : 

He  longed  for  a  natal  day  aboye, 

For  life  that  forever  lives, 

For  growing  joys  of  celestial  love 

Which  God  to  the  ransomed  ^ves. 
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LiEB  motmtain  waves  that  foam  and  dash 

Where  contments  divide, 
And  mightj,  pcmd'rous  oceans  clash 

In  flie  confficting  dde, 
The  nations  rise,  and  roar,  and  rage, 
And  war  in  all  its  horrors  wage. 

Now  mad  for  conquest,  armies  urge 

Their  billows  o'er  the  plain, 
Then  human  floods  roll  back  the  surge 

And  sweep  the  adverse  main, 
While  Moody  ruin,  wet  with  tears, 
A  wilderness  of  woe  appears. 

Infernal  clouds  seal  up  the  sky, 

And  frown  in  black  despair, 
And  whirlwinds,  hatched  where  thunders  lie, 

Rush  through  the  angry  air, 
Whose  prince  upon  the  tempest  lides^ 
And  in  the  blast  of  murder  [Hndes. 

He  thinks  to  dash  the  world  to  hell. 

And  mock  almighty  power ; 
The  nations  with  vain  glory  swell, 

And  boast  to  heaven  they^H  tower ; 
All  blind  to  see  that  red  right  hand. 
Which  makes  them  do  His  just  command. 

Their  sin  awakes  the  wrath  oCj(^^, 
He  leaves  them  to  their  lust 
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Which  thus  becomes  His  iron  rod, 
And  proves  His  judgments  just : 
Know  earth  and  hell,  your  rage  is  vain, 
Forever  will  the  Grodhead  reign. 

His  high  decrees  will  all  transpire, 

Each  in  its  mode  and  time, 
Though  earth  and  heU  combmed  aspire 

To  mar  His  plan  sublime ; 
Do  what  they  may,  they  but  fulfil. 
Though  sin  against  His  holy  will. 


TIAHK8  FOR  FAVORS. 

My  Grod,  my  Saviour,  and  my  all. 
To  thee  my  heart  woidd  soar, 
While  humbly  at  thy  feet  I  fall. 
And  thy  blest  name  adore. 

I  love  thee  in  thy  blessings  given 
To  crown  my  mortal  days, 

0  may  they  lead  me  on  to  heaven. 
Augmenting  cheerful  praise. 

1  bless  thee  for  that  more  than  fiiend. 
Thou  dost  bestow  on  me, 

0  may  our  union  never  end. 
But  link  us  both  to  thee. 

Help  us  to  love  and  serve  thee.  Lord, 
In  our  own  mutual  love ; 
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Grant  ns  at  last  Hhj  rich  reward, 
In  union  bleBl  aboTe« 

While  eadi  ibe  other  pMy  ehaaiBj 
We  would  be  whoUy  thine ; 
Would  bare  affeetion^s  glowing  flamea 
Blend  in  a  flame  divine. 

We  would  be  thine  while  here  below, 
As  thine  we  hope  to  be 
In  that  brigjit  world  where  joys  overflow 
Through  all  etemify. 

O  fold  us  in  thy  gracious  arms, 
With  loving  kindness  bless, — 
Still  more  enraptured  with  the  eharms 
Of  perfect  holiness. 

While  blending  souls  in  union  sweet, 
We  seek  our  all  in  thee ; 
Thou  art  the  centre  where  we  meet, 
Whence  we  will  never  flee. 


TWO    IHPANTS. 

Brotheb  cherub,  come  away ! 

'Tis  thy  sister  spirit  calls, 
Join  our  blissful  bright  array. 

Where  the  sweetest  glory  falls 

Around  the  Saviour's  blessed  throne, 

Who  for  us  infants  did  atone. 
9* 
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Beauteous  angel,  let  me  stay 

In  aflfection's  tender  anns, 
What  should  tempt  me  now  to  stray  ? 

Strangers  fiU  me  with  alarms : 
0  dost  thou  know  a  parent's  love  ? 
And  all  the  filial  joys  I  prove  ? 

Brother,  brother,  dost  thou  know 

Who  it  is  that  calleth  thee  ? 
Thy  own  sister !  spared  all  woe 

By  going  home  in  infancy : 
Thy  parents  are  my  parents  too, 
And  loves  were  ours  as  now  with  you. 

Lovely  spirit,  can  it  be, 

Thou,  so  beautiful  and  bright. 

Art  akin  the  least  to  me 

filled  with  pleasure  and  affright  I 

Perfection,  seeming  half  divine. 

Beams  awful  through  those  smiles  of  thine, 

Darling  brother,  do  not  fear. 
Gentler  than  a  mother's  care. 

Free  from  every  sigh  and  tear. 
Is  the  kindness  you  shall  share : 

And  all  that  in  me  now  you  see. 

Soon,  soon,  dear  brother,  thou  shalt  be. 

Angel,  what  will  brother  say 
When  he  finds  that  I  am  gone ! 

Who  will  cheer  him  day  by  day, 
Meet  him  smiling  as  the  dawn ; 

Ah,  why  should  he  be  left  alone 

And  I  removed  to  worlds  unknown ! 
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Lovely  brother,  do  not  call 
Me  an  angd  with  awed  tone, 

I  am  thy  sistbb,  loving  all 
Thy  fond  heart  proclaims  its  own ; 

You  need  not  love  our  dear  ones  less 

For  sharing  heavenly  happiness. 

Lovely  sister,  is  it  true ! 

Li  our  circle  then  remain, 
We  will  share  our  joys  with  you — 

You  shall  lead  our  blooming  train : 
How  happy  then  we  all  shall  be. 
Sweet  seraph  sister,  here  with  thee. 

Well  I  know  the  silken  ties 
Twimng  round  your  little  band, 

And  the  tide  of  sympathies 
Flowing  full  on  every  hand ; 

But  know,  the  golden  chains  aboye 

Are  infinite  eternal  love  ! 

Dost  thou  know  how  near  our  birth  ? 

Five  baptized  one  blessed  hour ! 
Let  us  bloom  awhile  on  earth. 

Twining  in  affection's  bower : 
0  why  should  such  a  beauteous  wreath 
So  soon  be  marred  by  Tuthless  death. 

Dearest  brother,  I  was  there 
With  an  infant  angel  band 

Hynming  in  the  htdlowed  air 

Him  who  baptism  did  command  :— 

Come,  we  will  oft  return  to  see 

The  dear  ones  now  detaining  thee. 
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Dearest  sister,  tnueh  inclmed, 
Siall  I  cling  to  those  below, 

Where  mj  heart  has  fondly  twxned^^— 
Other  worlds  I  little  tmow : 

Toti  must  be  very  happy  there, 

Ere  long  may  we  your  glory  share. 

Brother,  lift  thine  eyes  aboye^ 

Seest  thou  Him  in  smiles  divine  f-'— 

Image  of  eternal  love  ! 

O  how  sweet  His  glories  shine  : 

Behold  He  comes  !  what  raptures  swell 

At  thy  approach,  Immanuel ! 

Sister,  bear  me  on  thy  wing ! 

Let  us  meet  Him  in  the  skies ! 
Look !  I'm  like  thee !  how  they  sixig ! 

Louder,  sweeter  as  we  rise ; 
Hail !  O  my  Saviour  and  my  Lord ! 
By  infant  hosts  untold  adored. 


lOTHBR    AND    CHILB. 

SistBR  seraph,  whither  flying  T 
Said  a  band  of  saints  above. 
Anthem  new  we  just  are  trying, 
On  our  dear  Redeemer's  love. 

Happy  songsters,  let  me  go, 

Soon  again  I'll  come ; 

I've  some  jewels  down  below 

One  I  must  bring  home. 
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Jewels !  sister,  heaven  is  blaong 
With  immortal  gems  of  light ; 
Saints  and  seraphs,  how  amamng, 
Seeking  ihem  in  leahns  of  night ! 

Yet  my  jeVels  wiU  outshine 
Those  that  sparkle  here. 
Worthy  of  the  crown  divine 
Of  our  Saviour  dear. 

Through  the  golden  gates  of  gloiy, 
On  seraphic  wing  she  flew, 
Down  to  earth  drear,  transitory, 
Where  night  sable  curtains  drew : 

Gliding  through  a  weeping  throng. 
O'er  her  dying  child, 
Hov'ring  on  love's  pinions  strong, 
Heavenly  sweet  she  smiled. 

Gome  with  me,  my  tender  Mary ! 
To  our  Saviour's  courts  on  high. 
Woes  here  end  not,  only  vary. 
Gome,  with  thy  blest  mother  fly. 

Hosts  of  infant  spirits  there, 
Happy  and  so  bright ! 
Mary,  come,  their  rapture  share, 
Hei^ten  their  delight. 

0  the  sweet  and  joyous  thrilling 
Of  a  fond  maternal  tone ! 
Mary  cannot  be  unwilling. 
Mother's  home  should  be  her  own. 
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From  the  chj  s  spirit  &if , 
Bobed  in  lore  diTine, 
Kises  with  a  seraph's  air^ 
In  their  bfiss  to  shine. 

In  celestial  sweet  embraces, 
With  heaven's  pity  in  their  eye, 
Now  they  gaze  on  tearful  fiBtces, 
Fain  would  whisper,  Tears  be  dry. 

0  the  look  of  tenderness 
Shed  on  the  bereft ! 
Husband — children  in  distress,-*- 
Sisters — brothers  left ! 

With  oorselves  come  let  us  bear  them. 
Sweet  the  little  seraph  said  ; — - 
Heaven  a  little  while  must  spare  them, 
Watching  stiU  around  their  head. 

Soon  perhaps  we'Q  be  their  guide 
To  the  realms  above ; 
Short  the  moments  that  divide,-^ 
Pledged  in  Jesus  love. 

Wafted  to  the  band  just  closing 
Their  new  anthem  sweet  and  clear, 
See  !  she  cried,  with  joy  disclocfing, 
See  my  lovely  jewel  here ! 

Rapture  swelled  the  chords  hi^, 
Glory  to  our  King ! 
Gems  of  earth  can  deck  th«  dcjr, 
Allehda  sing ! 
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INFANT    CHOIS. 

THRnUNG  tbrough  the  ravished  w. 
Notes  celestial  met  my  ear, 
Gloiy,  triumph,  bliss  was  there, 
Jt  was  rapture  e'ea  to  hear : 
Notes  and  song  on  earth  so  rare, 
Strange  thej  reached  this  world  of  care, 
Where  pain  and  sorrow,  weakness,  fe«r. 
Bear  (^our  jo^s  on  mournful  bier. 

Mj  soul  was  fired,  but  could  not  tell 

What  words  so  sweet  were  blending 

In  melod J  that  on  me  fell 

like  nectar  showers  descending ; 

'Twas  not  the  loud  triumphant  sweU, 

Shaking  the  world  like  final  knell. 

Of  mighty  angels  ending 

Their  choral  strains  low  bending. 

So  charming  and  so  gently  sweet, 

In  varying  notes  and  measure, 

The  symphonies  seemed  all  to  meet 

To  form  the  extatic  pleasure ; 

And  while  the  song  my  soul  did' greets 

My  veiy  pulse  forgot  to  beat, 

And  nature,  now  left  all  at  leisure. 

Drank  in  the  tones  as  life's  choice  treasure. 

The  harmony  now  nearer  drew, 
But  I  had  not  an  eye  to  view. 
My  spirit  was  all  hearing ; 
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I  could  not  see  the  beauteous  train 
Pouring  forth  the  enchanting  strain. 
But  ere  their  disappearing, 
Tried  all  my  powers,  alas  in  vain, 
Their  song  to  catch  and  well  retain, 

That  memory  endearing 
The  hour  or  age — ^which  nought  I  knew. 
Might  oft  recal  the  rapture  too  ; 
But  ravished  and  still  fearing 
To  lose  the  present,  if  the  past 
I  stopped  to  print  upon  my  mind. 
The  heavenly  glory,  fleeting  fast. 
Left  scarce  a  single  trace  behind : 

Save  an  impression  broad  and  deep 

Which  mem'ry  has  no  task  to  keep ; 

Chiseled  by  celestial  hand 

With  existence  it  may  stand. 

To  imitate  that  melody 

No  mortal  may  pretend, 

But  'twas  so  sweet,  so  dear  to  me, 

I'll  try  some  notes  to  blend — 

A  mere  memento  of  a  day 

That  ravished  half  my  soul  away. 

Glory,  praise  and  every  blessing, 
On  our  precious  Saviour  be  ! 
From  a  world  of  woe  distressing 
He  has  set  our  spirits  free  ; — 
Through  His  own  eternity 
We  shall  brighten  and  will  sing 
Glory,  glory  to  our  King. 
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How  was  our  redemption  won  ? 
Bom  the  alares  of  sin  and  woe  ! 
Christ,  the  dear  beloved  Son, 
Paid  the  ransom  bowing  low  ; 
When  the  mighty  deed  was  done, 
He  called  our  pardoned  souls  to  share 
The  crown  which  He  Himself  did  wear. 

In  His  robes  of  glory  drest, 
Swell  aloud  triumphant  strains ! 
Ever,  ever,  ever  blest. 
While  our  God  and  Saviour  reigns ! 
Let  His  grace  o'er  all  victorious, 
Let  His  name  forever  glorious. 
Echo  tfarougjh  creation's  plains. 

Lifants  yet,  still  such  as  we 

Farther  scan  eternity 

Than  on  earth  our  wisest  sires, 

Judging  by  their  starlight  fires, — 

IGstake  what  we  so  clearly  see. 

And  providences  fain  would  flee. 

Which  heaven  in  rapturous  praise  admires. 

Swell  our  song !  and  swell  our  train ! 

Let  us  linger  o'er  the  plain, 

Betnming  there  again  again ; 

And  though  for  a  night  there  be  sorrow  and  weejong. 

And  eyes  see  the  mom  unsoothed  by  soft  sleeping, 

Yet  sweet  consolation  the  moumers  will  bless, — 

And  earth's  grief  be  repaid  with  heaven's  happiness. 

See !  one  !  and  another !  how  brightly  they  rise. 
To  sing  and  to  soar  with  our  band  to  the  skies ! 

10 
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0  pour  forth  the  praise  in  a  chorus  of  voices, 
All  heaTen  in  the  song  and  the  rapture  rejoices ! 
Another !  another !  another !  in  rays 

Of  glory  surrounded,  ecstatic  they  praise 
That  mercy  so  shortens  their  dark  evil  days. 

Strike  louder  the  lyre  at  sireet  kindred  meetings, 
Our  band  is  the  scene  of  the  tenderest  greetingp ! 
Short  was  the  space  that  on  earth  we  were  parted, 
Ere  long  loving  parents,  now  near  broken  hearted, 
Will  o'er  us  rejoice  with  a  rapture  unknown 
When  gladness  to  life  gave  its  happiest  tone,— 
Shout !  shout !  and  ascend  to  the  throne ! 

Rising  on  seraphic  wing. 

Glory,  glory  to  our  King, 

To  His  throne  we  rapturous  bring 

Sweet  accessions  to  our  train ; 

Over  us  let  Jesus  reign ! — 

Heavenly  echoes  love  our  strain. 

Angels  list  to  hear  us  sing. 

And  so  the  echoes  passed  away, 
As  fades  the  melting  twilight  ray. 

'Twas  silent,  and  evening  had  drawn 
Her  veil  o'er  the  beauteous  sky ; 
My  thoughts  in  hope's  pathway  were  gone, 
When  tidings  of  sorrow  drew  nigh. 

1  had  indeed  trembled  with  fear, 
Lest  the  circle  again  should  be  broke, 
But  little  expected  to  hear 

Had  fallen  so  sweeping  a  stroke. 
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^  All  gone  I'  save  a  single  dear  flower, 
I  searce  could  the  message  believe, 
Gut  down  as  it  were  in  an  hour, — 
Oh  how  the  fond  parents  must  grieve ! 

I  cannot  yet  think  they  are  gone, 
I  see  as  I  saw  them  last  spring, 
As  smiling  and  fair  as  the  dawn. 
As  cheerful  as  birds  when  they  sing. 

Yes,  one  and  another  they  rise 
The  image  of  gladness  and  life. 
And  passing  before  mental  eyes 
With  hopes  of  the  future  seem  rife. 

But  true  they  have  gcme !  this  I  know, 
For  I  saw  as  the  letters  were  read. 
Eyes  dearer  than  mine  overflow, 
With  tears  that  sweet  sympathy  shed. 

And  yet,  dearest  Willjf  appeals 
To  gaze  and  to  smile  in  my  face  ; 
My  sorrowing  spirit  it  cheers 
To  think  of  his  infant  embrace. 

And  shall  I  then  see  him  no  more  7 
Nor  press  him  again  to  my  breast  ? 
No  fortunate  moment  restore 
The  darling  I've  ofken  caressed  7 

No  !  TTilly  is  laid  in  the  tomb 
Where  Justin  was  sleeping  so  sweet, — 
Nay,  both  in  perennial  bloom 
In  the  bowers  of  paradise  meet. 


112 

Adieu,  mj  dear  Willj,  adieu, 
If  feeling  m j  heart  oTerflow 
With  mingled  emotions  for  jou, 
What  anguish  jour  parents  must  know. 

But  let  us  not  grieve  at  your  joy, 
Nor  mourn  that  your  circle  is  blest, — 
That  heaven  and  the  Saviour  employ 
Your  spirits  in  manmons  of  rest. 

Sweet  Judith^  my  darling,  for  thee 
There  is  a  warm  place  in  my  heart ; 
You  won  an  admirer  in  me, 
But  fond  earthly  loves  often  part. 

I  saw  thee  last  summer  descend 
To  the  brink  of  the  dark,  chilling  grave  ; 
And  felt  more  than  joy  of  a  friend, 
When  God  was  there  present  to  save. 

• 

Farewell,  my  dear  Judith,  fiirewell ! 
With  Mary  in  glory  unite  ; 
Our  bosoms  with  sorrow  will  swell, — 
Your  spirits  with  endless  delight. 

And  CaJlliarine  too,  of  the  train 
So  active,  intelligent,  fair. 
Has  gone  where  the  graces  e'er  reign. 
To  make  the  band  full  again  ihere. 

I  think  how  her  parents  must  grieve, 
Though  piety  softens  the  pain  ; 
I  know  that  the  strokes  which  bereave 
Prepare  for  a  spiritual  gain. 
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Charle$  too,  his  fond  parents  delist, 
So  amiable,  leayes  with  the  rest; 
His  mates  goxie  before  were  a  sight 
Attracting  away  to  be  blest. 

Mj  soul  melts  in  sympathy  here, 
For  these,  and  for  all  the  bereayed, 
Bofli  parents  and  children  so  dear, 
Scarce  less  than  the  mourners  I'm  grieved. 

And  with  them  0  let  me  rejoice 
In  hopes  which  the  Gospel  awakes; 
These  children  we  trust  are  the  ch<»ce 
Of  Jesus  who  died  for  their  sakes ; 

The  children  of  covenant  care 
Of  our  blessed  Father  in  heaven, 
The  children  of  faith,  fervent  prayer, 
To  God  in  His  ordinance  given. 


Hail  then,  little  seraphs,  aD  hail ! 
Rejoice  in  the  raptures  above  ; 
Through  grace  we  o'er  death  will  prevail,- 
Join  you  in  the  world  of  all  love. 

Poor  Henry!  left  lonely  and  sad, 
like  a  sparrow  alone  on  a  spray. 
How  canst  thou  be  cheerful  and  glad 
Now  thy  sbters  and  mates  are  away. 

For  thee  gentle  pity  still  weeps, 
An  orphan,  and  wonders  how  long 
You'll  wander  o'er  life's  rugged  steeps 
Ere  joining  your  mates  in  their  song. 


114 

Heaven  bless  and  defend  thee  from  ill, 
And  make  thee  thy  father^s  delight ; 
The  prayers  of  thy  mother  fulfil, — 
Bestow  on  thee  grace,  love  and  light. 

My  thoughts  revert  back  to  the  grave, 
^Tis  nature  to  sorrow  and  sigh  ; 
Yet  the  stones  we  see  here  only  pave 
And  smooth  our  steep  pathway  on  high. 

The  lowliest  grave  lifts  our  feet 
Far  higher  than  towers  of  pride  ; 
Our  souls  here  mount  upward  to  meet 
The  loved,  the  lamented  that  died. 

0  when  in  a  spirit's  embrace, 
In  the  presence  of  Jesus  our  E^ng, 
ShaQ  we  meet  through  infinite  grace, 
Hosaimas  of  glory  to  sing. 


SENNACHERIB. 

ISA.  10  dc  37. 

LiKB  the  Genius  of  ruin  in  phrenzy  of  joy, 
The  proud  monarch  of  Asshur  swept  on  to  destroy, 
Throng  the  breadth  of  the  Land,  and  wherever  he  came, 
Wb  tread  was  an  earthquake  :  his  glance  volcanic  flame. 

At  the  head  of  his  lemons  all  crimsoned  with  blood. 
In  full  view  of  Zion  the  vain  conqueror  stood. 
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And  yannted  of  nations  and  of  gods  overtliroim, 
Scorned  Jews  and  Jehovah  to  repel  him  alone. 

With  the  insult  of  triumph  he  shook  his  clenched  hand 
At  the  temple  of  God,  and  dared  Him  to  withstand, 
All  His  worshippers  taunted  with  insolence  vile, 
Half-disdaining  the  conquest,  he  seemed  by  his  smile. 

This  blasphemous  challenge  the  Eternal  awoke, 
And  in  thunders  of  vengeance  Jehovah  then  spoke, 
Thou  slave  of  mj  purpose,  of  my  will  the  mere  tool ! 
Gbeedy  worm  to  consume,  thou  weak  arrogant  fool ! 

In  all  thou  dost  glory  hast  thou  no  sense  to  see 
Thou  hast  toiled  to  accomplish  my  righteous  decree  ? 
Which  finished,  like  a  brute  curbed  by  bridle  and  ring,* 
Thee,  crushed  with  abasement,  back  to  Asshur  Fll  bring. 

The  'Virgin  of  Tdou  now  derides  thee  with  scorn, 
But  tomorrow  may  pity  a  foe  so  forlorn; 
In  ih»  height  of  thy  pride,  at  thy  climax  of  power 
Destruction  will  whelm  thee  in  one  short  midnight  hour. 

The  Assyrian's  camp  spread  out  wide  like  the  sea. 
And  evening  closed  o'er  it  in  wild  revelry, 
They  drank  deep  to  Nisroch,  and  they  played  for  the  spoils 
Which  they  doubted  not  Zion  must  yield  for  their  toils. 

With  wine  and  loud  blasphemies  o'erwearied  at  last. 
Their  music  and  shoutings  died  away  on  the  blast. 
And  fair  dreams  of  the  morrow  each  warrior  beguiled. 
While  the  angel  of  death  at  their  ignorance  smiled. 

*  Hie  ring  imerted  in  the  septam  of  the  nofe  to  control  animals. 
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He  passed  ndseliess  the  camp,  and  left  silence  jMrofoimd ! 
His  step  crushed  the  vast  host  like  a  wona  to  the  ^oiiiid. 
But  Sennacherib  spared  still  to  suffer  the  rod, — 
Feel  hiB  glory  consumed  by  one  servant  of  God. 

With  the  mom  woke  the  monarch  and  hau^tily  cried — 
Sound  the  signal  to  arms !  but  no  trumpet  replied ; 
He  raged,  but  none  answered,  then  by  Nisroch  he  swore 
That  Babshekah  and  guards  should  soon  welter  in  gore. 

In  a  fury  he  rose,  left  his  robe  and  his  crown. 
From  his  purple  pavilion,  with  death  in  his  frown, 
He  rushed  forth  sword  in  hand  in  a  phrenzy  to  slay 
The  bold  captains  that  dared  e'en  in  sleep  disobey. 

His  brave  guards  round  the  tent  lay  outstretched  on  the 

ground, 
Nor  his  curses  nor  sword  could  rouse  sleep  so  profound ; 
In  the  blindness  of  passion,  he  raged  o'er  the  plain,-^ 
Swooned  to  find  his  vast  army  would  ne'er  wake 


He  revived  in  the  horrors  of  terror  and  fled 
On  a  donkey  that  grazed  where  his  heroes  lay  dead, 
Wished  he  wero  the  brute,  and  that  his  bearor  did  ride. 
To  'scape  thus  the  angmsh  of  wrocked  power  and  pride. 


GLAHCE    AT    THE    FUTURE. 

I  wonder  when  and  whero 

This  hand  will  cease  to  write  ? 
This  ihinking  soul  preparo 
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For  ite  eternal  fli^t, 
And  leave  this  bodj  to  the  dost, 
In  hope  of  riong  with  the  just. 

I  thought  to  find  a  grave 
Beneath  these  orient  skies, — 

With  those  I  fain  wonld  save 
At  the  last  trump  to  rise, 

And,  with  at  least  a  favored  few, 

Hail  Christ  descending  in  our  view. 

Periiaps  I  may  be  laid 

Where  Moslims  careless  tread. 
And  not  a  flowret  shade 

Mj  low  neglected  bed ; 
Or  here  with  native  Christians  sleep, 
Who  scarce  will  o'er  the  stranger  weep. 

But  wherefore  ask  I  where  ? 

Or  why  inquire  I  when  ? 
While  God  directs  with  care 

Mj  every  step  till  then ; 
Earth  is  the  place,  and  time  the  hour, 
And  death  my  life  through  Jesus'  power. 


ANOTHER'S    LAYS. 

^^  SoKGS  of  the  night,"  of  plaintive  strain. 
That  tell  of  fond  hopes  faded, 

Like  sighs  of  spring  when  winter's  reign 
Has  all  her  beauties  shaded 

With  deathlike  shadows  chill  and  deep. 

And  locked  her  eyes  in  firosiy  sleep. 
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Is  life  the  ^  night '  that  here  is  sung 

To  peofdve  notes  of  sorrow  ? 
Then  grieve  not,  heart,  with  anguish  wrong, 

For  night  will  end  tomorrow, 
And  one  eternal,  blissful  day 
Forever  chase  thy  griefs  away. 

That  earth  and  youth  and  hope  beguiled 

Our  bounding  heart  so  often. 
Deceiving  more  the  more  they  smiled. 

Need  not  our  spirits  soften, 
And  melt  away  our  souls  in  gloom 
And  sighing  for  the  faithful  tomb. 

For  He  who  giveth  songg  by  night 
To  hearts  with  sorrow  swelling, 

Unveils  such  glory  and  delist 
As  tope  ne'er  whispered,  telling 

Of  perfect  bliss  approaching  near 

To  bear  us  on  in  bright  career. 

Ah,  hopes  and  loves  of  other  days, 

That  flit  in  twilight  glory 
In  memory's  enchanted  gaze. 

Well  ye  were  transitory  ! 
Te  favored  by  your  failures  one 
Tour  faithfidness  might  have  undone. 

Why  then  at  disappointment  sigh. 

Or  wish  false  hopes  repeated  ? 
Or  why  too  fondly  long  to  die 

Ere  life  is  well  completed  ; 
The  hymn  of  morning  stars  so  bright 
Will  soon  succeed  songs  of  the  night. 
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FLEETIRG    PIL6RIIAGE. 

Wb  are  only  pilgrim's  here, 
Ever  toiling  on  our  way ; 
At  each  stage  however  dear, 
But  a  fleeting  night  we  stay. 

No,  nor  linger  we  at  night, 
Ceaseless  as  our  moments  flow, 
Onward,  onward  is  our  flight 
To  immortal  bliss  or  woe. 

Why  then  in  these  flying  hours 
Think  to  build  a  house  of  rest ; 
Dreaming  of  unfading  bowers, 
Years  with  endless  favors  blest. 

Here  our  home  can  never  be, — 
IHiere  eternal  glories  shine 
From  the  throne  of  Deity, 
Is  our  city — ^home  divine. 


TIE    8TRATSB. 

Mt  name  was  sinner  vile, 
When  I  strayed !  when  I  strayed ! 
My  name  was  sinner  vOe, 
And  sin  did  me  beguile 
With  many  witching  wile, 
When  I  strayed,  when  I  strayed. 
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I  heard  of  God  in  jooth. 
Still  I  strayed,  still  I  strayed ; 
I  heard  of  Qod  in  youth, 
I  read  His  holy  tmth, 
And  hoped  to  share  His  rath, 
Still  I  strayed,  still  I  strayed. 

And  harder  grew  my  heart 
As  I  strayed,  as  I  strayed ; 
And  harder  grew  my  heart. 
And  more  did  Satan's  art 
Confirm  my  wayward  part. 
As  I  strayed,  as  I  strayed. 

God's  hlessed  Spirit  came, 
While  I  strayed,  while  I  strayed ; 
God's  blessed  Spirit  came, 
And  conscience  did  inflame 
My  wicked  coarse  to  blame. 
While  I  strayed,  while  I  strayed. 

I  strove  against  His  power. 
Loved  to  stray,  loved  to  stray ; 
I  strove  against  Ws  power, 
Said  life  is  in  the  flower. 
Wait  till  my  dying  hoar. 
Let  me  stray,  let  me  stray. 

He  then  my  sool  forsook. 
Oh  1 1  strayed,  oh  I  strayed  ; 
He  then  my  soul  forsook. 
And  I  no  check  would  brook. 
But  headlong  plunges  took. 
Oh !  I  strayed,  oh  I  strayed. 
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I  held  mj  actions  free, 

How  I  strayed,  how  I  strayed  ; 

I  held  my  actions  free, 

Nor  owned  the  Deity 

Had  right  or  power  o'er  me. 

How  I  strayed !  how  I  strayed ! 

In  thought  and  word  and  deed 
Fast  I  strayed,  £euit  I  strayed ; 
In  thought  and  word  and  deed 
Self  was  my  only  creed, — 
To  heU  made  rapid  speed, 
Fast  I  strayed,  fast  I  strayed. 

God's  judgments  brought  me  low. 
Far  I'd  strayed,  far  I'd  strayed ; 
God's  judgments  brougjht  me  low, 
Remorse  began  to  glow, — 
Despair  did  overflow. 
Far  I'd  strayed,  j&r  I'd  strayed. 

Oh,  how  my  soul  did  rage, 
Wild  I  strayed,  wild  I  strayed ; 
Oh,  how  my  soul  did  rage. 
And  war  with  God  did  wage, — 
With  demons  round  engage. 
Wild  I  strayed,  wild  I  strayed. 

I  fiercely  fought,  but  fell. 

Mad  I  strayed,  mad  I  strayed ; 

I  fiercely  fought,  but  fell 

In  horrors  none  can  tell, 

I  saw  and  suffered  heU, 

Mad  I  strayed,  mad  I  strayed. 
11 
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I  felt  my  soul  undone, 

Quaked  to  stray,  quaked  to  stray ; 

I  felt  my  soul  undone, 

Yet  turned  a  look  on  One 

I  erst  did  hate  and  shun ; 

Quaiked  to  stray,  quaked  to  stray. 

0  God,  what  grace  appeared, 

Though  Fd  strayed,  tibou^  Fd  strayed ; 

0  God,  what  grace  appeared. 
That  Enemy  I  feared, 
Seemed  to  my  soul  endeared. 
Though  Fd  strayed,  though  I'd  slrayed. 

1  saw  ffis  heart  was  love, — 
Ceased  to  si^ray,  ceased  to  stray ; 
I  saw  His  heart  was  love, 

And  found  the  heavenly  Dove 
Stoop  on  me  from  above,— 
Ceased  to  stray,  ceased  to  stray. 

Lost  me  from  woe  He  bore. 
Can  I  stray,  can  I  stray ; 
Lost  me  from  woe  He  bore. 
And  I  forevermore. 
His  mercy  will  adore. 
Can  I  stray !  can  I  stray ! 

Through  grace  I  ne*er  will  stray. 
No  more  stray,  no  more  stray ; 
Through  graoe  I  neW  will  stray, 
But  to  all  sioners  say, 
Oh  do  not  go  that  way. 
Do  not  stray!  do  not  stray! 
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SUIT    AT    PSISIA'8    CIUBT. 

Has.  10 :  13. 

To  Persia's  ancient  throne, 

A  mighty  angel  come, 
And  lingered  long  unknown, 

Though  fired  with  heayenlj  flame, 
Still  he  withstood  the  strong  array 
That  vexed  the  chnrch  and  trath  that  day. 

The  man  beloved  prajs 

With  penitential  zeal, 
TBI  overwhelming  rays 

Of  glory  made  him  reel, 
And  &11  before  the  angel  bright, 
Who  fiiin  would  fill  him  with  delist. 

K  (Gabriel  in  the  friend 

Such  withering  awe  inspires. 
What  could  the  foe  defend 

FrcoDL  his  seraphic  fires ; 
Yet  heavenly  wisdom  left  that  foe 
In  pride  to  plot  the  Church's  woe. 

Two  thousand  years,  and  more. 

Have  over  Peroa  flown, 
And  we  like  Jews  of  yore. 

Need  angels  near  ttiat  throne. 
To  stay  the  pride  and  wrath  of  foes 
Who  now  again  the  truth  oppose. 
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Our  brethren*  may  be  there. 
But  Gabriel,  where  is  he  ? 

We  bow  ourselves  in  prayer, — 
Appeal,  Great  Grod,  to  thee  ; 

Let  Michael,  that  Frince  of  power, 

Sustain  our  cause  in  this  dark  hour. 


THE    WOBID    OF    SNOW. 

There  was  a  world  all  made  of  snow, 
From  surface  to  the  centre  deep ; 
A  globe  more  vast  than  earth  in  show, 
Broke  by  no  sea  nor  mountain  steep. 

A  vast  expanse  of  brilliant  white, 

Pure  as  the  virgin  flake  in  air. 

In  ether  robed  of  rapt  delight, 

Nor  cold,  nor  pain,  nor  gloom  were  there. 

That  world  of  snow  was  genial  still, 
Though  men  might  shiver  at  the  view, 
For  such  was  the  Almishtv  will, 
And  there  unfedrngflo^e^gre;. 

There  every  tint  that  decks  the  bow. 
And  hues  ne'er  seen  by  mortal  eye. 
In  tree  and  shrub  and  flower  of  snow, 
Blazed  like  the  gems  that  stud  the  sky. 

*  MiMionaiy  delegation. 
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From  that  pore  plain  the  crystal  sterna 
Of  paradiaal  pLants  arose. 
And  crowned  with  thousand  colored  gems, 
Sparkled  enchanting  o'er  the  snows. 

The  zephyrs  through  those  wondrooa  groves 
MurmB«d  like  seraph  nunstreby, 
Then  mlent  stood,  like  one  who  roves 
Where  bliss  and  awe  wake  ecstacy. 

And  life  was  th^re,  not  bestial  trains, 
Like  those  that  rage  and  rot  on  earth, 
Life  not  encased  in  mortal  veins, 
Those  beings  owned  a  higher  birth* 

Their  outward  form  was  made  of  snow. 
Tempered  in  a  cherubic  mould, 
Through  which  celestial  souls  did  glow 
With  radiance  mortals  ne'er  behold. 

Like  forms  of  light  they  danced  along. 
Nor  on  the  surface  left  a  trace. 
Or  rose  on  plumy  pinions  strong, 
And  darted  on  in  rapt'rous  race. 

Fair  as  the  flowing  light  they  seemed, 
And  breathed  perfume,  their  only  food. 
Their  happy  bowers  with  millions  teemed, 
That  knew  nor  fSeuicied  au^t  but  good. 

One  fiat  of  the  Sovereign  Will, 

At  once  that  world — ^those  beings  made. 

And  youthful  joy  will  mark  them  still, 

When  terrene  forms  are  all  decayed. 
11 « 
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I  gazed  upon  that  world  so  bright, 
TSl  lon^g  sighs  lulled  me  to  sleep, 
I  dreamed  of  earth — ^it  changed  to  light, 
Througjh  all  its  rocks  and  oceans  deep. 

All,  all  was  light !  a  glorious  world ; 
And  forms  of  light  in  myriads  came, 
Jehovah's  banner  seemed  unfurled, 
And  heaven  resounded  with  His  name. 

In  wonder  lost,  I  cried  how  great. 
How  wise,  how  mighty,  God  must  be ! 
Matter's  in  everj  varied  state. 
The  handiwork  of  Deity. 


TSIPTED    SOUL. 

Was  he  long  tempted  ?    0  yes,  for  years 
Demons  of  evil  alarmed  his  fears, 
Tin  he  viewed  with  envy  passing  biers, 
EBs  meat  was  sorrow,  his  drink  was  tears, 
Amid  trials  strong. 

Did  danger  meet  hun  ?     Shudder  to  think, 
How  often  he  verged  to  ruin's  brink, 
Trembled  and  tottered  ready  to  sink. 
It  seemed  the  weight  of  a  fidghted  wink 
Would  hurl  him  along. 
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And  what  prevented  7    A  hand  unseen 
Retrieved  his  balance  and  strength  I  ween, 
But  it  chilled  my  blood  to  view  the  scene, 
I  would  not  venture  where  he  has  been 
For  ocean's  treasures. 

And  knew  he  the  risk  ?     0  yes,  he  spied 
The  yawning  gulf  of  hell  at  his  side, 
Felt  his  feet  prickle,  and  shrink,  and  sfide. 
And  his  brain  reel  o'er  perdition  wide, 
Orasping  at  pleasures. 

What  lured  him  so  far  ?    A  roving  thought 
One  day  came  along,  with  mischief  firaught, 
And  the  good  man's  fancy  artful  caught, 
And  his  soul  through  bowers  enchanted  brought 
To  the  brink  of  woe. 

There  twining  flowers  grew  over  heD, 
And  loaded  the  air  with  morphite  smell, 
While  bewitching  gales  did  sink  and  swell. 
All  binding  the  soul  with  serpent  spell, 
To  plunge  it  below. 

How  his  brain  did  reel  intoxicate. 
And  his  syrened  soul  desire  its  fate ! 
For  the  charms  of  sin  now  seemed  so  great, 
That  he  at  her  witching  beck  did  wait. 
Nor  of  treason  think. 

She  balanced  her  light  form  on  a  flower. 
That  &rthest  shot  from  her  mad'ning  bower, 
And  wooed  him  to  win  the  raptured  hour. 
He  stramed  to  reach,  but  his  foot  with  power, 
Clung  fast  to  the  brink. 
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Like  a  teee  on  beetling  cliff  he  stood. 
Bending  to  fall  in  the  deep  dark  flood, 
'Twould  chill  to  ice  all  a  pirate's  blood, 
To  see  him  ST¥ing  like  a  branch  of  wood, 
And  strain  at  a  shade. 

A  thunder  broke  !  and  he  looked  behind, 
The  flowers  to  yipers  tamed,  and  twined. 
And  hissed  at  the  heel  that  did  him  bind. 
While  sin,  to  a  gorgon  changed,  did  grind 
Horrid  jaws  and  brayed 

A  hellish  dm  in  his  shud'ring  ears  ! 
And  the  murky  cloud  below  now  clears. 
The  bottomless,  boiling  gulf  appears. 
Horrific  shriekings,  sights,  and  fears 
Blast,  shiver,  and  shock. 

With  furious  rage  the  fiendish  crew 
On  the  guilty  wretch  like  vampires  flew. 
With  talons  infernal  clutched  and  drew. 
But  his  magnet  heel  more  firmly  grew 
To  the  iron  rock. 

And  there  they  struggled  and  laughed  and  screamed. 
And  tore  and  taunted  and  fierce  blasphemed, 
'Twould  shatter  the  mind  to  have  but  dreamed 
One  half  that  horror !  when  sudden  gleamed 
A  celestial  sword ! 

The  fiiry  was  hushed,  and  all  was  dark ! 
But  a  gentle  zephyr  fanned  the  spark 
Of  the  sinner's  soul,  and  in  a  park 
He  found  himself,  a  piteous  mark 
For  Him  he  adored. 
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TIB    TI8I0I. 

In  her  robes  of  white, 
Widi  pimoDfl  of  light, 
And  her  crown  so  bright, 
All  gemmed  with  stars ! 
She  hung  o'er  my  bed, 
Her  hand  near  my  head, 
With  sweet  smiles  she  said. 
What  jGrom  me  bars  ? 

'Twas  the  midnight  hour. 
When  visions  have  power 
The  spirit  to  cower, — 
I'd  woke  from  dreams  ; 
Yet  I  did  not  fear 
The  angel  so  near, 
She  once  had  been  dear, — 
Ah,  long  it  seems ! 

I  gaa^d  on  her  channs, 
Extended  my  arms. 
But  felt  some  alarms 
T'  embrace  a  samt ; 
Impassive  as  air, — 
She  still  hovered  there. 
More  lovely  and  fair 
Than  thoug^ht  can  paint. 

Like  a  noonday  beam. 
In  cell  she  did  seem. 
That  doth  glow  and  gleam 
In  darkness  round ; 
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She  pointed  on  high. 
Said,  Come,  Dearest,  fly ! 
Why  lowly  here  lie 
In  sorrow  bound. 

But  poor  brittle  clay 
Repeled  each  essay 
To  shatter  a  way 
To  spirit  state ; 
I  could  not  arise 
And  soar  to  the  skies, 
Though  bursting  with  dghs 
To  join  my  mate. 

She  gently  withdrew 
From  my  ravished  view, 
Nor  roof  but  the  blue. 
Blue  vault  was  o'er. 
And  rising  afar, 
Still  shone  like  a  star ! — 
Tears  vision  did  bar, 
I  saw  no  more. 


BPI6RAI8. 


MISUNBBBSTANDIKO. 


When  the  veil  that  obscures  us  is  taken  away. 
And  we  in  the  brightness  of  Jesus  shaQ  shine, 
0  shall  we  not  wonder  that  our  sojourn  in  day, 
Found  not  in  each  other  more  gropes  divine. 


m 


SGAmEBD  i^ossitssroKs. 


The  garmentB  of  Jesus,  wliicli  chariiy  gave, 
Were  parted  and  torn  at  the  Tree ; 
Exemption  from  fortune  why  then  should  I  crave. 
Or  grieve  it  is  so  done  to  me. 


PBBSEOTTTBB  OONTEHTS. 

When  in  the  furnace  we  behold 
The  hopeful  sons  of  grace, 
We  feel  coiiq)a8sion  for  the  gdd. 
And  would  the  fires  eiuse. 


ADIXU. 

While  many  frown,  and  more  forget 
The  Pilgrim,  as  times  vary, 
In  you  and  yours  shall  I  have  yet 
A  friend  ?  my  aster  Mary ! 

foMiY'b  creation,* 

When  the  misiy  mom  of  creation  dawned, 
And  the  heavens  according  to  Folly  were  spawned. 
The  slimy  fogs  into  motion  bent, 
And  coiling  rolled  out  the  firmament. 

*  See  Architeetsm  ef  tke  SeaTeBiy  Veetigefl  oT  CNation,  etc. 
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RB8TIE88    SEA. 

Best,  0  rest ! 

Troubled  Sea ! 

What  a  breast 

Thine  must  be ! 
Heaying,  tossing,  roaring,  surging, 
Forward,  backward,  ever  urging ; 

Or  if  cahn, 

*Tis  to  raUy, 

Taking  bahn, 

For  a  sally 
On  some  frowning  cliflf  or  coast, 

Which  to  shatter  is  thy  boast, 

Stirring  up  in  vengeful  ire, 

All  ihy  reservoirs  of  mire. 

Ever  with  the  land  at  war. 

Sea,  say,  what  is  all  this  for  ? 

I  am  weak, 

Prison  bound, 

Do  not  wreak 

All  thy  sound 
On  nerves  as  bare  as  is  the  sand, 
That  forms  thine  own  hard-beaten  strand ; 

Let  me  rest. 

Till  I  gain 

Strength  to  test 

Thy  fierce  reign, 
Then  renew  thy  wrathful  rage, 
rU  enjoy  the  war  thou'lt  wage, 
As  I  have  in  former  days. 
When  thou  didst  exulting  raise 
A  thousand  arms,  and  madly  try 
To  tear  the  canopy  on  high. 


i 
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ARIITSRSART. 

This  is  an  anniyersal  day, 

The  tenth  that,  on  my  varied  way 

O'er  flood  and  land,  appears  ; 
For  fflnce  I  left  my  native  shore, 
A  reahn  and  scenes  unknown  t'  explore, 

Have  passed  eleven  long  years. 

Eleven  successive  summers  fled. 
Eleven  stem  winters  o'er  my  head 

Have  glided  on  their  way, 
Since  on  toward  the  risbg  sun. 
O'er  wave  and  kingdom  I  have  run. 

Yet  lived  to  see  this  day. 

My  God,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  care. 
For  grace  and  mercy  that  me  spare 

To  bless  thy  name  again, 
And  here  upon  the  briny  flood. 
Record  thy  providence  is  good, 

In  trial,  joy  and  pain. 

I  sought  a  people  far  to  bless, 

And  plant  with  them  thy  righteousness. 

With  them  to  live  and  die  ; 
I  hoped  at  least  a  chosen  few, 
Througih  grace  renewed,  would  life  pursue. 

And  rise  to  reign  on  high. 

12 
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In  ways  and  scenes  to  me  unknown. 
Thou  led'st  me  on  through  trials  strown 

Full  thick  on  eyerj  side ; 
Yet  never  didst  poor  me  forsake, 
Nor  leave  my  anguished  heart  to  break, 

Mid  those  who  truth  deride. 

Though  man  may  call  my  labor  vain, 
And  for  unfaithfulness  arraign. 

Yet  thou,  my  God,  dost  know. 
However  weak,  unworthily, 
I  still  have  sought  to  follow  thee. 

Through  all  the  deep'ning  woe. 

And  when  thy  servants  &r  and  near,  - 
Frowned  on  the  cause  I  held  so  dear, 

I  stiU  to  thee  appealed ; 
A  distant  prospect  of  thy  grace, 
To  bless  a  long  neglected  race, 

In  mercy  was  revealed. 

I  to  thy  providence  gave  heed. 

And  sought  to  walk  as  thou  didst  lead^ 

And  for  thy  rei^  prepare  ; 
A  weak,  not  faithless,  ^oneer, 
I  tried  the  narrow  path  to  clear 

Of  some  obstructions  there. 

Like  others  who  in  Persia  toiled. 
And  ah,  too  oft  like  me  were  foiled. 

Yet  wrought  some  lasting  good ; 
So  I  applied  to  do  and  bear 
What  Providence  should  make  my  share,- 

linn  to  my  calling  stood. 
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Bui  maajy  moved  by  ardent  seal. 

For  saeh  slow  progress  nought  could  feel,- 

GQie  J  summoned  me  away ; 
To  ihee,  my  guide,  my  gracious  Lord, 
I  leaye  my  judgment  and  reward, 

And  strong  appeal  tUs  day. 

Leave  not  my  people  to  their  &te. 
Make  pious  souls  compassionate 

The  nation  of  the  sun,* 
Let  righteousness  arise  and  shine, 
Salvation  poured  in  streams  divine. 

Through  aD  the  region  run. 

Shall  I  again  that  land  behold  ? 
Where  I  have  suffered  grief  untold. 

Yet  there  desired  my  rest ; 
My  God,  thy  counsels  are  unknown. 
But  I  do  trust  thy  righteous  throne 

To  guide  me  where  'tis  best. 

Perna,  my  goal  for  many  a  year, 

For  her  I've  poured  the  prayer,  the  tear. 

And  though  I've  bid  £arewell, 
As  onward  to  the  west  I  flee, 
My  spirit  still  goes  back  to  thee. 

For  thee  will  ever  swell. 


*T1ie  Penkns,  anciently  wonhippen  of  the  Bon,  and  still  retaining  it  as 
one  of  their  national  embknna. 
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DTILITABIAI. 

A  castiie  called  the  Citadel  of  Tnith, 

Built  as  I  wote  by  no  mere  mortal  hands, 

Where  all  the  yirtues,  in  their  lovely  youth. 

Pored  for  instruction,  like  seraphic  bands 

On  some  deep  mystery  none  understands, 

TUl  cycles  ia  sweet  meditation  past, 

The  truth  like  waves  of  life  o'er  golden  sands. 

Pours  on  their  minds  in  heavenly  current  fast, 

Till  the  full  bliss  of  wisdom  swells  their  souls  afc  last. 

This  castle  stood  upon  a  mountain  high, 
O'erlooking  wide  large  landscape  and  the  sea. 
Which  at  the  rocky  base  beat  loud  and  nigh, 
And  tossed  in  all  the  pride  of  chivalry, 
Now  roared  like  Mars,  then  simpered  childishly. 
While  beauteous  prospects  opened  toward  the  west, 
Glades,  fields  and  groves,  bloom  and  maturity, 
In  green  and  gold,  and  varying  beauties  drest, 
A  paradise  on  earthly  shores  stood  full  confest. 

Here  the  bright  graces  that  adorn  the  skies. 
In  all  the  glory  of  that  world  so  fair. 
Shed  the  sweet  influence  of  approving  eyes. 
And  sacred  pleasures,  neither  few  nor  rare. 
In  clustering  bliss  of  better  worlds  were  there, 
While  darker  passions,  banished  and  disowned. 
Anger  and  envy,  malice  and  despair. 
Outcast  from  thence  ia  lower  regions  moaned. 
While  in  the  castle  joy  and  love  sat  high  enthroned. 


But  great  and  strong  as  vaa  this  dtftdel. 

It  stood,  alas,  on  saUunary  groond^ 

And  once  upon  a  time  it  so  befel, 

A  troop  of  prowlii^  rats  sly  ingress  found. 

And  searching  stealfldly,  by  night  around, 

In  adnuration  of  so  fall  a  house, 

They  gloated  o'er  the  spoil  beyond  aD  bound, 

And  eyery  lean  and  ailly-hearied  mouse, 

Thou^t  only  how  he  should  like  ejdcure  carouse. 

But  bliss  is  bounded  inth  all  kinds  below, 
And  every  order  in  its  sev'ral  sphere 
Is  crossed  in  joy  by  varied  lines  of  woe, 
Which  checker  life  in  all  its  stages  here. 
While  pain,  like  bloodhound,  fcUows  pleasure  near, 
And  disappoiniment  hovering  in  the  train 
Of  smiling  hope  compels  too  oft  a  tear. 
While  headlong  confidence,  of  prowess  vain. 
Finds  in  itself,  or  friends,  one  to  dispute  its  reaga. 

These  rats,  at  least  the  leaders  of  the  timnog, 
Were  bom  and  bred  in  dark  monastio  cells. 
Where  superstition  holds  her  sceptre  strcHig, 
And  smites  relenUess  ^omsoe'er  rebels. 
And  such  were  there  her  potency  of  spells. 
That  ne'er  a  mouse  would  venture  to  infringe 
Her  code  of  fasts  and  forms  and  lights  and  bells. 
Lest  loss  of  luxury  should  straight  impinge. 
And  all  his  crafly  dreams  of  cupboards  full  unhioge. 

But  hunger-bitten,  with  long  fSuting  &oe. 
Forced  on  foray,  and  led  by  flying  fiune. 
They  left  the  haunts  of  counterfeited  grace, 

]2« 
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And  to  this  citadel  of  plenfy  came, 

There  falling  sudden  on  unbounded  game, 

They  clutched  like  misers  grasping  after  gold, 

When  certain  leaders,  rats  of  weight  and  name, 

Began  to  chide  their  fellows  loud  and  bold. 

For  having  conscience  in  lent  time  for  dainties  sold. 

It  chanced  the  party  giving  this  offence, 

Pitched  greedy  on  plum  puddings  and  mince  pies. 

Which  proving  wondrous  pleasant  to  their  sense, 

No  thought  of  lent  was  likely  to  arise. 

Till  stricter  spirits,  casting  keener  eyes 

On  such  rare  morsels,  zealously  declared 

That  lent  was  broken,  and  the  penalties. 

Ordained  for  culprits  wilily  ensnared, 

Were  due,  wherefore  the  whole  for  trial  now  prepared. 

A  gray  beard  rat  was  summoned  to  the  chair. 
And  ordered  each  to  plead  his  private  cause. 
Arraign,  defend,  and  prove  by  logic  fair, 
His  truth  and  justice  by  the  reigning  laws, 
Which  for  offenders  knew  no  saving  clause, 
But  held  the  balance  with  impartial  hand. 
And  every  subject  marked  by  doubtful  flaws. 
Smote  in  stem  rigor  with  uplifted  brand, 
TSl  equity  secured  her  li^test,  last  demand. 

The  plaintiff  then  upon  their  honor  charged 
Defendants  with  a  breach  of  rigid  lent, 
Aiud  on  the  fault  with  eloquence  enlarged, 
For  public  virtue  prompted  their  intent, 
Of  which  the  ruin  now  was  imminent, 
Since  matter  animal  had  been  devoured, 
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And  all  the  bonds  of  sanctity  been  rent, 

At  which  the  heavens  in  awfiil  horror  lowered, 

And  direfbl  fate  on  all  the  nation  fiercely  glowered. 

Defendents  then  arose  with  lofty  air, 
Their  love  of  virtae  and  the  laws  proclaimed, 
Were  grieved  they  should  the  least  suspicion  bear 
Of  having  done  what  in  the  charge  was  named. 
For  never  was  pnre  innocence  so  blamed. 
Or  steadfast  virtae  made  the  guiltless  mark 
Of  such  erroneous  prejudice  inflamed, 
Which,  jud^g  all  things  blindly  in  the  dark, 
Mistook  devotion's  self  for  sceptic  vile  and  stark. 

Plum  puddings  and  mince  pies  they  had  enjoyed, 
But  these  were  vegetable  as  all  well  knew. 
And  none  but  mice  with  richer  dainties  cloyed. 
In  plums  and  citrons  aught  but  good  could  view. 
In  flour,  nuts,  apples,  spice,  what  was  to  rue  ? 
Then  say,  who  dares,  that  he  infringes  lent. 
Who  does  with  these  his  wasted  strength  renew. 
Or  should  be  summoned  loudly  to  repent. 
When  justice  calls  the  charge  indignant  to  resent.' 

The  pie  and  pudding  then  produced  in  court. 
All  scanned,  then  tasted,  were  well  pleased  to  find, 
So  grave  a  charge  was  passing  ofi*  in  sport. 
For  to  the  dainties  most  were  well  inclined, 
Could  demonstrate  by  arguments  refined. 
That  where  so  much  of  vegetable  good 
Appeared,  no  evil  surely  lurked  behind. 
The  mass,  in  main,  free  from  suspicion  stood, 
And  every  rat  might  lawful  eat  much  as  he  would. 


Acquitai  then  by  acdanuitkm  passed. 

And  conscience  sweetly  soothed  to  welcome  rest, 

With  no  misgiymgB  of  a  bidcBn  fiuit, 

The  sly  community  with  plenty  blest. 

Put  their  capacity  to  anqde  test, 

And  till  the  mouser  of  the  citadel 

Their  peace  and  life  did  wofiilly  molest, 

No  question  <m  mixed  substances  befel, 

But  in  unuTT  most  thought  all  must  be  weU. 

So  oft  it  fares  among  a  nobler  race. 

When  moral  questions  to  an  issue  tend, 

The  crust  and  currants  with  deceitful  &ce, 

To  other  matters  veils  and  mantles  lend. 

Till  reasonr-judgment  to  delusion  bend, 

And  what  is  liked,  or  politic,  is  made 

By  sophism  justifiable  in  end. 

For  when  did  one  in  fondest  wish  gainsayed, 

Lack  fair  pretexts  and  store  of  arguments  arrayed. 

Most  at  the  mass  of  any  subject  glance, 

And  nought  for  pinciples  recondite  care, 

TJtilitt  and  policy  advance 

Their  sophistries,  and  show  externals  fair. 

But  let  true  virtue  of  their  arts  beware  ; 

Appeal  to  &ct,  and  truth's  eternal  laws 

Which  will  no  mixture  of  false  compounds  spare, 

And  searching  deep,  trace  matters  to  their  cause. 

Unchecked  by  cobweb  curtains  hung  on  flimsy  straws. 
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THB    RETURN. 

Speeding  onward  o'er  the  sea, 
To  my  own  dear  natiye  land. 

Who,  (Ai,  who,  will  welcome  me  ? 
When  once  more  I  press  the  strand 

I  Htde  thought  again  to  see, 

T31,  sjmt  winged,  I  mounted  free. 

On  my  labor  and  my  zeal, 

All  the  prime  of  manhood's  years. 
They  have  set  condemning  seal, 

Since  no  harvest  yet  appears. 
Where  seed-time,  bound  by  winter  stiD, 
Delays  the  hand  of  hope  to  fill. 

Yes,  they've  summoned  me  away 
From  my  own  adopted  land ! 

Yet  for  her  I  still  will  pray. 
Help  and  light  from  Heaven  demand 

In  Jesus'  name,  that  realm  to  bless. 

And  rain  there  richly  righteousness. 

Who  will  meet  me  with  a  smile  ? 

Are  there  none  ? — ah  yes,  a  few. 
Free  from  dark  suspicion's  guUe, 

Who  will  feel  I  come  as  true 
As  I  departed,  when  applause 
Murmured  some  favor  on  my  cause. 

Native  land  !  ah,  wilt  thou  be 
Frowning  stepdame  to  thy  son. 
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When  he  now  returns  to  thee  ? 

If  no  laurels  he  has  won, 
His  own  dear  people  shall  he  fibad, 
Than  Turk  or  Persian^  more  unkind. 


Shall  I  on  m j  nsdye  shore 
Feel  more  dreary  and  foriom, 

Than  when  wand'ring  Persia  o'er, 
Meet  more  scepticism  and  scorn  7 

Oh,  let  me  not  ihere,  long  to  fly 

To  eastern  lands,  to  live  and  die ! 


CHAPTER    III. 


SICK-BED,   ELEGIES.   FAREWELLS. 


k^>^«^h^iA^^^^»^M^h^^l^ 


THE    SICI-BED. 

The  Sick-beb  I  ah,  a  melancholy  theme ! 
Away !  youth,  health  and  beauty  fair,  I  deem 
Too  lovely  far,  to  taste  the  tainted  breath 
Of  darkened  rooms  those  fit  resorts  for  death. 
The  joyous  lark  that  mounts  the  brilliant  sky, 
From  woe  and  gloom  is  not  more  firee  than  I. 
Away,  dun  shades,  the  youthful  summer  smiles, 
And  spicy  zephyrs  fan  the  yerdant  isles, 
The  waters  gleam  beneath  the  parting  oar, 
Or  break  in  murmurs  on  the  pebbly  shore  ; 
Their  gayest  dress  the  lovely  gardens  wear, 
0  let  me  pass  the  beauteous  morning  there. 
Ill  pluck  the  flowers  nor  think  they  e'er  will  fade. 
And  drink  their  sweetness  in  the  bahny  shade : 
Ko,  death  will  haunt  me  venturing  there  done, 
Afid  every  breeze  seem  btirdened  with  a  moan. 
My  ehamber  darkens,  and  forboding  fear 
Paints  an  the  sadness  of  a  &ck-bed  here. 
Away  the  thing !  and  let  me  instant  lly 
^  fi^ends  OS  bvoyaai  aiMl  as  blithe  aa  I ; 
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We'll  laugh  away  the  gloomy  tyrant's  froim, 
And  weave  fresh  garlands  future  hopes  to  crown. 
Sweet  life  extends  indefinitely  long, 
We'll  cheer  its  moments  with  our  gayest  song. 
Sure  gloomy  death  will  never  be  so  rude. 
As  on  our  youth  and  pleasures  to  intrude, 
Kor  will  he  send  his  harbinger,  disease, 
To  blanch  and  wither  features  fair  as  these. 
Too  fair  methinks  to  suit  with  wonted  bloom ! 
Ah,  paleness  gathers  and  portends  the  tomb. 
And  will  this  form  so  graceful  ever  lie 
Upon  a  sick-bed?  must  this  body  die? 

0  dreadful  thought  I  cannot  drive  away 
The  palnfiil  truth  that  I  am  only  clay. 
And  is  it  so  ?     I  fear,  yet  disbelieve : 
Can  beauty  fade  ?  and  will  my  spirit  leave 
This  heaving  bosom  for  some  land  unknown  ? 
And  shall  I  there  the  conscious  spirit  own  ? 
And  drink  of  joy,  or  taste  tiie  cup  of  woe, 
While  endless  years  in  ceaseless  current  flow. 
How  can  it  be  !  though  others  may  be  laid 
Beneath  the  cypress  or  the  willow's  shade, 

1  cannot  feel,  0  no,  it  cannot  be. 

The  shroud,  the  grave,  the  coflSn  are  for  me. 
0  frightful  names  !  they  deepen  my  despair, 
How  shall  I  'scape  them,  how  for  them  prepare. 

Invited  now  to  call  and  pass  an  hour 
Where  death  is  must'ring  all  his  dreaded  power, 
My  trembling  heart  is  filled  with  dire  alarm, 
Which  all  my  efforts  £ul  me  to  disarm. 
Could  I  the  sick-bed  anxiously  attend  ? 
Though  lingered  there  my  dearest  earthly  friend ; 
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Mj  aiok'ning  heart  more  aid  would  soon  demand. 
Than  e'er  was  rendered  by  this  lilly  hand. 
But  peace,  'tis  said,  around  this  sick-bed  smiles. 
And  hope  and  joy  the  ling'ring  pain  beguiles, 
While  Heaven  imparts  a  rapture  sweet,  divine, — 

0  that  such  peace  and  pleasure  now  were  mine. 
I'll  scan  the  sick-bed,  and  if  Christian  faith 
Can  arm  the  soul  to  triumph  over  death, 

Be  that  my  trust,  and  heaven  my  future  aim. 

Whoe'er  opposes  or  reviles  my  name. 

If  pass  I  must  in  melancholy  gloom, 

In  pensive  sadness  to  the  doleful  tomb. 

If  never  more  a  solitary  ray 

Of  pleasure  must  around  these  features  play. 

If  dull  religion,  that  I  still  despise. 

The  only  pathway  opens  to  the  skies, 

1  still  will  seek  it,  or  now  think  I  will. 
Ere  death  shaU  come  his  message  to  fulfil. 

But  see  I'm  there,  the  gloomy  shutters  close 
And  shade  the  sick-bed  burdened  long  with  woeck 
So  sad  without,  within  what  must  it  be  ! 
My  soul  is  sick  and  urges  me  to  flee. 
To  pass  the  sick-bed  and  its  anguish  by. 
And  now  resolve  that  I  will  never  die  ; 
Or  if  I  must  from  life- be  snatched  away,. 
Resolve  no  thought  sh&Il  antedate  the  day,. 
No  mournful  pageant  shall  disturb  my  joy. 
No  fisdl  of  others  e'er  my  hopes  destroy, — 
That  pleasure  still  shall  my  companion  be. 
Forever  shunnmg  aught  like  misery. 
Alas,  I  cannot ;  dearest  ones  may  die. 
Then  where  for  pleasure  could  my  spirit  fly. 

13 
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What  torture  now  my  fritted  soal  inradeB ! 
Despair  impels  me  to  these  dolefdl  shades ; 
But  let  me  not  b j  word  or  look  betray 
Wbafc  fear  and  anguish  on  my  boflom  prey. 

0  welcome  here,  kind  sympathmng  friend. 
May  health  and  joy  long  years  on  you  attend. 
And  when  you  must  upon  a  sick-bed  lie, 
May  you  be  happy  and  prepared  to  die. 
As  this  dear  one  whom  you  will  now  behold 
Just  this  side  heaven  whose  golden  gates  unfold. 
And  on  the  sick-bed  light  and  rapture  pour, 
In  which  the  soul  rejoicing  longs  to  soar, 
And  struggles  hard  to  break  from  earth  away, 
And  dwell  forever  in  celestial  day ; 
A  robe,  a  crown,  a  kingdom  to  assume. 
And  reign  with  Jesus  in  immortal  bloom. 
But  hush  the  voice,  and  softly  follow  me. 
Be  calm  and  gentle  as  mth  infancy. 
For  so  attenuate  is  the  thread  tibat  holds 
The  panting  spirit  in  its  loos'ning  folds, 
A  breath  might  burst  it,  and  the  soul  so  dear, 
No  longer  cheer  us  by  its  presence  here. 
While  yet  this  treasure  to  retain  'tis  given. 
We  seem  to  hold  free  intercourse  with  heaven. 
And  learn  the  songs  the  ransomed  edng  above, 
And  share  the  raptures  of  immortal  love. 
Here  the  blest  Lord,  the  glorious  King  appears, 
To  wipe  away  His  loved  disciple's  tears. 
And  pour  the  bahn  of  sympaliiy  divine. 
In  that  dear  bosom  happy  to  resign 
Its  wounds  and  cares  to  EGs  soft  healing  hand. 
And  wait  obedient  His  supreme  command. 


147 

Sileiit  and  slow  halfway  the  door  unfidds, 
lif^t  pMBmg  in,  the  yisitaiit  beholds 
The  enrtamed  nck*bed  with  a  throbbing  heart. 
And  &in  wonld  torn  and  instantly  depart. 
A  softened  shade  deeps  sweetly  in  the  room, 
Whioh  seems  at  first  a  melancholy  gloom, 
But  soon  fimiiliar  as  th'  embowering  grore, 
Where  youth  and  beauty  oft  deHght  to  rore. 
Approach  the  sick-bed,  and  in  silence  view 
That  fiided  fonn  though  blooming  once  like  you ; 
No  frightful  scene  the  parted  curtains  show. 
If  death  is  near,  yet  distant  &r  is  woe. 
She  sleeps :  how  wan  her  features,  0  how  pale  ! 
Soon  all  her  vital  energies  must  fail. 
IMsease  and  pain  have  long  been  busy  here. 
And  see  they  force  the  silent  trickling  tear. 
That  strays  along  her  palUd  cheek  and  calls 
For  some  kind  hand  to  dry  it  ere  it  &lls ; 
That  moumfial  ogn  the  only  proof  appears. 
That  still  she  lingers  in  this  vale  of  tears; 
So  hushed  and  fixed  is  all  the  magic  play 
That  healthful  features  e'en  in  sleep  display. 
The  grace  that  once  sat  smiling  on  her  brow, 
The  blooming  cheek — alas,  where  are  they  now ! 
Where  fled  the  crimson  that  so  brightly  shone 
On  lips  whose  smile  'twas  happiness  to  own. 
The  weary  lids  that  seem  too  weak  to  close, 
So  sunk  and  sallow,  just  their  orbs  disclose  ; 
Where  gone  the  light  and  beauty  of  the  eye 
That  sparkled  once  like  diamonds  of  the  sky. 
The  glossy  ringlets  that  in  simple  braid 
Gave  charm  to  beauty  by  their  magjic  shade, 
Are  now  concealed,  or  straying  just  appear, 
A  mournful  proof  what  weakness  triumphs  here. 
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No  fiiendlj  hand  may  now  from  day  to  day 
Attend  those  locks  and  smooth  in  order  lay, 
Such  care  were  rashness,  when  with  anxious  dread 
We  rare  and  gently  raise  the  drooping  head. 
So  sunk  and  wasted  the  poor  body  lies, 
A  human  form  scarce  seems  before  our  eyes. 

But  see  she  wakes,  and  slowly  turns  her  eye. 
Her  parting  lips  breathe  forth  a  gentle  sigjh. 
Approach,  kind  friend,  and  silent  bending  near. 
The  soft,  submissive,  sick-bed  accents  hear : 
The  Saviour's  name !  she  scarce  can  whisper  more, 
Kor  needs  bat  this  in  triumph  to  adore  ; 
This  brings  her  peace,  and  wakens  hope  and  joy 
Which  nought  below  imparts  or  can  destroy ; 
The  love  of  Christ  that  in  her  bosom  glows, 
A  bright'ning  ray  across  her  features  throws, 
Relights  her  eye  and  seems  to  chase  away 
The  pain  and  weakness  that  from  day  to  day 
Have  held  her  captive,  on  the  sick-bed  bound. 
With  pensive  shades  and  silence  spread  around. 

How  sweet  in  such  a  soft'ning  scene  to  prove 
The  strong  and  tender  sympathies  love  ; 
To  warm  her  bev'rage  to  a  nice  degree. 
And  bear  the  spoon  as  if  'twere  infancy 
We  nursed,  and  wet  those  lips,  so  parched  and  pale, 
While  looks  of  peace  and  tenderness  prevail, 
That  chastened  sweetness  soothing  to  the  mind. 
Of  love  and  sorrow  hope  and  fear  combined. 
With  gentle  hand  we  wipe  her  lips  and  brow. 
Where  perspiration  thickly  gathers  now ; 
When  close  her  eyes  we  watch  with  anxious  care. 
Short  gentle  slumbers  only  can  she  bear, 
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And  while  she  deeps,  recal  some  precious  word 
Of  soothiiig  promise  from  our  gracious  Lord. 
These  bring  her  peace,  and  help  her  to  sustain 
The  heavy  load  <^  strong  disease  and  pain. 
Full  well  He  knew  who  all  our  sickness  bore, 
Of  words  like  these  we  need  an  ample  store, 
To  cheer  the  heart  when  fiiinting  in  distress. 
And  fink  our  faith  firm  to  His  righteousness. 
Let  us,  as  slumbers  grow  too  heavy,  deep, 
Now  touch  her  hand  to  waken  her  from  sleep. 
And  whisper  with  a  chastened  smile  the  word, 
Which  troubled  Zion  once  with  rapture  heard : 
^^  0  fear  thou  not,  for  I  am  with  thee  here, 
Be  not  dismayed,  for  I  thy  God  am  near, 
Thee  will  I  strengthen,  to  thee  help  impart 
To  soothe  and  cheer  thy  long  afflicted  heart. 
Thou  canst  not  fell  since  my  almighty  hand 
With  strength  divine  enables  thee  to  stand." 

A  look  of  patience,  hope,  and  trust  repfiee, 
How  sweet  that  word ;  then  close  agiyn  her  eyes, 
And  while  she  sleeps,  the  youthful  lady,  fair. 
Rises  to  leave,  with  disconcerted  air  ; 
Silent  she  bows,  and  hastens  from  the  room, 
To  fr-ee  her  sprit  of  increasing  gloom, 
Now  breathes  at  ease,  for  in  her  mind  had  lain 
Such  heavy  thoughts  her  bosom  heaved  with  pain. 
And  shorter  breath  she  near  the  sick-bed  drew. 
Than  her  just  biddmg  mortal  life  adieu. 
The  day  still  shines  majestic  and  serene, 
And  fr'agrant  zephyrs  through  the  foliage  green 
Sport  and  seem  pleased  the  joyous  notes  to  sweD, 
Where  happy  warblers  all  their  pleasures  tell. 
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She  heeds  them  not,  but  to  her  chamber  hies, 

Uncheered  by  songsters  or  the  brilliaQt  skies ; 

In  mournful  silence  long  does  she  remain 

While  broken  thoughts  crowd  restless  through  her  brain; 

At  length  more  calm,  in  half  reproving  tone, 

Words  flow  to  ease  her  spirits  there  alone. 

Why  all  this  sadness  ?  wherefore  so  dismayed  ? 
With  frightful  woe  the  sick-bed's  not  arrayed, 
A  calmer  scene  ne'er  met  a  mortal  eye, 
So  peaceful  all,  then  wherefore  should  I  fly  ? 
And  why  in  sorrow  Imger  out  the  day. 
As  if  to  night  would  snatch  my  life  away  ? 
Thougjh  were  I  called  to  yield  to  nature's  law, 
K  calm  and  happy  as  the  friend  I  saw 
Upon  the  sick-bed,  glad  would  I  resign 
This  false  and  fleeting,  irksome  life  of  mine. 
I  wonder  now  that  vanity  so  vain 
Could  o'er  my  heart  for  years  imperious  reign. 
Nor  I  suspect  the  shadowy  sceptre  swayed 
So  proudly  o'er  me,  and  so  meek  obeyed, 
Or  dream  the  pleasures,  leaving  each  a  sting, 
Could  aught  of  true  and  lasting  comfort  bring. 
Yet  if  I  dreamed  my  visions  oft  were  bright. 
And  hope  delusive  promised  fresh  delight 
For  future  days  that  should  unnumbered  roll. 
And  bear  their  raptures  to  my  joyous  soul. 
I  sure  was  gay,  methought  was  happy  too. 
Nor  seemed  it  tiresome  pleasure  to  pursue. 
With  fragrant  garlands  wreathed  upon  my  brow, 
Ah,  would  I  were  as  blithe  and  happy  now. 
Why  did  I  break  fair  pleasure's  magic  spell. 
And  that  sweet  dream  of  happiness  dispel. 
That  cheered  at  least,  and  kept  me  from  despair. 
Which  now,  alas,  my  hapless  soul  must  bear. 
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Would  that  the  sick-bed  I  had  nerer  seen, 

And  ne'er  beheld  that  coontenanoe  serene 

That  haonts  mj  mind,  mj  folly  seems  to  chide, 

And  paints  the  rain  of  my  darling  pride. 

I  cannot  smile,  though  nature  smiles  around, 

Nor  sing  as  wont,  thou^  music  in  each  sound 

Floats  joyously  upon  the  zephyr's  breath. 

So  sunk  my  heart  with  thoughts  of  gloomy  death. 

What  art  can  now  my  opened  vision  close 

Against  those  dread  inevitable  woes. 

That  troubled  conscience  forces  on  my  view, 

Full  in  the  path  where  pleasure  I  pursue. 

Unhappy  me !  bereft  of  joy  and  peace, 

Where  will  these  deep  and  gloomy  troubles  cease  ; 

No  more  the  world  with  flatt'ring  hopes  can  cheer 

This  aching  heart,  or  dry  the  burning  tear  ; 

Then  whither,  whither  shall  I  flee  for  aid, 

y^th  sorrows  compassed  and  by  fears  dismayed. 

A  sad  resort !  the  sick-bed  yet  ag<un 

111  seek,  to  ease  or  aggravate  my  pain. 

And  through  the  watches  of  the  coming  night, 

Learn  if  I  can,  to  die,  or  live  aright. 

Learn  how  sweet  peace  o'er  every  ill  can  rise. 

And  learn  the  pathway  to  the  blissful  skies. 

Meanwhile  and  through  a  summer's  lengthened  day, 
Upon  the  sick-bed  Mends  attend,  and  pray, 
With  fervent  zeal  and  sympathising  heart. 
That  to  His  child  the  Lord  would  health  impart ; 
Nor  strong  they  hope,  nor  yet  despair  to  see 
Their  prayers  prevail,  and  death  and  sickness  flee. 
If  hours  more  joyous  e'er  to  them  were  known, 
Yet  pity,  peace  and  rapture  so  were  thrown 
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Around  the  sick-bed,  that  'twas  sweet  to  stay, 

And  there  think  o'er  the  promises  and  praj. 

How  oft  would  joy  steal  through  the  trembling  breast, 

At  some  glad  word  to  fiiinting  souls  addressed, 

So  firesh  it  seemed  beside  the  sick-bed  used, 

Though  years  on  years  unnumbered  times  perused ; 

And  every  page  a  promise  now  could  yield, 

By  health  unnoticed,  lying  thus  concealed. 

What  Moses  wrote,  and  what  the  prophets  spoke. 

What  David  sung,  when  Zion's  harp  awoke 

So  sweet,  yet  plaintive  oft,  beneath  his  hand. 

And  what  the  Saviour  to  His  chosen  band 

Addressed  in  love,  what  His  Apostles  drew. 

All  seemed  to  have  the  sick-bed  still  in  view ; 

Peace,  comfort,  light  upon  it  still  they  shed. 

Grim  death  disarming  of  his  sting  and  dread, 

And  opening  up  a  vista  to  the  skies. 

With  prospect  &ir  of  bloonung  paradise. 

Sweet  blessed  home  !  long,  long  will  memory  dwdl 

Upon  those  scenes,  and  long  this  bosom  swell 

To  see  them  full  in  vivid  colors  rise, 

And  slowly  pass  before  my  eager  eyes. 

There's  nought  repulsive,  nought  that  wakes  alarm, 

Deep  sorrow  e'en  those  scenes  might  well  disarm. 

And  through  the  breast  a  cheerful  spirit  breathe, 

And  hope's  fresh  chaplets  round  the  temples  wreathe. 

Beside  the  grave  oft  fisurer  flowers  grow, 

Than  health's  hi^  hills  or  blooming  vallies  know, 

Yet  mortals  fear  to  tread  the  hallowed  ground, 

Though  peace  and  firagrance  spread  their  charms  around  ; 

Far  off  survey  with  transient  glance  the  scene, 

And  fSuicy  death  in  most  terrific  mein 

His  ruthless  dart  is  shaking  o'er  tiie  dust, 

He  fidthful  caskets  as  a  precious  trust. 
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The  ChriBtian's  grave  is  free  from  all  despair, 

Death's  fiercest  terrors  have  no  power  there, 

But  so  serene  an  angel  pleased  might  stay. 

And  there  attune  some  sweet  and  heavenly  lay, 

Or  echo  still  in  his  celestial  tongue, 

The  victor  notes  the  dying  Christian  sung, 

And  hymn  the  grace  that  opened  from  the  tomb, 

Triumphal  passage  to  immortal  bloom. 

Yes,  would  I  pass  an  hour  of  tranquil  joy, 

Where  disappointment  never  could  annoy. 

Nor  gloom  e'er  come,  nor  sorrow's  troubled  wave, 

The  spot  should  be  a  holy  Christian's  grave. 

The  hearth  of  peace  and  hall  of  gayest  mirth. 

The  sacred  temple,  every  place  on  earth 

Is  yet  exposed  to  many  a  bitter  woe. 

Save  Uiis  alone,  here  e'en  the  tears  that  flow 

For  good  ones  gone,  sweet  pleasures  now  become. 

And  fiall  o'er  smiles  upon  the  hallowed  tomb. 

This  heart  was  ne'er  dark  melancholy's  home. 

Nor  oft  for  comfort  was  compelled  to  roam, 

Yet  were  it  forth  for  peace  and  pleasure  driven, 

Where  should  it  seek  them  ? — ^where  but  nearest  heaven. 

The  day  declines  and  round  the  Bick4)ed  spreads. 
As  oft  before,  its  pensive  deep'ning  shades  ; 
Silence  attends,  so  hushed  one  seems  to  hear 
His  own  thoughts  murm'ring  in  his  list'ning  ear. 
And  almost  fears  lest  fancy's  visions  rouse 
The  quiet  sleeper  from  her  short  repose. 
Come,  view  the  sick-bed  at  this  solemn  hour. 
And  estimate  religion's  worth  and  power : 
Think  of  that  long,  long  dreamless  night, 
That  soon  will  close  upon  your  mortal  mght. 
The  night  that  lasts  till  time  himself  expires. 
Then  to  be  lighted  by  the  judgment  fires. 
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The  watcUamp  eomes  to  ahed  its  feeble  ray. 
And  driye  deep  darkness  from  the  scene  away, 
Yet  firom  the  sick-bed  screened  with  anxious  care, 
Too  weak  her  eyes  the  flickering  light  to  bear. 
With  solemn  stillness  each  arrangement's  made, 
And  fixed  attention  on  the  sick-bed  paid  ; 
What  love  may  prompt,  what  practiced  skill  direct, 
Is  faithful  done,  affection  can't  neglect 
The  darling  object  of  its  fond  desire. 
So  Mat  and  helpless,  ready  to  expire. 

The  watch  is  set,  to  guard  the  sick  with  care. 
And  she,  the  morning  visitant,  is  there. 
With  anxious  thought  imprinted  on  her  brow. 
Unwilling  yet  conviction  to  allow. 
Death  she  would  face  ;  but  ah,  prevailing  fears. 
Betrayed  by  paleness  and  reluctant  tears. 
Disclose  the  secret  of  a  burdened  heart. 
More  burdened  still  by  ill  concealing  art. 
They  watch,  but  why  ? — expecting  dire  alarms 
From  midnight  robbers,  or  a  host  in  arms  ? 
No ;  ill  prepared  to  meet  a  mortal  foe. 
Yet  calmly  waiting  for  the  fatal  blow. 
Needs  there  no  courage  guarding  such  a  post  ? 
Bring  now  the  hero  whose  exulting  boast 
Proclaims  his  deeds  on  many  a  hard  fought  field. 
Who  SCO&  at  danger  and  disdains  to  yield 
To  any  foe,  or  aught  that  bears  the  name, 
Whose  bold  achievements  fill  the  trump  of  fame, 
Who  has  grim  death  a  thousand  times  defied, — 
Bid  him  stand  sentry  by  the  sick-bed's  side. 
Why  does  his  pride  and  wonted  courage  &il  ? 
Alas,  his  panoply  is  here  of  no  avail : 
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Bat  can  he  not  with  bold  unffiwching  heart 
Meet  death's  inviaible  and  &tal  dart, 
And  in  a  chamber  &ice  the  gloomy  king, 
Where  lonely  ailence  spreads  her  sable  wing  ? 
Or  only  brave  where  martial  notes  inspire, 
And  shouting  hosts  his  prowess  may  admire  ; 
Where  gory  gariands  shall  the  conq'ror  crown, 
Where  pealing  thunders  all  reflection  drown : 
Here  coward  spirits  may  be  mad  not  brave. 
While  smoke  and  dust  conceal  the  threatening  grave, 
But  calm  to  sit  beside  the  open  tomb, 
And  wait  the  issue  of  approaching  doom, 
Requires  a  soul  not  merely  nerved  to  wield, 
A  dripping  falchion  on  a  doubtful  field. 

In  peacefoll  stillness  now  the  evening  glides. 
While  o'er  the  sick-bed  tender  care  presides. 
Oft  wets  tiie  lip,  and  strives  the  soul  to  cheer. 
By  soothing  words  dropped  in  the  listening  ear. 
Sweet  consolations  firom  the  sacred  page. 
Which  health  and  sickness,  youth  and  tott'ring  age 
Still  find  abundant,  ever  firesh  and  firee. 
Stamped  with  the  seal  of  holy  Deity. 
How  dire  their  want  who  on  a  sick-bed  laid. 
And  life  declining  in  the  pensive  shade, 
No  revelation  soothing  present  pain, 
And  glancing  far  beyond  death's  ^oomy  reign 
Can  call  their  own ;  alas,  for  them  revealed 
A  fearfol  doom  with  sevennfold  vengeance  sealed. 
A  Ood  despised  in  awfiil  justice  leaves 
To  black  despair,  or  baseless  hope  deceives 
Their  guilty  souls,  till  endless  ruin  rise. 
And  horrors  flash  on  their  late  opened  eyes. 
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0  holy  faiiih,  that  links  us  to  the  throne 
Of  God  eternal,  who  delights  to  own 
And  bless  the  souls  that  on  Bis  word  rely, 
And  to  His  grace  in  every  trial  fly. 
What  faith  has  done  the  great  Apostle  knew, 
What  time  his  hand  those  shining  portraits  drew, 
The  wav'ring  Hebrew  to  confirm  and  cheer. 
Nor  less  important  to  ourselves  appear. 
Faith  leads  death  captive,  makes  his  dart  the  key 
That  opes  the  gates  of  blest  eternity ; 
And  though  herself  may  never  pass  the  line 
That  severs  mortals  from  a  world  divine. 
She  leads  the  soul  up  to  the  verge  of  light. 
Points  on,  and  says, — Here  faith  is  changed  to  si^t. 

But  cares  more  anxious  round  the  sick-bed  rise. 
As  night  approaches  her  meridian  skies  ; 
And  in  this  still,  most  solemn,  awful  hour. 
Stem  deatii  prepares  to  exercise  his  power. 
Not  as  a  foe,  but  as  an  urgent  friend 
Resolved  his  neighbor  far  away  to  send 
To  some  famed  better  country,  happier  shore, 
Where  rising  troubles  would  assail  no  more. 
The  patient  suff 'rer  sunk  in  slumber  lies. 
The  leaden  hand  too  long  has  pressed  her  eyes  ; 
like  some  fair  flower  plucked  at  the  opening  day, 
Left  in  the  sun  to  wilt  and  fade  away. 
Whose  fragrance  sickens,  of  whose  form  and  grace, 
The  glowing  beams  have  scarcely  left  a  trace. 
Whose  wilted  stem  a  flexile  line  appears, 
Ere  yet  the  sun  to  rigid  dryness  sears. 
Whose  drooping  head  lies  dusty  on  the  ground. 
No  more  to  be  with  dewy  brilliants  crowned. 
Thus  mortal  nature  here  exhausted  lies, 
Ye  fior  and  strong,  mark  well,  and  now  be  wise. 
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She  wakeB :  but  ah,  in  agonizmg  pain. 

From  sharp  prescriplioiis  which  were  used  in  vain ; 

Wiih  haetj  hand  we  striye  relief  to  bring, 

Unbind,  remove  the  cause  of  soffisring. 

But  ere  ihe  task  our  careM  lore  fulfils, 

Her  riang  voice  our  startled  bosom  thrills ; 

^  0  do  not  stay  me !  0  let  me  go  home ! ' 

We  soothe,  nor  yet  believe  her  hour  is  come, 

We  will  not,  no,  we  must  not  let  her  go. 

And  strive  to  ward  the  long  impending  blow. 

The  wasted  form,  pale  cheek,  and  helpless  hand, 

Familiar  grown,  we  hope  may  yet  withstand 

The  arm  of  death,  and  rise  to  strength  and  bloom, 

Defering  long  th'  inevitable  doom. 

But  new  sensations  which  within  her  rise, 

Of  life  assembling  its  last  ener^es, 

Monition  g^ve  of  change  approaching  near. 

And  clammy  death-dews  o'er  her  now  appear. 

Beside  the  sick-bed  one  had  still  been  found, 
While  night's  pale  queen  had  run  her  monthly  round. 
With  tireless  love  and  christian  grace  combined. 
To  nurse  the  body  and  refresh  Ihe  mind ; 
Now  late  retired,  some  short  repose  to  gain. 
That  wearied  nature  may  the  cares  sustain 
Of  anxious  love,  and  duties  multiplied. 
Since  his  kind  helpmeet  sickened  at  his  side. 
And  who  was  he,  so  dear  to  her  who  lay 
Just  on  the  verge  of  everlasting  day  ? 
Companion,  fiiend,  and  husband  was  his  name. 
Their  hearts  united,  glowed  with  mutual  flame. 
For  rolling  seasons  fraught  with  sympathies. 
Had  bound  their  souls  in  strong  and  tender  ties, 
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Wbich  nought  but  deatii  could  sever  here  below. 
And  love  immortal  from  the  &tal  blow 
Would  blissful  spriikg,  in  growing  raptures  rifle. 
At  their  reunion  in  the  happy  sMes. 
Now  palsying  chills  invade  her  wasted  frame, 
In  tenderness  she  breathes  her  husband's  name, 
Desires  him  called  to  bid  the  last  adieu 
Of  mutual  love  in  life  and  death  so  true. 
They  calmly  meet,  yet  what  emotion  thrills 
Each  softened  spirit  and  each  bosom  fills, 
We  yet  may  know,  though  none  can  ever  tell 
The  minted  currents  of  the  last  fiurewell. 
Still  o'er  the  side-bed  hope,  with  feeble  ray, 
Essays  to  drive  the  gath'ring  shades  away. 
That  faithful  star  that  never  quits  our  skies, 
Tm  death  forever  seals  the  si^tless  eyes. 
Gold  are  her  hands,  and  o'er  her  more  profuse 
Appear  death's  chilly,  clammy,  dreaded  dews ; 
^  Sure  now  I'm  going ! '  faltered  from  her  tongue, 
And  every  heart  with  parting  anguish  wrung. 
The  husband's  heart  the  deepest  sorrow  feels, 
And  all  its  thrilling  tenderness  reveals. 
When  for  her  sake  with  dying  emphasis 
She  bade  him  train  their  infrmt  son  for  bliss, 
Bemember  every  wish,  and  vow,  and  prayer. 
That  consecrated  this  their  only  heir, 
Whose  very  name  should  on  their  minds  record, 
Those  tender  hours  they  asked  him  of  the  Lord. 
The  melting  scene  till  now  he  had  withstood, 
This  bows  his  head  to  rain  tixe  briny  flood 
Of  rising  griefs  that  swell  his  heart  with  woe, 
Which  burst  tiieir  bounds  and  like  a  torrent  flow ; 
While  desolation  makes  his  soul  a  prey, 
Ere  his  loved  partner  is  quite  borne  away. 
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Mj  dearest  wife,  who  then  irill  ooidbii  me, 
Reft  of  your  counsel,  love,  society  ? 
Where  shall  I  rest  this  weaiy,  aching  head, 
When  jon  are  numbered  wifli  the  silent  dead  T 
Who  then  \nD  soothe  and  cheer  my  bleeding  heart. 
And  in  each  duty  share  a  helpmeet's  part, 
0  who  with  me  will  bend  the  sappliant  knee, 
Where  none  but  Gk>d  the  sacrifice  can  see? 
Mj  own  dear  lore,  0  wait  till  I  may  go, 
Nor  leave  me  now  o'endielmed  with  lasting  woe ! 
Thus  he  in  anguish  and  aiS^ction  sighed, 
And  weeping  hnng  o'er  his  dear,  dying  bride. 
Kor  lees  her  love,  yet  peace  and  joy  Tn>in»Am 
Within  her  breast  a  cafan  and  happy  reign, 
Unwavering  faith  unbars  the  gates  of  li^t. 
And  heavenly  glories  beam  upon  her  n^ ; 
Though  husband,  chttd,  her  tend'rest  feelings  share. 
She  fain  would  rise  and  dwell  forever  ihere. 
Their  hands  are  joined  as  at  the  nuptial  shrine. 
As  if  the  stroke  should  rivet  bonds  divine ; 
He  on  her  piQow  hides  his  weeping  eyes, 
While  every  heart  o'erflows  with  sympathies. 
Her  strength  is  rallied  for  the  parting  scene. 
And  reason's  lamp  shines  steady  and  serene ; 
And  while  her  soul  in  rapt'rous  triumph  soars, 
In  softest  tones  she  consolation  pours 
Into  the  bosom  of  her  partner  dear. 
And  sweetiy  strives  his  bursting  heart  to  cheer. 

Kind,  dearest  husband,  tiiough  I'm  called  away, 
Tet  with  you  Jesus  will  forever  stay, 
To  cheer  the  remnant  of  your  days  below. 
And  grant  you  joys  no  mortal  can  bestow. 
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Still  love  and  trust  Sm,  on  His  bosom  rest 
Your  drooping  head,  and  He  will  make  yon  blest, 
Blest  in  each  duty,  even  blest  in  pain. 
And,  dearest  husband,  we  shall  meet  again, 

0  yes,  we  shall !  there,  there  we  meet  on  high, 
No  more  to  part,  no  more  to  grieve  or  die  ! 
Fve  truly  loved,  yet  never  loved  you  more 
Than  at  this  moment,  while  I  wait  to  soar 

To  my  blest  Saviour  whom  beyond  compare, 

1  love,  adore,  and  now  His  favor  share. 

0  He  is  with  me,  near  me  long  has  stood, 
His  loving  kindness  0  how  great,  how  good ! 
Thou^  so  unworthy,  still  His  grace  upholds. 
And  to  His  bosom  my  poor  spirit  folds. 
And  now  assures  me  of  a  crown  above, 
Of  EQs  ineffibble,  eternal  love  : 
0  give  Him  glory,  triumph,  and  adore, 
Tes,  Christ  is  mine,  I'm  His  forevermore ! 

While  praises  flowed  in  rapture  jBrom  her  tongue. 
It  seemed  as  if  some  heavenly  spirit  sung. 
And  light  celestial  in  her  features  shone. 
With  graces  sweet  that  health  had  never  known. 
0  there  are  charms  about  a  dying  bed, 
Where  faith  and  hope  their  influences  shed. 
Where  peace  and  joy,  twin  sisters  from  above. 
Descend  to  prove  their  offices  of  love. 
And  chase  the  gloom  of  parting  scenes  away. 
By  bright'ning  visions  of  immortal  day. 
But  not  alone  within  her  bosom  rise. 
The  tender  yearnings  of  connubial  ties. 
Maternal  care  dwells  on  her  darling  boy. 
Pledge  of  their  love,  their  earthly  pride  and  joy. 
Long  weary  days  and  painful  nights  had  passed. 
Since  she  beheld  her  tender  infant  last. 
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And  most  die  now  a  dying  bletaing  leave. 
Nor  fondly  more  inio  her  ams  rec^re 
The  precious  object  of  her  chief  concern. 
For  whom  her  fe^ngs  strongly  plead  and  yearn  ? 
It  is  her  dioiee ;  periu^  the  peace  she  feds 
AGght  be  disturbed  by  nature's  atnmg  appeals ; 
Bnt  0  ihe  charge,  the  dying  charge  she  gave, 
While  yet  she  lingered  by  the  open  graye, 
To  train  her  son  to  We  and  serve  the  Lord^ 
And  keep,  and  tmat  His  graeioiMi,  h<dy  word. 

And  now  at  length  her  rallied  strength  declines, 
Tet  still  her  face  with  hearty  radiance  shines. 
And  sweet  the  words  that  in  alfection  feH 
To  comfort  him  she  dying  loved  so  well. 
^  For  you  this  parting  sorrowful  must  be, 
But  0  how  blest,  how  glorious  for  me ! 
Press  closer,  dear,  and  kiss  me  now  once  more ! ' 
And — ^  one  for  my  dear  babe ! ' — these  pledgee  o'er, 
The  simple,  full,  affectionate  ^  Gk)od  bye ! ' 
She  sweetly  breathes,  prepared  to  mount  on  high. 
Then  to  the  sick-bed  all  in  order  more, 
Exchange  farewells,  with  pledged  and  heartfelt  lore. 
The  partings  end ;  her  charges  all  are  ^yen ; 
Tet  still  she  lingers  on  the  rerge  of  heaven, 
Becounts  the  love  and  pnuses  of  the  Lord, 
And  glories  iu  His  never-fiiiling  word ; 
That  gracious  promise  which  in  deaA  can  cheer. 
Impart  fresh  joy  and  bsoish  every  fear. 
^^  When  through  deep  waters  thou  art  called  to  go. 
The  roaring  torrents  ne'er  shall  overflow. 
For  I  am  with  diee,  and  though  flames  oppose, 
Unhurt  I'll  bear  thee  through  thy  varied  woes." 
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These  precious  words,  how  full  of  love  they  seem, 
To  her  just  entering  cold  Jordan's  stream, 
Who  long  had  felt  tiie  fiery  litge  of  pain, 
Yet  would  not  of  the  chastening  complain ; 
Her  trust  was  God,  through  His  supporting  grace, 
She  still  could  acquiesce,  adore  and  praise. 

Now  stronger  pangs  her  feeble  firame  assail, 
And  Cast  her  strength  and  panting  spirit  tail ; 
We  raise  the  curtains  and  ouirselyes  more  firee 
Inhale  the  air,  for  deep  anxiety 
Oppressed  our  bosoms  with  such  pond'rous  weight, 
We  seemed  to  share  our  dying  sister's  fate ; 
But  dread  suspense  with  hope  at  length  is  o'er, 
We  bow  submissiye  and  our  Gt)d  adore. 
Soft  be  the  whisper,  calm  and  still  tiie  room. 
Where  fiiithful  Christians  meet  th'  appointed  doom ; 
No  phrenzied  look,  no  act  of  madness  there. 
No  loud  lament,  no  shade  of  black  despair ; 
Serene  and  peaceful  as  the  orbs  of  light 
That  glitter  round  the  passing  queen  of  night. 

Still  death  delays  to  strike  th'  uplifted  blow. 
She  &in  would  join  once  more  in  prayer  below, 
The  last,  last  prayer  ere  praise  eternal  springs, 
And  alleluias  her  blest  spirit  sings. 
How  solemn,  grand,  and  awful  is  the  scene. 
Where  heaven  and  earth  blend  in  one  view  serene, 
Where  all  the  tides  of  joy  and  sorrow  meet, 
And  mingling  flow  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 
What  mixed  emotions  every  bosom  feels, 
As  round  the  sick-bed  each  in  order  kneels. 
While  one  beloved,  the  senior  of  our  band. 
To  Heaven  lifts  up  the  suppliant  voice  and  hand. 
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Affecting,  humble,  feirent  was  the  prayer, 

That  God  would  make  His  dying  child  His  care, 

In  kindest  lore  inclose  her  in  His  arms, 

Console,  and  shield  her  from  death's  rude  alarms, 

Grant  sweet  release  from  every  mortal  pain, 

Or,  if  'His  will,  restore  to  health  again. 

From  nature's  outworks  all  sensation  flies, 

life  round  the  heart  collects  its  ener^es, 

Expects,  awaits  the  near  impending  blow, 

To  burst  its  cords  and  free  forever  go. 

A  hand  unseen  restrains  the  &tal  dart, 

It  cannot  reach  the  feebly  beating  heart ; 

Attempts  increase  to  drive  grim  death  away. 

And  disappoint  him  of  expected  prey ; 

Stem  he  resists,  his  iron  grasp  is  laid 

On  mortal  clay,  shall  skill  or  force  evade 

Ks  high  commission,  and  defer  the  day. 

When  wasted  nature  must  her  tribute  pay : 

Nor  he  retreats,  nor  we  the  contest  yield. 

Since  hope  now  glimmers  on  the  doubtful  field  ; 

The  strife  redoubles,  long  and  desp'rate  waged. 

While  round  the  sick-bed  powers  unseen  engaged. 

She,  patient  suff'rer,  strongly  urged  away, 

Tet  held  by  force  and  thus  compelled  to  stay, 

Feels  all  the  fury  of  contending  powers, 

But  grace  sustains  her  in  those  trying  hours ; 

Christ  is  her  strength,  with  whom  she  long|9  to  dweD, 

And  yet  would  stay  for  those  she  loves  so  well. 

Ye,  who  tend  death-beds,  see  Ihat  ye  beware 
To  treat  the  dying  with  the  tend'rest  care  ; 
The  piercing  volatiles  that  sting  the  brain, 
When  health  and  vigor  through  the  system  reign. 
Be  banished  far,  and  every  rude  essay. 
Which  speed  the  moment  but  can  ne'er  delay. 
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No  throng  too  near,  to  quench  the  liial  air^ 
No  breath  exhaled  for  lab'ring  longs  to  share ; 
Officious  friends  occaaon  oft  more  pain, 
Than  mtUess  death  and  all  his  gloomy  train. 

Our  efforts  now  a  gracious  God  succeeds, 
And  baffled  death  rductantly  recedes^ 
The  inspiration  deeper  now  descends, 
And  bright'ning  hope  our  anxious  care  attends. 
'  0  you  have  brou^t  me  back  to  scenes  below, 
When  almost  there  !  you  will  not  let  me  go ! 
The  glorious  visions  ihat  began  to  rise 
Before  my  spirit  mounting  up  the  skies. 
Are  yelled  again,  here  still  I  must  remain, 
Oppressed  with  weakness  and  beset  with  pain ; 
0  had  I  gone,  what  glory  had  been  mine, 
To  see  my  Jesus — sing  His  praise  divine ! ' 
Her  disappointment  sighed  with  fiJt'ring  voice, 
Each  heart  inspires  to  worship  and  rejoice, 
But  chief  the  husband  with  o'erflowing  bliss 
Receives  again  his  earthly  happiness. 
On  earth  contented,  stay,  my  deajrest  love ! 
Till  both  are  summoned  to  the  courts  above, 
Why  part  we  now,  and  I  be  left  forlorn. 
Long  years  perhaps  to  wander  here  and  mourn ; 
B.emain,  my  love,  your  husband,  child,  to  bless, 
And  spread  abroad  our  Saviour's  righteousniess. 

Not  unconcerned  beside  the  sick-bed  stood 
A  christian  friend  in  calm  and  thoughtful  mood. 
His  swelling  heart,  throughout  the  thrilling  scene. 
Had  stall  maintained  a  countenance  serene, 
And  while  he  followed,  up  the  shining  way. 
The  parting  spirit  led  to  endless  day, 
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And  waiting  leaned  against  the  gates  of  light, 
TSl  she  should  pass  and  vanish  from  his  sight, 
Mid  feelings  mingled,  he  conld  scarce  suppress 
Beligious  envj  at  her  happiness. 
A  lonely  pilgrim  in  a  weary  land, 
With  toils  and  trials  girt  on  every  hand. 
Far  better  now  to  enter  heaven  his  home, 
Than  long  sad  years  mid  sm  and  sorrow  roam. 

Hb  thrillmg  spirit  oft  had  strongly  tried, 
Sut  not  a  tear  at  any  keen  &rewell, 
Kd  ever  yet  his  deep  emotions  tell ; 
Sut  when  tiie  saint  returns  to  dwell  below. 
Some  silent  drops  their  chamiels  overflow, 
While  joy  and  sympathy  his  heart  divide, 
And  strangely  ipingle  in  a  swelling  tide. 

• 
But  where  is  she  who  sick-beds  held  in  dread. 
Whose  careless  mirtii  and  flatt'ring  hopes  had  fled 
E'en  at  the  mention  of  the  gloomy  name, 
And  conscience  driven  to  attend  one  came  ? 
Now  with  the  flow  of  sjrmpathising  tears. 
For  youthful  follies  pemtence  appears  ; 
She  humbly  seeks  for  happiness  on  high. 
To  die  at  length,  the  death  the  righteous  die. 
And  wonders  much  in  grief  like  this  to  find 
More  true  delight  and  solid  peace  of  mind, 
Tbsai  mid  the  scenes  of  pleaaure's  luring  train. 
Which  only  tantalize  and  end  in  pain : 
Resolved  to  seek  her  injured  Maker's  face, 
And  sue  for  pardon  through  redeeming  grace. 
To  live  for  Christ  that  with  expiring  breath, 
She  too  may  triumph  o'er  the  grave  and  death. 
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The  shades  of  night  ftre  hasting  now  away 
Before  the  brilliant  harbinger  of  day. 
While  o'er  ilie  sick-bed  hope  with  brightening 
Worn  anxious  care  still  cheerfnllj  beguiles ; 
Once  more  at  least  the  gladsome  mom  will  rise^ 
Ere  death  forever  seals  her  languid  eyes, 
And  who  can  tell  that  mercy  will  not  spare 
Long  rolling  years  in  answer  to  onr  prayer. 


^A^^^^<»^^^i^M^^^» 


STHPATHIES    OF    SICINE88. 

How  mild  the  chastened  spirit  feels 
When  weakness  through  the  system  steals, 

Attendant  on  disease ; 
When  racking  pain  and  sickness  flee, 
And  leave  the  soul  to  sympathy, 

Whose  soothing  whispers  please. 

The  muid  is  like  the  deep  blue  sky, 
like  zephyr  seems  the  gentle  oigh, 

And  sweet  the  chastened  smile  ; 
What  new  sensations  fill  the  soul. 
And  in  a  happy  current  roll, 

And  every  ill  beguile. 

So  soft  and  sweet  the  joys  that  swell, 
One  hardly  wishes  to  be  well, 

And  lose  such  mellow  bliss. 
And  seems  prepared  to  melt  away, 
And  mingle  with  celestial  day. 

And  float  in  happiness. 
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0  fljmpathyy  how  Bweet  thj  obaims, 
Come,  £dd  sie  in  thj  genlle  anaa, 

For  on  iiho  liufi  I  lie, 
Where  pain  and  pleaaore't  emfaree  neet. 
And  where  thou  hast  a  fay'rite  seat, 

To  answer  ai^  for  Bf^ 

0  may  mj  temper  ever  be 
Like  pure  angelic  sjmpathjy 

And  e'en  in  glowing  zeid, 
May  I  be  calm  aa  noonday  mm, 
And  melt  my  foes  by  goodness  down, 

Though  cased  in  obd'rate  steel. 

When  erery  mortal  ill  is  o'er, 
And  safe  we  reach  the  happy  shore 

Where  sickness  is  unknown, 
StiU  sympathy  will  bear  a  part, 
Amid  the  raptures  of  our  heart, 

Around  th'  eternal  throne. 


TIE  LITTLE  B10TIE18'  81ATI. 

Thb  graye<tigger  leaned  on  his  spade, 
On  the  little  fresh  mound  bent  his  eye, 
Though  callous  and  careless  his  trade, 
EQs  heart  heaved  an  unbidden  sigh. 

'Twas  not  all  in  sympathy  breathed, 
And  caught  him  as  'twere  by  surprise. 
He  thought  less  how  others  were  grieved, 
Than  how  death  his  work  multiplies. 
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He  stnick  his  spade  deep  in  the  mound, 
And  said,  'Twill  be  easier  now ! 
Then  threw  np  the  unsettled  ground, 
And  brushed  the  thick  dew  from  his  brow. 

In  murmuring^  broken  by  tcnl, 
He  of  the  grim  tyrant  complained, 
Wlio  neyer  yet  satiate  with  spoil, 
The  same  cruel  warfare  maintained. 

He  said,  'Twas  but  two  days  ago, 
I  filled  up  this  grave,  but  in  vain, 
For  now  by  another  sad  blow. 
Death  tasks  me  to  open  again. 

The  short  little  coffin  he  bared, 
And  heaved  then  a  serious  sigh. 
As  close  by  its  side  he  prepared. 
For  a  coffin  still  shorter  to  lie. 

A  feeling  came  over  his  heart. 
And  filled  e'en  his  obdurate  eye. 
He  prayed  when  he  too  should  depart. 
To  follow  these  children  on  high. 

Thb  herald  of  day  had  appeared, 
Tet  silent  the  multitude  slept. 
All  hushed  was  the  chamber  endeared. 
Where  tenderness  vigil  now  kept. 

A  poor  little  sufferer  lay 
like  lilly  cast  down  on  its  bed. 
The  spirit  was  stealing  away, 
Scarce  telling  the  watcher  it  fled. 
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How  piercmg  the  tenderest  call, 
Where  slumber  is  pillowed  on  fear ; 
lig^t  footsteps !  how  hasty  they  fall, 
When  urged  by  an  object  so  dear. 

Ah,  yrbo  but  a  parent  can  tell, 
What  these  broken-hearted  then  felt ; 
How  burning  the  torrents  that  fell, 
As  by  their  loved  first-bom  they  knelt. 

Yet  Jesus,  kind  Saviour,  was  near. 

To  give  them  a  spirit  resigned, 

When  yielding  a  treasure  so  dear. 

Bound  which  their  fond  loves  were  entwined. 

They  gave  up  their  dearest  in  prayer, 
He  softly  was  wafted  away  ; 
Sweet  cherub !  how  happy,  how  fair. 
He  smiles  in  the  man^ons  of  day. 

His  q^cond  bright  summer  had  come, 
And  sweet  was  the  opening  bloom, 
But  Jesus  in  love  called  him  home, — 
Ss  body  was  laid  in  that  tomb. 

And  why  have  they  opened  it  now, 
And  widened  the  deep  little  cell  ? 
Must  parents  again  o'er  it  bow, 
With  yearnings  no  language  can  tell. 

Bereaved  and  afflicted  in  heart. 
Cast  down  by  the  sundering  stroke. 
Poor  mcfumers !  how  bitter  the  smart. 
That  wave  after  wave  on  them  broke. 

15 


170 

'Twas  only  two  monungs  ago. 
Their  William  whom  loye  could  not  stay, 
Had  left  them  to  weq^  o'er  their  woe. 
And  James  now  is  sommoned  awaj. 

Sweet  infant,  his  brother  has  come 
To  guide  his  young  spirit  above. 
He  tells  of  a  happier  home, 
Though  theirs  was  a  dwdling  of  love. 

Fond  mother !  she  clasps  to  her  breast 
The  dear  one  but  recently  given, 
Kind  &ther !  his  prayers  are  addressed 
To  our  gracious  Parent  in  heaven. 

And  sofUy  the  soul  left  its  clay, 
Ere  fervency  ended  the  prayer. 
Was  borne  by  the  seraphs  away. 
Embraces  of  Jesus  to  share. 

Tet  who  in  this  manner  bereaved. 
With  heart  in  which  tenderness  reigns. 
Would  not  in  deep  sorrow  have  grieved. 
Though  no  rebel  feding  complains. 

The  coffin  has  casketed  now, 
Its' treasure  so  precious  of  clay. 
But  o'er  it  the  fond  parents  bow, 
And  ling^  to  bear  it  away. 

0  love !  love  matemal,  how  strong ! 
She  gazes  and  weeps  on  the  face. 
Left  childless,  she  fears  'twill  be  long 
Ere  heaven  shall  renew  the  embrace. 
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The  coffins  are  laid  side  by  side, 
The  dark  £ttle  chamber  they  close ; 
But  long  ere  the  streams  iriU  be  dried, 
That  flow  from  soeh  deep  goahing  woes. 

Mid  strangers  the  lovely  ones  sleep, 
Their  parents  may  never  more  come 
To  call  up  their  image  and  weep, 
O'er  the  dust  of  their  monldering  tomb. 

Sweet  babes !  they  have  'scaped  the  alarms. 
The  cares  and  the  trials  below, 
Embraced  in  Immanuel's  arms. 
With  glory  th^  spirits  o'erflow. 

The  harps  of  the  blessed  were  strung, 
And  rapturous  praise  with  the  song, 
In  heaven's  sweetest  harmony  rung. 
Redemption  pervaded  the  throng. 

Two  spirits  half  twining  were  there. 
Who  seemed  yet  unable  to  hold 
The  harp  that  their  anthem  should  bear, 
Besplendent  with  jewels  and  gold. 

They  leaned  it  against  the  bright  throne. 
Where  Jesus  in  loveliness  reigns. 
So  sweet,  so  eztatic  its  tone. 
So  full  of  salvation  their  strains ; 

Fresh  rapture  in  glory  arose, 
The  Saviour  beholds  them  in  love  ; — 
Blest  babes,  they  left  earth  and  its  woes. 
For  bliss  in  perfection  above. 
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CORREGTIOH    OF    8ICIHS88. 

I  would  not  always  soar 

On  health's  elastic  wing^ 
Free  till  my  life  be  o'er 
From  sickness — suffering ; 
Lest  self-presumption  should  ensue, 
And  half  the  work  of  grace  undo. 

I  love  to  feel  the  pride, 

Of  this  too  haughty  soul, 
Sink  like  ^e  ebbing  tide, 
And  lose  usurped  control ; 
Would  that  its  flood  might  never  flow, 
To  drown  again  my  heart  with  woe. 

In  such  a  gentle  frame 

How  sweet  to  soar  above ! 
To  catch  seraphic  flame 
And  sing  redeeming  love ! 
Gome  sickness,  pain — ^with  grace — ^prepare 
My  soul  to  rise  and  triumph  there. 


BENEFITS    OF    SICINESS. 

Well,  let  them  boast  the  joys  of  health. 
And  tell  how  strong  they  be, 

Or  dashing  ride  the  courser  wealth. 
Still  pain  and  poverty 

Have  solaces  they  little  know 

Who  pale  to  think  of  distant  woe. 
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How  oft  has  sickness  been  my  firiead, 

And  chid  my  passians  still, 
Then  did  like  ftithfnl  nurse  attend 

To  soothe  me  to  His  ifill. 
Who  sought  to  draw  my  feet  aside 
From  fiital  precipice  of  ]fnde. 

I  look  with  pleasure  on  the  bed 

Where  I  a  prisoner  lay, 
While  ling'ring  nights  their  courses  sped, 

And  weary  rolled  the  day  ; 
Yes,  thence  my  spirit  oft  would  soar. 
The  world  of  spirits  to  explore. 

Kind  sickness  loosens  all  the  ties 

That  bind  my  soul  to  clay. 
And  while  it  struggles  hard  to  rise,— ^ 

lake  angels  soar  away, 
I  almost  see  that  better  land 
Which  spreads  so  &ir  firom  Qod's  rightland. 


DEPARTBB    HISSIONART. 

She's  gone  to  the  land  where  the  weary  find  rest, 
Where  (Sod  wipes  away  every  tear. 
Where  the  troubled  but  pious  forever  are  blest 
In  the  bosom  of  Jesus  so  dear. 

15* 
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Ah  yes,  she  has  gone !  and  we  see  her  no  more 
While  this  side  the  curtain  of  clay, 
But  death  our  sweet  union  again  will  restore 
When  we  too  are  sununoned  away. 

We'll  meet  her  again  in  the  re^ons  above. 
No  more  to  be  parted  or  sigh, 
In  transports  of  joy,  in  the  bosom  of  love, 
Where  rapture  and  praise  never  die. 

Her  path  down  the  valley  was  rugged  and  steep. 
But  she  leaned  on  a  Helper  divine, 
Who  smoothed  death's  dark  river,  cold,  ruffled  and  deep, 
Gnu  heaven  mirrored  in  it  did  shine. 

And  there  with  affection  so  ardent  and  true. 
She  bade  her  loved  husband  £BureweU, 
And  gave  her  dear  babes  a  fond  mother's  adieu 
With  yearnings  no  language  can  tell. 

If  heart-prayers  ascend  like  swift  angels  the  skies, 
And  bring  down  sweet  mercies  like  rain, 
The  prayers  of  a  mother  poured  forth  as  she  dies. 
Will  never  wing  upward  in  vain. 

Through  faith  in  her  Lord  she  walked  firm  o'er  the  stream, 

And  vanished  firom  mortals  away ; 

Yet  still  on  her  course  we  see  radiance  gleam 

From  the  portals  of  infinite  day. 
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PARTING. 

FoBGET  me  not,  my  sincere  friend, 
While  sailing  o'er  life's  ocean, 
A  prayer  to  heaven  will  you  not  send, 
For  me  in  your  devotion? 

Perhaps  no  more  on  earth  we  meet, 
Each  other's  spirit  cheering, 
Sy  interchange  of  converse  sweet, 
With  youthful  friends  appearing. 

But  should  we  not — 0  may  we  meet^ 
Where  life's  pure  stream  is  flowing, 
And  walk  its  holy,  happy  street, 
Where  trees  of  life  are  growing. 


LBAVIN6    8AVANRAI,    fiA. 

My  fiuse  at  length  is  homeward  set, 
The  steamer  speeds  her  way ; 
But  scenes  I  leave,  I  can't  forget, 
Nor  would  I  if  I  may. 

> 
Savamiah !  I  have  prayed  for  thee 

With  full  a  fervent  heart, 

Not  that  thou  hast  been  kind  to  me. 

Not  that  we  now  must  part : 
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Sat  for  thine  OTm,  for  Jesus'  sake, 

0  may  He  hear  my  prayer, 
And  every  soul  in  thee  awake 
Bis  saving  grace  to  share. 

Farewell,  ye  Georgia  shores,  ftreweH ! 

1  ne'er  may  see  you  more ; 

May  peace  and  pure  religion  dwell 
With  you  till  time  is  o'er. 


APPROACHING  CHARISSTOS,  S.  G. 

Hail,  Charleston !  there  you  stand  as  when 
I  saw  you  first  &om  ocean ; 
I  view  your  spires  and  domes  again, 
With  thrilling  deep  emotion. 

An  invalid,  from  northern  climes, 
How  Irindly  you  received  me ; 
My  grateful  heart  recalls  the  times 
Your  friendly  hand  relieved  me. 

A  cloud  upon  my  prospects  then 
With  angry  brow  was  low'ring. 
That  very  cloud,  like  vernal  rain. 
Bach  blessings  on  me  show'ring. 

Has  overpassed,  and  now  the  bow, 
On  its  dark  bosom  glowing. 
Betokens  good  the  way  I  go. 
Eternal  life^eed  sowing. 
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lEATINfi    CH1RIE8T0R. 

Farewell,  dear  Ghaileston  friendfl,  fiurewell ! 
I  may  no  more  retani, 
Yet  e'er  for  you  this  heart  will  swell. 
This  grateful  bosom  bum. 

When  orient  smis  shall  light  mj  way 
Through  distant  Moslim  lands, 
For  you  I  still  will  fervent  pray 
l£d  flowers  or  barren  san^. 

Well  meet  each  other  at  the  throne 
Where  grace  and  joy  are  given ; 
And  when  our  pilgrim  course  is  done, 
We'll  meet  to  dwell  in  heaven. 


TENDER    PARTING. 

My  brother  and  my  sister  dear, 
Farewell !  the  mom  is  shimng, 
0  wipe  that  sad,  that  bitter  tear, 
Fond  firiendship's  arms  untwining. 

Come,  bless  me  in  the  Saviour's  name, 
Shall  floods  of  grief  be  flowing — 
To  quench  the  bright  and  ardent  flame 
That  should  be  in  me  glowing  ? 
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Shall  friendship's  sweet  and  gentle  breath 
Break  my  full  heart  b j  kindness  ? 
When  I  should  arm  for  chains  and  death. 
For  Christ  mid  Moslim  blindness. 

No ;  joy  like  me,  and  praise  the  Lord, 
Dispel  all  care  and  sorrow ; 
Let  ns  rely  on  Jesus'  word, 
And  meet  in  heaven  tomorrow. 


6RSBTIN6    FROI    TIB    8BA. 

We've  parted  now  from  our  native  shore,^ 
We  are  &r  on  the  rolling  sea ; 
And  we  send  to  the  friends  we  shall  see  no  more, 
The  earnest  charge.  Weep  not  for  me. 

Why  should  ye,  loved  ones,  mourn  and  si^, 
That  we  so  dear  shall  ne'er  lyetum  7 
That  our  worn  and  wasted  frame  may  lie 
Where  passers  tread  with  unconcern. 

The  Saviour  calls,  and  we  haste  with  joy 
To  preach  His  love  where  darkness  reigns ; 
Let  toils  or  foes  our  life  destroy, 
Through  grace  well  burst  the  captives'  chains. 

We'll  meet  you.  Mends,  when  our  work  is  done. 
With  joy  in  realms  of  light  above. 
Adorned  with  crowns  we  shall  have  won 
Through  faith  in  Gt)d,  through  Jesus'  love. 
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lIBBIDNiSIBS    PARTINS. 

How  many  fiEurewelk  ve  exchanged  on  the  shore, 
Wh3e  the  teaors  of  our  loved  friends  were  Btartingy 
And  here  fiar  away,  now  the  voyage  is  o'er, 
CJomes  another  affectionate  parting. 

Dear  brethren,  dear  sisters,  I  gaze  upon  you. 
With  a  heart  full  of  tenderness  swelling, 
What  pain  it  will  cause  me  to  bid  you  adieu, 
Strong  emotion  prevents  me  firom  telling. 

More  dear  to  my  heart  than  ye  ever  have  known. 
Yes,  far  dearer  than  I  was  suspecting ; 
How  soon  have  the  hours  of  our  intercourse  flown. 
But  I'll  often  rwew  them  reflecting. 

So  deep  on  my  heart,  in  fair  letters  of  love. 
Your  names,  you  yourselves  have  been  writing. 
They  wiU  stand  like  the  friendship  a  saint  long  above 
To  a  soul  just  arrived  there  is  plighting. 

When  lonely  and  far  I  have  wandered  away 
To  the  tribes  I  rndght  die  to  deliver. 
With  fond  recollection  I  for  you  will  pray, 
To  our  God  of  ail  falesongs  tiie  Giver. 

And  will  you  sometimes,  when  you  kneel  at  the  throne 
At  which  Christ  ever  lives  interceding, 
Remember  your  brother — mid  Moslims  alone  ? — 
He  may  die  for  the  faith  he  is  pleading. 
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Fareirelly  dearest  friends,  jou  will  see  me  no  more 
TiU  released  from  these  scenes  transitory ; 
Then  labors  and  trials  and  dangers  all  o'er, 
We  will  meet  mid  the  ransomed  in  glory. 


KIRAVAN    JOURHET. 

The  E&rav&n  is  at  the  door, 
And  we  must  say  farewell 
To  dear  ones  we  shall  see  no  more, 
While  pilgrims  here  we  dwell. 

Away,  away  o'er  hill  and  plain. 

For  many  a  weary  day,' 

Through  heat  and  cold,  and  drought  and  rain, 

We  must  pursue  our  way. 

The  fixed  and  quiet  happy  home. 
And  loved  ones  we  forsake, 
To  pitch  our  tent,  as  on  we  roam. 
Where  night  may  overtaJie. 

No  well  known  voice,  no  snuling  face. 
Will  greet  us  on  our  way ; 
The  stranger's  rude  and  careless  gat&e 
Will  meet  us  day  by  day. 

But  never  shall  our  bosoms  yield 
To  sadness,  sloth,  or  fear. 
For  God  almighty  is  our  shield. 
His  aid  is  ever  near. 
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IE1TIN6    8HSERAZ. 


Pilgrim,  bid  ihj  friends  adieu, 
Here,  alas,  they  are  bat  few, 
And  the  weaiy  way  pursue. 
Heaven  is  pointing  thee. 

Lonely  in  a  hostile  land, 
Trust  the  guiding,  guardian  hand, 
That  the  Tribes  to  Canaan's  land, 
Led  through  wilds  and  sea. 

While  through  weary  lands  you  move. 
Let  your  heart  sojourn  above. 
And  in  all  the  bliss  of  love. 
Glory  and  adore. 

When  exhausted,  on  the  ground 
Thou  art  cast,  with  deserts  round. 
Where  no  grateful  streams  are  found, 
To  the  skies  then  soar. 

Best  and  joy  and  rapture  there 
Thou  ma/st  still,  if  faithful,  share. 
Though  oppressed  with  toil  and  care. 
And  beset  with  foes. 

Gracious  God,  I  look  to  thee. 
Thou  my  Friend  and  Father  be. 
In  thine  arms  0  carry  me 
To  my  journey's  close. 

16 


182 


FAREWELL    SHEERiz. 


Farewell,  Sheer&s,  a  long  farewell ! 
Wiiti  cheerful  heart  I  go, 
Yet  why  this  bosom  thus  should  swell, 
I  only  know  *tis  so. 

Thank  Heaven,  I  am  not  friendless  here, 
iSiA  strangers  cast  alone, 
But  oh,  what  shafts  my  soul  did  sear. 
On  earth  can  ne'er  be  known. 

My  hopes,  a  darling  family. 
Died  lingering  one  by  one. 
The  sole  survivor  left  to  me. 
Despair  has  here  undone. 

Sweet  child !  not  dead,  but  in  her  tomb. 
Where  elder  ones  were  laid. 
Her  best  was  but  a  sickly  bloom. 
She  swooned  and  was  arrayed. 

As  those  are  decked  who  virgin  die. 
Perhaps  of  broken  heart, 
Despair,  her  ruthless  enemy. 
Discharged  the  fatal  dart. 

As  pure  as  Jeptha's  daughter  fair. 
Her  pallid  form  was  borne. 
Embalmed  in  all  the  sweets  of  prayer. 
Laid  in  sepulchral  urn. 
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Despair^  my  foe,  retains  the  key 
Of  that  low  vaulted  cell. 
Where  those  were  laid  so  dear  to  me, 
That  bid  a  long  farewell. 

But  still  as  in  a  vision  seems 

My  youngest  did  not  die, 

She  sleeps,  and  charming  be  her  dreams, 

Till  raised  by  Him  Most  High. 

But  ah,  Sheeraz,  heart^tricken  love 
Forgets  to  say  farewell ; 
And  wanders  like  a  mourning  dove, 
Where  hope  once  wove  her  spell. 

But  now  adieu,  a  kind  adieu. 
May  happy  days  arise, 
And  shower  the  choicest  good  on  you. 
Till  earth  is  like  the  skies. 


8IGIS    AT     PER8EP01I8. 

Ah,  Jem'sheed,  thy  labor  how  vain, 
Though  near  superhuman  it  seemed ; 
What  multitudes  toiled  here  in  pain. 
To  rear  what  thy  rich  fancy  dreamed. 

It  now  is  a  ruin  so  sad 

My  heart  is  weighed  down  in  the  waste. 

Desolation,  in  gloominess  clad. 

Sits  here  amid  splendors  efiaced. 


184 

My  eye  wanders  over  the  plain 
That  spreads  out  in  verdure  so  wide, 
How  rich  when  thy  monarchs  did  reign, 
And  made  this  the  seat  of  their  pride. 

A  stranger, — ^yet  patriots  feel 
Not  more  for  the  land  of  their  sires, 
Than,  EerSn,  I've  felt  for  thy  weal. 
Though  hope  of  thee  almost  expires. 

These  ruins,  recalling  the  past,' 
Afresh  wake  the  sigh  of  regret. 
And  prospects  with  darkness  o'ercast, 
AU  make  the  scene  gloomier  yet. 

Ah,  sorrow  is  swelling  so  high, 
That  silence  the  remnant  must  tell ; 
Takht^-Jemsheed,*  exciting  the  sigh, 
In  sadness  I  bid  thee  farewell. 


II88I0NABT    FAREWELL 

Dear  Brethren,  dear  Sisters,  farewell  for  a  while, 
May  Jesus  be  with  you  to  cheer  and  to  bless, 
G^ie  Father  of  spirits  look  down  with  a  smile 
On  labor  of  love  to  advance  righteousness. 

*  Throne  of  JemBheed— Persian  name  of  Fenepolis.  JScrdn,  is  the  name 
by  which  Fenians  call  their  country.  Jemsheed,  the  fourth  sovereign  of 
the  Peesh'dSUl'ian  dynasty,  is  said  to  have  founded  Fersepolis  about  800, 
B.  C,  and  to  have  instituted  the  festival  of  Noo  Booty  or  New  Day, 
i.  e.  New  Tear,  at  the  vernal  equinox,  which  is  still  the  civil  New  Year 
of  the  Persians. 
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The  Goud  and  the  Pillar  of  &yor  divine, 
Direct  and  refresh  yon  as  onward  yon  move. 
The  Bock  and  the  Manna  their  blessingB  combine, 
To  prosper  your  journey  to  Canaan  above. 

If  there  I  should  join  yon  tiirongh  mercy  untold, 
And  near  you  bow  lowly  to  Him  on  the  throne, 
Perhaps  you  may  in  me  a  brother  behold. 
Who  loved  you  more  truly  on  earth  than  was  known. 

Oh,  shall  we  in  rapture  and  glory  aU  meet. 
The  song  of  redemption  to  echo  and  swell ! 
And  mingle  embraces  so  holy  and  sweet, — 
Dear  Brethren,  kind  Sisters,  till  then  fare  ye  well. 


IBATIHS    PE18Ii. 

Alhightt  God,  on  Persia  smile. 
And  send  salvation  down, 

0  cleanse  this  land  from  sm  and  guile, 
Let  grace  succeed  thy  frown. 

May  righteousness  and  peace  descend 
Within  this  reabn  to  dwell. 
And  pure  hoeannas  soon  ascend 
From  hearts  that  now  rebel. 

My  early  hopes,  my  efforts  past, 

1  now  commend  to  thee. 
Myself  and  Persia  on  thee  cast. 
For  time— eternity. 

16* 
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These  years  of  trial,  toil,  and  prayer, 
I  on  thy  altar  lay, 
Let  not  their  &uit  be  but  despair, 
A  night  without  a  day. 

Attentive  to  thy  call  I  came. 
Submissive  now  I  go. 
Let  me,  0  Lord,  exalt  thy  name, 
G^iee  trust  in  weal  and  woe. 

Teach  me  thy  statutes  every  hour, 
Nor.let  me  toil  in  vain, 
Bestow  thy  grace,  thy  light,  thy  power, 
T'  enlarge  thy  blessed*  reign. 


VAIEWELI    TO    PERSIA. 

Fabewell  to  the  land  of  the  lion  and  Sun, 
The  kingdom  where  Magi  of  old, 
Marked  courses  which  bodies  celestial  do  run. 
And  sought  nature's  laws  to  unfold. 

Where  Zerdusht  on  altars  of  earth  lit  his  fire. 
To  honor  the  monarch  of  day. 
And  taught  that  the  spirit  of  man  should  aspire 
To  blend  in  Divinity's  ray. 
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Where  Eaykhoflroo  conquered  and  glorions  reigned, 
By  Providence  girded  and  crowned, 
The  captives  of  Zion  from  Babel  unchained, 
And  bowed  that  proud  queen  to  the  ground. 

Where  D&n'j&l  the  seer,  so  beloved  of  his  Lord, 
He  future  in  vifflon  beheld. 
Rejoiced  in  the  reign  of  Messiah  the  Word, 
Triumphant  o'er  all  that  rebelled. 

Where  Esther,  the  Star  of  the  proud  Perdan  crown, 
Like  luna  enlightened  the  gloom, 
And  Mordecai  gathered  such  might  and  renown, — 
Thej  rest  side  by  side  in  the  tomb. 

He  land  where  apostles  and  martyrs  have  prayed, 
And  many  blest  Him  who  can  save. 
Where  powers  of  darkness  their  en^es  arrayed 
To  batter  the  truth  to  the  grave. 

Farewell  to  the  land,  my  adopted  for  years. 
Ere  Providence  led  from  the  West, 
Endeared  to  my  heart  by  prayer,  labor  and  tears, 
Where  I  had  expected  to  rest. 

A&r  in  the  distance  salvation  appeared, 
like  seraph  that  looks  frx)m  the  sky, 
Li  toil  and  in  sorrow  the  sweet  vision  cheered, 
And  promised  a  blessing  from  high. 

Thou  God  of  the  Gospel,  I  plead  but  thy  name, 
Remember  the  land  of  my  choice. 
Let  truth  like  the  sun  in  meridian  flame, 
Oau0e  Persia  and  heaven  to  rejoice. 
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Mj  Eerftn!  adiea  to  thy  moantainB  and  plains, 
For  thee  oft  my  bosom  wiU  swell, 
To  Him  I  commit  thee  who  orer  all  reigns, 
And  parting  once  more  say  farewell ! 


Non. — The  mn  rising  over  a  coaching  lion  is  the  national  emblem  of 
Persia.  TSstdlukt  is  Persic  for  Zoroaster;  Kaifkkotroo  for  Cyrus  the  Great; 
Ddn'yd/  for  the  prophet  Daniei ;  Esther  is  from  tU^inhy  a  8tir-4iflr  tomb 
and  Mordecai's  is  shown  at  Ramadan.    Etfrim  jm  Persia. 


CHAPTER    IV. 


VARIOUS    VIEWS    OP    NATURE. 


^^^^F^0^0^0^f^^*^^f^^0^0^^^^^^t^^^*^^^^^^ 


TIE    1ETB0B8    0¥    IITH    HOT.    1811. 

So  sudden  roused  from  soundest  sleep, 
The  couch  forsaken  with  a  leap, 
I  at  the  window  took  a  peep, 
And  in  the  darkness,  still  and  deep, 
Beheld  sublimity ! 

The  thrilling  cry,  'Tis  raining  fire ! 
Had  pierced  my  ear,  ia  loose  attire 
Forth  rushing  to  behold,  admire 
The  wondrous  scene  with  rapt  desire, 
I  gazed  in  ecstacy ! 

There,  in  night's  deep  and  pensive  gloom, 
Still  as  the  silence  of  the  tomb. 
It  seemed  as  if  the  day  of  doom 
For  all  our  race  had  surely  come, — 
like  autumn  leaves  stars  M ! 


^ 
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With  heart  alive  and  beating  high, 
My  eager,  raptured,  ravished  eye 
Drank  in  the  wonders  of  the  sky, 
My  soul  was  abnost  winged  to  fly 
From  earth's  benighted  ball. 

The  countless  host  of  heaven  appear 
Hushing  incessant  from  their  sphere  ; 
From  zenith  to  horizon  steer 
The  darting  fires,  no  sound  is  near, 
All  silent  as  the  grave. 

On  the  sable  robe  of  night. 
In  short  or  lengthened  trails  of  light. 
They  blaze,  exciting  pale  affright 
In  some  poor  souls  that  view  the  sight, 
Nor  know  a  God  to  save. 

From  midnight  to  the  dawning  day, 
Lmumerous,  in  sublime  display, 
The  meteors  flash  and  fade  away, — 
The  solemn,  wondrous,  grand  array 
Has  charms  and  awe  combined. 

And  now  the  glimmering  rays  of  light 
Begm  to  fringe  the  robe  of  night. 
The  scene  of  splendor,  grandeur,  might. 
Majestic  ends ;  the  thrilling  si^t  ^ 
Is  sculptured  on  my  mind ! 
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SUNSET. 

Look  !  look  to  the  west,  where  the  sun  is  declimng, 
And  nature  seems  blushing  her  beauties  to  oim ; 
What  halos  of  glory  round  every  thing  shining ! 
This,  this  is  the  season  to  ramble  alone. 

How  the  zephyrs  of  eve,  in  their  fragrant  embraces, 
Encircle  the  senses,  enrapture  the  soul ; 
How  joyous  they  trip  by  my  side  like  the  graces, 
Not  gentler  the  notes  of  the  nightingale  roll* 

Stop,  listen,  the  wood-choir  their  last  lays  are  ringing, 
Instinctiye  they  praise  for  the  blessings  of  day; 
And  a  Hand,  though  unseen,  kindly  dew-drops  is  flingbig, 
To  refiresh  nature  drooping  in  summer's  fierce  ray. 

Ligjht  gently  recedes  :  from  their  high  azure  towers, 
The  sentinels  stationed  by  God  in  the  sky. 
Look  down  t>n  earth's  mountains,  her  yallies  and  bowers, 
And  beckon  the  soul  to  its  mansion  on  high. 

Look  upward,  my  soul,  when,  when  shall  the  fetter 
That  binds  thee  to  earth  be  broken  away  ? 
And  thy  flight,  to  free  grace  forever  a  debtor,^ 
Be  taken  on  high  from  this  dwelling  of  clay. 

0  when  shalt  thou  range  through  those  worlds  so  re- 

splendant, 
And  study  the  wonderful  workings  of  God  ? 
On  repose  to  refresh  thee,  no  longer  dependent. 
Thou  wilt  soar  where  e'en  fancy  has  never  yet  trod. 
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Bearing  some  mandate  of  goodness  eternal. 
Perhaps  with  some  friend  thou  hast  loved  here  below, 
What  raptures  will  wake  in  the  bright  realms  supernal, 
Which  glory,  and  wisdom,  and  goodness  all  show. 

Save  from  deception,  heart-searching  Protector, 
Enlighten  and  sanctify  me  bj  thy  grace, 
In  affliction  support  me,  in  doubt  my  Director, 
Impart  strength  to  win  in  life's  arduous  race. 

Soon,  soon,  0  niy  soul,  the  strife  will  be  ended, 
The  Jordan  of  death  is  almost  in  view  ; 
What  is  done  ere  thou  pass,  must  to-day  be  attended, 
Tomorrow  may  not  be  probation  to  you. 

Well,  when  the  last  sun  of  this  life  transitory, 
Shall  silentiy  settie  away  in  the  west. 
May  it  set  as  this  eve,  in  unclouded  glory, 
And  my  soul  wing  its  flight  to  the  mansions  of  rest. 

But  if  the  wild  tempest  of  fierce  persecution. 
Is  destined  to  hurry  my  spirit  away  ; 
I  surrender  myself  to  the  dread  execution. 
Belying  on  Jesus  for  strength  in  that  day. 


ETEHIR6    ZEPHTI. 

Fan  me,  fan  me,  modest  gales, 
Tripping  through  the  verdant  vales. 
Gome  so  sweet  and  cheer  me  now. 
Cool  my  aching,  feverish  brow. 
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0  what  raptmous  pleasnre  this, 
To  reoeiye  your  virgin  kias ! 
Twine  around  my  neck  again — 
How  it  melts  away  my  pain. 

Like  an  artlees  litde  child, 
Sometimes  sober,  sometimes  wild, 
Near  me  linger,  ronnd  me  play. 
Sporting  in  the  eyening  ray. 

Praise  to  Him  is  surely  due, 
Giving  firagrant  win^  to  you. 
To  refiresh  me  when  I  droop. 
And  keep  my  fiunting  sfnrits  up* 

Tell  me,  did  you  ever  ride 
With  the  whirlwind  side  by  side. 
While  destruction  marked  the  path. 
Which  the  tempest  trod  in  wrath. 

Did  you  swell  with  rage  to  fling 
Ruin  from  that  silken  wing, 
Flitting  round  me  soft  and  sweet,. 
In  this  classical  retreat. 


ITimHS    8Til8. 

Gome,  watch  the  fading  beams  of  day, 
And  see  the  stars  commence  their  way. 
And  wisdom  learn  from  nature's  book, 
Whose  pages  meet  our  every  look. 

17 
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How  soft  the  tintB  of  evening  lie. 
Along  the  cloodleBS  western  sk j ! 
How  oft  Fre  watched  the  chan^g  hues, 
Where  nature's  pencil  sketched  the  views. 
And  longed  to  blend  with  soul  serene, 
In  glorious  beanties  of  die  scene. 
The  guardian  bands  of  heaven  that  keep 
The  virtuous  in  their  nightlj  sleep, 
Tune  tfieir  golden  harps  to  praise, 
Descending  on  such  evening  rays. 

Look  up  with  steadj  gaze  and  view 
The  deep  and  clear  cerulean  hue, 
That  like  a  nnrror  overhead, 
Or  ffllken  canopj  outspread. 
Hangs  over  us  a  dome  sublime, 
Shadowing  forth  to  sons  of  time, 
The  glories  of  the  Power  on  high, 
Who  hung  the  curtains  of  the  sky. 

Behold  the  stars,  like  gems  of  light. 
Come  glittering  on  the  robe  of  night : 
Silent  and  soft  as  day  retires, 
They  seem  to  li^t  their  watching  fires, 
And  take  their  stations  in  the  sky. 
To  point  the  weary  pilgrim^s  eye 
To  that  eternal  world  of  light. 
Where  wavering  faith  is  lost  in  sight ; 
For  who  that  rightly  reads  the  spheres. 
But  the  eternal  God  reveres, 
And  strives  to  please  that  Power  divine, 
Who  bid  their  endless  myriads  shine. 

Think'st  thou  those  wondrous  worlds  contain, 
Sickness  and  sorrow,  care  and  pain  ? 

Ah  no,  there  dwell  the  sons  of  God, 
Who  paths  of  error  never  trod, 
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There,  never  swept  the  icy  blast, 

There,  heated  whiriwinds  never  passed, 

There,  battle  never  stained  the  plain. 

There,  death  ne'er  entered  with  his  train. 

There,  earthquakes  never  whehned  the  groond, 

Volcanoes  never  poured  around 

Bivers  of  liquid,  awful  fire  ; 

No  spiriirfoe,  no  passion  dire, 

Has  ever,  or  will  ever  gain 

Admission  there— there  ever  reign 

Seraphic  pleasures,  holy  joys. 

And  nq>turous  praise  each  tongue  employs. 

So  may  it  be :  yet  sad  to  tell, 
What  woes  this  wretched  world  befel ! 
But  faith  anticipates  the  day. 
When  all  these  ills  shall  pass  away. 
Fairer  than  when  the  sons  of  mom 
Sung  earth  firom  empty  nothing  bom. 
Will  be  this  world  regenerate. 
Nor  fear  a  second  ruined  state. 
No  gloomy,  stormy  atmosphere  , 

WiU  circle  round  the  happy  sphere, 
No  equatorial  whiriwinds  rage, 
No  polar  tempests  fierce  engage, 
No  frozen  land  of  chilling  breath. 
No  burning  desert,  realms  of  death, 
Shall  mar  the  beauteous  blest  abode. 
Created  for  the  sons  of  Ood. 
There,  New  Jerusalem  will  shine. 
Illumined  by  the  light  divine, 
And  perfect  happiness  and  love 
Descend  celestial  from  above. 
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SOLITUDE. 

Oh!  sooner fiir let &]1  mj lot, 

In  some  wild,  lonely,  mountain  grot, 

Where  human  voice  has  never  spoke, 

Nor  echo  from  her  silence  woke. 

Save  when  the  deep-&aught  thunder  cloud 

Boiled  peal  on  peal,  terrific,  loud : 

Or  when  the  spirit  of  the  storm 

Swept  roaring  by  in  viewless  form. 

Crushing  the  lofty  giant  oak, 

Beneath  the  vengeance  of  his  stroke : 

0  here  let  me  with  nature  dwell. 

Her  majesfy  shall  please  me  well, — 

Bather  than  live  mid  strife  and  jar. 

That  every  social  blessing  mar. 

Here  I  at  least  might  hope  to  find 
The  pleasures  springing  from  a  mmd 
Contemplative,  and  fond  to  trace 
The  mighty  God  in  nature's  face 
That  beams  upon  us  every  where, 
Nor  least  in  wilds  and  desert  air. 
The  radiant  hosts  that  nightly  march 
Along  the  blue  ethetial  arch, 
Would  then  to  me  almost  appear 
As  neighboring  friends,  designed  to  cheer 
My  lonely  lot,  and  point  my  eye 
To  mansions  of  the  blest  on  hi^* 

As  with  fond  sisters,  I  might  talk 
To  zephyrs  in  my  evening  walk. 
And  tell  the  musings  of  my  mind. 
To  the  whispering,  listening  wind. 
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Ai^  when  the  soltry  smoxner  ^owed, 
ly  from  mj  monntBiiioiiB  abode, 
Ifight  see  adysDce  ttie  thunder  stono, 
Bobed  in  sublime  and  awfbl  {orm ; 
And  new  the  vivid  ]i^tning»  play, 
Dandbug  aGur  in  air  away, 
Or  with  a  dread  tremendooa  crash, 
Down  on  the  mountain  top  to  daah, 
Or  rive  the  strong  and  towering  pride 
Of  mighty  pine  upon  its  ride. 
Exhibiting  unto  the  sense, 
An  emUem  of  Omnipotence. 
SGd  scenes  like  this,  grand,  wild  and  free. 
The  soni  mnst  catoh  sublimity, 
And  toww  9X(A  with  ndghty  foroe. 
View  syatecos  wheeling  ronnd  their  course. 
Or  contemplate  tibe  eternal  Qod 
Who  shakes  creation  with  a  nod. 
Again,  what  soft  emotions  lise. 
While  garing  on  the  mieqnaled  dies 
That  gild  the  repons  of  the  west, 
As  day  retires  as  if  to  rest. 
How  often  has  my  raptored  eye, 
Drank  in  the  bhxshing,  ev^oing  sky ! 
How  oft  Fve  wished  this  mortal  life. 
Its  daties  done,  its  graces  rife. 
Bright  and  serene,  as  setting  day. 
In  immortality  away 
Mght  melt,  and  I  forever  dwell, 
Where  anthems  of  the  blessed  swell. 
And  roll  in  strains  divine  along, 
The  burden  of  the  mystic  song. 
Which  none  but  the  redeemed  can  learn, 
Whose  sonls  with  love  and  rapture  bum. 

17  • 
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0  solitade,  thy  chastened  charms^ 
Have  oft  won  sages  to  th j  arms  ; 
Yes,  in  ihy  peaceful,  thoughtful  shade, 
Sy  Whom  the  universe  was  made, 
Tfim — ^holy  men  hare  sought,  have  found, 
Bear  witness  Sinai's  sacred  ground : 
Go,  trace  Elijah's  exile  ffight 
To  Horeb's  wild  and  frowning  height. 
An  angel  wakes  him  worn  and  weary, 
Sleeping  mid  wilds  lone,  desert,  dreary, 
Supplies  his  wants,  then  vi^  keeps. 
While  the  exhausted  prophet  sleeps. 
He  wakes — ^he  hastes — lus  eager  eye 
Now  rests  on  Horeb  towering  high : 
Stand,  mortal,  stand,  thy  soul  prepare 
To  meet  the  Lord  Jehovah  there ! 
The  sun  is  down :  the  evening  air 
Is  sporting  with  his  hoary  hair ; 
0  mercy,  soothe  his  achmg  breast; 
A  cave  he  enters, — snks  to  rest. 
Deem  him  forsaken,  lost,  alone  ? 
Mid  rocks  as  if  in  mockery  thrown 
Of  human  skill, — ^no  ;  stay  the  tear, 
God,  the  eternal  God,  is  near. 


^^^t^^^*^^^^^^^^^^^^0^^^^^0^m 


HEATENLT  RETREATS. 

0  if  there  are,  as  poets  sing,  in  heaven 
Wide  solitudes,  and  I  through  Jesus  gain 
Admission  there,  sometimes,  methinks  I  shall. 
In  the  vast  cycles  of  eternity. 
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Retire  where  none  but  Ood  beholds,  and  there 

Meditate  a  day  on  mj  Redeemer's 

Boundless,  endless  love.  0  heaven !  say  does  thy 

Crystal  wall  embrace  the  inniunerons  worlds 

Tlukt  nightly  beckon  me  on  high,  and  tell, 

Silently,  of  starry  crowns  laid  up  for 

Conqnerors  through  the  Lamb  7  Perhaps  on  yon 

Faint  glimmerer  I  might  muse,  and  lonely 

Tell  the  blest  story  of  redemption  o'er : 

And  should  I  not  remember  earth  ?  Look  down 

With  spirit's  ken  on  its  regenerate 

Loyeliness,  or  trace  the  devious  ways 

That  probation  knew  ?  0  soul,  how  poor  thy 

Greatest  effort  to  proclaim  the  grateful, 

The  triumi^iant  joy  that  must  thrill  through  thy 

Raptured  powers,  in  view  of  grace,  all-conquering 

Grace,  that  snatched  thee  from  destruction's  brink ! 


^^^^^«^>^«^^kAA^k^^^^^ 


8EA8T0BI. 

Globt,  ocean,  in  thy  might, 

And  toss  thy  hands  on  high ; 

Roll  on,  ye  waves,  in  mountain  height. 

Winds,  sweep  the  darkened  sky. 

With  giant  arms  dash  on  our  bark. 
But  wreck  us  if  ye  dare  ! 
He  who  protected  Noah's  ark. 
Makes  us  His  gracious  care. 
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Ocean  snUiaOy  and  stonnj  ushi. 
Welcome !  ye  ctn't  destaroy ; 
Sweep  to  Hie  shores  we've  left  beJoHl, 
Axii  ihimder  out  your  joy. 

I  fear  ye  not,  mad  wind  and  wwe. 
Friend  of  your  Lord  and  Eing^ 
Yes,  ihoogh  ye  ffvt  Urn  day  a  grafe. 
My  soul  shall  Yiet'zy  smg. 

God  of  the  winds  and  mighty  deep^ 
Thee  only  would  I  fear ; 
Help  me  thy  laws  to  love  and  loeep^ 
In  duty  fino,  in  Suth  sincere. 


II6HT    AT    BEi. 

'TwAS  evening  on  the  rolling  sea, 
And  we  were  glidiag  &Bty 
The  moon  shone  out  enohantinglyy— 
Waked  visions  of  the  past. 

And  ^tt'ring  Glee  a  diamond  rock^ 
Bri^t  Hesper  gemmed  Ae  west, 
A  master's  hand  tiiosa  views  wovid  mock 
To  paint  how  heaven  waa  dressed. 

It  was  a  scene  to  wing  &e  soul 
To  its  loved  home  away. 
Where  sounding  billows  never  roU, 
Nor  dash  their  angry  spray. 
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0  oome,  dear  fiiends,  0  hear  mj  voice, 
And  sweetly  answer  me  ; 
The  eve,  so  perfect  to  our  choice. 
Is  pasong  rapidlj. 

Come,  let  ns  five  our  brightest  hours, 
So  joyful,  o'er  again, 
And  gather  fresh  the  fidrest  flowers 
That  deck  the  hill  and  plain. 

My  heart  is  longmg  now  to  tell 
Its  cherished  loves  so  sweet ; 
0  come,  my  fond  emotions  swell 
Such  darling  friends  to  meet. 

Do  you  i^jsmember  when  we  met, — 
'Twas  many  moons  ago. 
And  talked  of  partings  which  as  yet 
Our  bosoms  did  not  know. 

We  once  have  known,  but  sorrows  fly, 
At  meetings  such  as  this. 
When  love  beams  fiill  from  eye  to  eye, 
And  swells  each  heart  with  bliss. 

How  sweet  to  drink  the  silver  air, 
lit  to  prolong  the  notes 
Of  angels  passing  slowly  where 
That  fleecy  vapor  floats. 

What  murmurs  those  that  fill  the  ear  ? 
That  stream  rolls  joyously ; 
Ah  no ;  the  billows !  lone  I'm  here 
Seven  hundred  leagues  at  sea. 
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TIUHIEECLOUB    AT    8Bi. 

'TwAS  night,  nor  blacker  to  ihe  view, 

The  stream  that  rolls  death's  vallej  throng. 

Than  was  the  water  sounding  loud 

Beneath  the  gloomy  thunder-cloud. 

The  lightning  waved  so  fierce  his  torch, 

It  seemed  the  very  eyes  to  scorch, 

And  with  its  fearfiil,  dartang  rays 

lit  in  intolerable  blaze 

The  cloudy  canopy  of  night, 

And  passing  instant  from  the  fflght. 

The  blackness,  then,  of  darkness  deep. 

Sealed  vision  up,  like  soundest  sleep, 

While  grumbling  thunder,  mid  the  gloom. 

Bellowed  as  from  some  ^ant  tomb, 

And  seemed  to  threaten  with  his  wraHi 

The  wind  that  stood  athwart  his  path,' 

And  drove  him  back  at  home  to  rest. 

The  shower  gathering  northwest. 


SATURDAY    BTBHIRS. 

In  the  sweets  of  reflection  on  scenes  that  are  past, 
Or  cheered  by  the  hopes  wiili  which  future  are  blest, 
The  fatigues  of  the  week  from  my  spirit  I  cast,, 
When  Saturday's  sun  sinks  away  in  the  west. 


SOS 

My  sweet  quiet  stady,  and  the  volumes  I  prize, 

I  leave  for  the  pages  of  nature  around ; 

Her  charms  cheer  my  spirit,  and  they  glad  my  worn  eyes, 

While  melody  echoes  in  each  rural  sound. 

How  oft  in  past  seasons  I  have  wandered  away 
To  the  shades  of  a  lone  and  wood-covered  hill, 
Banged  the  fields  and  ihe  groves,  or  prolonged  my  dehy 
By  the  hanks  of  some  limpid  and  murmnring  rill. 

The  scenery,  Golmnbia,  that  circles  thee  ronnd, 
The  forests,  the  hills,  and  the  river  that  flows 
At  the  foot  of  thy  heights  with  an  echoing  sound,— 
Familiar  as  garden  walks  graced  with  the  rose. 

There  with  blithesome  young  friends  in  the  mom  of  their 

days. 
Through  fields  and  pine  groves  to  the  Qray  JRoek  Fve 

gone; 
Traced  Broad  and  the  Oangaree  until  the  sun's  rays 
O'er  hills  in  the  west  were  all  slowly  withdrawn. 

I  have  traced  too  those  scenes  with  the  pious  and  fair. 

Drank  in  social  joy  in  the  lonely  retreat ; 

Dear  compauions,  young  friends,  shall  we  meet?  ah  when? 

where? 
Those  scenes  to  renew,  so  refreshing,  so  sweet 

Far  away  in  the  east,  still  much  fiurther  to  roam. 
Your  voice  and  your  smile  can  delight  me  no  more ; 
But  at  last  may  we  meet  with  our  Saviour  at  home, 
Where  partingjei  and  wand'rings  and  trials  are  o'er. 
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TIE    TINT    FLOWEE. 

What  made  ye  grow  here,  little  flower  ? 
In  sand  upon  this  dreary  mount ; 
Why  chose  ye  not  some  verdant  bower, 
Some  sweet  and  clear  perennial  fount. 

Pure  and  white  as  mountain  snow, 
Leafless,  thou  art  all  a  flower ; 
For  what  ?  for  whom  ?  say,  dost  thou  grow. 
To  eye  the  sun — scarce  feel  his  power. 

Does  not  the  chilling  wind,  that  seems 
The  breath  of  snow-clad  smnmits  near. 
Blast  all  thy  fond  expectant  dreams 
Of  life  and  of  enjoyment  here. 

Trembling,  shrinking,  lonely  flower. 
How  melancholy  is  thy  lot, 
To  shiver  here  a  hapless  hour. 
Then  die  unnoticed — ^be  forgot. 

Forbear,  thy  gloomy  murmuring  strain. 
The  tiny  flower,  witii  warmth  replied ; 
Though  briefly,  still  'tis  not  in  vain, 
I  bloom  upon  this  mountain  side. 

The  Hand  that  formed  and  led  you  here,. 
Made  me  His  grace  and  power  to  show, 
Nor  will  it  sure  so  mean  appear. 
That  for  my  Maker  here  I  grow. 
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For  Him  I  live,  for  Him  I  bloom, 
Nor  is  my  span  a  hapless  hour, 
Thou  too  must  soon  descend  the  tomby- 
lake  me  display  His  grace  and  power. 


ABAEAT. 

Hail,  monarch  Ararat,  so  proud ! 
Thus  diademed  with  fleecy  cloud. 
And  mantled  in  eternal  snow, — 
Beign  on  nor  revolution  know ; 
Not  time  himself  disputes  thy  throne, 
Sway  then  thy  sceptre  here  alone. 
You  heed  the  beams  of  burning  noon 
As  little  as  the  chilling  moon, 
Nor  care  when  equinoctial  rains 
Drown  all  the  circumjacent  plains ; 
As  if  with  age  you  colder  grew, 
To  ancient  robes  you  add  the  new, 
But  are  not  warmer,  as  appears. 
For  all  piled  on  three  thousand  years  ;- 
Your  ice  and  snow  unmoyed  have  stood. 
Since  Noah  landed  from  the  flood..     « 

Ah,  what  a  thrilling  moment  that. 
When  first  the  Ark  touched  Ararat, 
And  all  the  family  within, 
Long  voyaged  from  a  world  of  sin. 
Started  at  the  sudden  shock. 
Of  grounding  on  this  lo%  rock. 
What  dread  event !  the  timid  cry. 
Land !  land !  is  Noah's  glad  reply, 

18 
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The  storm  J  wrath  of  Heaven  is  o'er^ 
Orace  brings  us  to  a  happy  shore ; 
BiaOj  ye  sons  of  Noah,  sing, 
Ye  daaghters  bring  your  coring 
Of  grateful  praise,  join  in  acclaim 
To  our  Redeemer's  mighty  name. 
Saved,  when  ruin  wide  unfurled 
Her  gloomy  banner  o'er  the  world, 
When  all  that  drew  the  vital  air 
Died  in  deepest  wild  despair. 
Let  our  lives  henceforth  be  given 
A  holy  sacrifice  to  Heaven. 

Anchored  here  the  Ark  remained 
Till  the  hills  and  vales  were  drained. 
And  when  the  faithful  message  dove  - 
Brought  in  the  pledge  of  peace  and  love, 
Then  God  unbarred  the  door,  and  firee. 
Led  out  th'  imprisoned  family. 
Bright  the  mom,  how  joyous  they 
The  hills  and  plains  around  survey ; 
Their  eyes  with  longing  wonder  roam 
For  traces  of  Uieir  former  home. 
But  every  scene  that  meets  the  view 
Seems  strange  as  if  created  new  : 
They  leave  the  Ark,  descend  the  plain. 
To  till  and  people  earth  again. 

Immortal  Ararat,  thy  name 
Is  blazoned  on  the  page  of  &me ; 
Till  final  fires  bum  sea  and  land, 
Thou  here  a  monument  wilt  stand. 
Proclaiming  to  the  world  abroad, 
The  justice  and  the  grace  of  Ood. 
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WIRD    ARS    BEOTB. 

Cheerily  the  laughing  breeze 
Dances  through  the  waving  trees, 
While  its  rustling,  roaring  sound 
Echoes  through  the  space  around. 
Never  sweeter  on  my  ear 
Fell  the  murm'ring  notes  than  here ; 
Ne'er  I  gazed  with  more  delight 
On  the  cheering  pleasant  sight 
Of  a  shady  sylvan  scene, 
With  its  wreath  of  &ding  green  ; 
E'en  the  sear  and  falling  leaf 
Seems  to  smile  like  harvest  sheaf. 
And  the  branches  nearly  bare, 
Stall  a  lovely  aspect  wear. 

O'er  a  region  bare,  so  long, 
We  have  come,  the  forest  song 
Almost  passed  from  memory, 
For  the  winds  have  not  a  tree 
Echoing  their  magic  strains, 
Throu^  the  waste  of  hills  and  plains. 

With  these  well  known  sylvan  notes, 
Home,  sweet  home,  before  me  floats, 
Where  the  woodlands  cast  their  shade 
O'er  the  happy  verdant  glade. 
Where  the  farmer  pli^  so  blithe. 
Plough  and  sickle,  hoe  and  sythe, — 
Knows  no  kmg  that  claims  the  soil 
With  the  fruits  of  half  his  tml. 
Happy  land,  may  freedom  reign 
Ever  through  thy  wide  domain ; 
Justice,  mercy,  peace  and  grace 
Make  thy  realm  their  dwelling  place, 
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WINTER    BOniD. 

Come,  ye  yemal  breezes,  blow, 
Melt  away  the  wmter*8  snow, 
Bid  the  purlmg  streazDlets  flow, — 
Nature  all  look  gay. 

Set  my  prisoned  footsteps  free, 
Lead  me  smiling  friends  to  see, 
Genial  breathe  and  favor  me 
On  my  pilgrim  way. 

Time  indeed  is  on  the  wing, 
Nor  to  speed  his  flight  I  sing, 
But,  ye  bahny  zephyrs,  bring, 
Bring  me  friendship's  boon. 

Winter  true  has  its  delight, 
Mantling  earth  in  robes  so  white. 
Sweet  with  friends  to  view  the  sight 
Of  his  stars  and  moon. 

Nature  to  enjoy  alone 
Is  a  sort  of  pleasant  groan, 
I  enough  such  bliss  have  known, 
Yet  I  love  it  still : 

Love  both  shade  and  fireedde. 
Where  the  social  joys  allied. 
Ever  flow  in  ebbless  tide. 
And  each  bosom  fill. 
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Vernal  tweeiet  of  the  dies, 
Ye  too,  when  wiD  je  arise. 
Melting  from  our  longing  eyes 
Froien  scenes  of  time  ? 

When  amid  immortal  flowers 
Shall  we  meet  and  pass  the  hours. 
Love  and  joy  task  aU  our  powers. 
In  a  world  sublime  ? 


■  ^w  ^^^1^  ^m^^0^0^ 


COLS. 

PSAX.1C  147 :  17. 

Who  can  stand  before  His  cold  1 
When  the  air  to  ice  is  fixMse, 

Where  the  hero  found  so  bold 
To  defy  the  drifting  snows, 

When  o'er  traddess  wastes  they  drive, 

Shriek  and  fiendlike  seem  to  strive. 

When  the  oak  and  granite  rock 
Shrink  before  the  mighty  frost, 

Can  proud  man  endure  the  shock  ? 
In  the  fi^eong  tempest  lost. 

Far  from  friends  and  blazing  hearth, 

And  the  gjlee  of  social  mirth. 

Who  can  face  the  winter  blast, 
Snatching  e'en  the  breath  away ! 

Mighty  armies  stand  aghast, 
Sinking  down  an  easy  prey ; 

18* 
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Froze  to  stone,  the  snow  and  sleet 
Bound  them  whirl  a  winding-sheet. 

Or  when  all  is  calm  and  clear, 
Glitt'ring  in  the  distant  son, 

And  man  thinks  he  need  not  fear, 
Silently  the  work  is  done ! 

Life's  warm  currents  are  congealed. 

Ere  aware  his  doom  is  sealed. 

Who  can  stand  before  His  cold ! 

Who  dare  mock  alnughty  power  ? 
Laid  in  magazines  untold, 

For  the  dire  and  yengefol  hour. 
All  ihe  elements  await, — 
Feeble  man  what  ihen  thy  state ! 


SPAEBOW  SONGS  IN  GLOOM. 

Little  warblers,  how  ye  sing 
Mid  the  cold  autumnal  rain ! 
Think  ye  'tis  a  shower  of  spring 
Galling  flowers  to  bloom  again  ? 
That  ye  make  the  garden  ring 
With  your  highest  cheerful  strain. 

Enow  ye  not  the  frowning  sky 
And  the  chilling  northern  blast 
Show  that  winter  wild  is  nigh  ? 
O'er  the  earth  his  chains  to  cast, — 
Send  his  shrieking  winds  to  sigh, — 
Whirling  freezing  fleeces  fast. 
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Throni^  the  bowen  your  bappj  Bong 
Load  has  filled  with  life  and  joy, 
On  the  balmy  breeze  along, 
Nor  a  trouble  to  annoy — 
Ruthless  storms,  like  giants  strong, 
Hasten  on  to  rage— destroy. 

Do  ye  sing  the  happy  days 
Glided  o'er  ye  here  and  flown  ? 
Memory's  echo  to  the  lays 
Of  extatic  raptures  gone  ? 
Grateful  the  Creator  praise 
For  each  pleasure  ye  have  knoim? 

Does  the  hope  of  seasons  ftiir 
Your  sweet  carols  now  inspire  ? 
When  sun,  shower  and  genial  air 
Harmoniously  conspire — 
Paradise  as  blest  prepare 
As  your  little  hearts  desire  ? 

Sing,  it  is  philosophy 

To  bear  a  happy  mind. 

Bather  it  is  piety. 

Sweet  happness  to  find 

What  the  cross  or  change  may  be. 

Nor  e'er  think  the  heavens  unkind, 

For  seeming  ill  with  good  is  twined. 

Though  mortals  to  improve  it,  blind. 
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FiLLIRfi    FOLIASB. 

How  tuk  ike  fiided  foliage  Ms 
From  those  thick  maatled  trees ; 
Each  leaf  on  careless  mortal  calls. 
As  loosened  by  the  breese. 

Bright  Summer's  robe  is  now  a  bed 
Where  fiadntmg  Autumn  lies. 
While  wintry  winds  whirl  roond  her  head, 
Forlorn  she  droops  and  dies. 

A  snowy,  sad,  untimely  storm 
Last  evening  fiercely  fell, 
And  fE^ding  charms  of  fleeting  fi«m. 
Were  swept  as  by  a  spell* 

This  mom  as  clouds  were  shaken  down 
From  their  once  lofty  trust, 
I  thought  of  that  almighty  firown 
Which  nations  turns  to  dust. 

Like  leaves  we  flutter  high  and  gay, — 
Seem  children  of  tiie  sky ; 
The  storm  of  death,  some  early  day, 
Sweeps  past — and  low  we  lie. 

Eternal,  Infinite,  and  Blest, 

Hast  thou  made  man  in  vain ! 

Oh,  when  shall  groamng  Earth  find  rest 

From  sin,  and  death,  and  pain ! 
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TWBITIBTfl    Of    BBPTBHBBft. 

So  bright  and  joyous  rode  the  moon, 
Though  yergmg  near  her  highest  noon, 
We  thought  it  wrong  to  sleep  so  soon, 
And  nature  slight,  and  friendship's  boon. 
The  twentieth  of  September. 

So  where  the  silver  radiance  fell, 
We  drew  a  seat  and  sat  to  tell 
What  had  our  pilgrimage  befel. 
And  thought  was  fixed,  as  bj  a  spell. 
On  scenes  we  did  remember. 

One  cloak  inwrapped  us  both  with  care, 
To  shield  us  from  the  chilly  air, 
And  thus  we  viewed  the  night  so  fair. 
And  talked  of  various  matters  there, 
As  fancy  gave  direction. 

Though  passing  strange  it  must  appear. 
The  Stoic  talks,  and  lists  to  hear 
From  one  experienced  and  sincere. 
Of  heartfelt  joys  and  tokens  dear 
Of  mutual  affection. 

That  Stoic  knows :— did  he  e'er  feel  ? 
Or  is  his  bosom  formed  of  steel ; 
'Tis  strange !  his  words  to  hail  congeal. 
And  yet  methinks  his  eyes  reveal 
Internal  conflagration. 
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Still  he  TnaintMBfl  it  is  not  bo. 
But  how  amid  eternal  snow 
The  fnuts  of  friendship  e'er  should  grow, 
And  he  their  matchless  sweetness  know. 
Exceeds  all  calcnlation. 

Then,  let  it  pass :  when  &r  awaj, 
My  faithful  friend,  we  both  shall  stray. 
As  thoughtful  in  Hie  lunar  ray 
You  sit  and  scan  each  by-gone  day, 
With  dear  ones  round  you  smiling : 

And  while  your  path  with  sweets  is  strown, 
Think  of  the  Stoic — ^&r — ^alone ! 
Should  Stoics  in  those  days  be  known, 
And  gratefully  the  blessings  own — 
Your  ills  of  life  beguiling. 


FAREWELL    SEPTEIBER. 

Fabiwbll,  ye  sweet  autumnal  dajrs 
Of  fruitful,  &ir  September,    • 
Dear  images  these  moments  raise 
Of  those  I  oft  remember. 

How  sweet,  September,  didst  thou  glide. 
When  in  my  natire  bowers ; 
How  happy  those  who  there  abide 
To  count  thy  golden  hours. 
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And  thisy  iky  last  and  brigjbtoat  daj^ 
0  doM  it  swaeil J  shine 
On  home  aad  country  far  awaji— 
On  Ihoee  loved  friends  of  mine  ? 

Do  all  the  gamers  overflow  ? 
Ere  bitter  harvest  caids ; 
Do  love  and  concord  ceaseless  grow 
And  bless  je  dearest  friends  ? 

0  are  je  happj,  happy  now, 
As  happy  as  am  I ; 
So  blest  as  mortal  things  allow. 
Confirmed  by  hopes  on  high. 


8SPTEIBSR    SSCOLLECTIOHB. 

0  can  it  be  five  rolling  years. 

Full  fraught  with  changes,  hopes  and  fears, 
Have  passed  with  smiles  and  some  few  tears, 
Since  that  bright  hour  which  love  endears, — 
1^  twentieth  of  S^ternber  ! 

1  feel  thy  arm  around  me  twine, 
And  gaze  on  that  dear  face  of  thine, 
Again  I  see  the  moonbeams  shine. 

And  hear  thy  voice — ^what  thrills  are  mine ! 
That  season  to  remember. 

Dear  brother,  glad  I  meet  thee  now, 
My  wearied  spirit  wilt  not  thou 
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Wiik  love  refresh  ?  come  tell  me  how 
Since  friendship's  thrilling  feurewell  vow. 
The  times  with  you  have  glided. 

Betomed  again  is  that  dear  nigjht 
Which  shone  with  radiance  so  bright^ 
When  swelled  our  hearts  with  such  delight, 
Amid  the  scene  our  love  to  plight, 
So  true  though  far  divided. 

Again  I  feel  me  with  thee  there. 
The  self-same  cloak  we  jointly  share, 
Embracing  view  the  scene  so  fair, 
But  Classmates  dear,  0  brother,  where, 
Where  have  they  all  departed  ? 

Name  by  name  we'll  smnmon  all; 
0  hear  our  loud  inviting  call ! 
Come,  join  us  at  the  sacred  Hall, 
Where  sweet  your  voice  was  wont  to  &11, 
Where  joy  you  oft  imparted. 

We  list  in  vain ;  there's  no  reply. 
Our  bosoms  heave  a  mournful  sigh. 
Emotion  gathers  in  our  eye. 
While  those  so  friT,  imagined  ni^. 
Engage  our  deep  reflection. 

Ah,  yes,  they're  gone  !  and  in  their  place 
We  now  may  find  another  race  ; 
Yet  still  their  form,  their  smiling  face 
Illumined  0$  with  heavenly  grace. 
Awakens  new  affection. 
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Though  gone,  they  are  not  quite  alone, 
With  none  to  soothe  a  troubled  moan, 
And  breathe  love's  soft  and  thrilling  tone, 
Creating  joys  where  cares  are  strown, — 
Sweet  union  nought  can  sever. 

And  jou,  dear  brother,  know  the  bliss 
Of  sharing  mutual  happiness. 
The  pure,  endearing,  rapturous  kiss ! — 
May  waves  of  joy,  that  passing  ihisj 
Boll  on  ye  all  forever. 

Dear  brethren,  shall  we  meet  no  more. 
While  pilgrims  on  this  changeful  shore. 
To  tell  the  past  experience  o'er. 
And  in  each  other's  bosom  pour 
Qur  heartfelt  joy  and  sorrow. 

0  no ;  such  meeting  cannot  be. 
Between  us  roUs  the  raging  sea, 
And  duty  will  not  leave  us  free 
To  mingle  in  one  company. 

Yet  we  shall  meet  tomorrow : 

Meet  where  we  shall  forget  our  pains. 
Amid  seraphic  joys  and  strains. 
Where  radiance  gilds  the  Missful  plains. 
And  God  our  gracious  Saviour  reigns, — 
To  sing  redemption's  story. 

Our  dearest  friends  will  all  be  there, 
And  in  the  boundless  blessings  share. 
What  tongue  the  rapture  can  declare. 
In  robes  and  crowns  which  we  shall  wear,. 
To  rise  in  bliss  and  glory. 

19 
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lEPTBIBBK    TWENTIETH. 

How  glorious  are  ihe  heavens  arrayed ! 
What  beauty,  brilliance,  joy  displayed ! 
One  well  might  think  the  world  was  made 
The  twentieth  of  September ! 

Sure  paradise  began  to  bloom, 
And  breathe  around  its  choice  perfume, 
While  firuits  perfection  did  assume, 
The  twentieth  of  September. 

Then  man  was  formed  of  noble  mein 
To  view,  admire,  adorn  the  scene 
Of  bliss  and  beauty,  gold  and  green. 
The  twentieth  of  September. 

Perfection  through  the  earth  and  air 
Was  stamped  on  every  object  there. 
And  all  was  happy,  gay  and  fair. 
The  twentieth  of  September. 

The  morning  gemmed  with  diamond  dew, 
The  sun  in  glories  bright  and  new, — 
It  was  a  sight  for  heaven  to  view ! 
The  twentieth  of  September. 

And  then  the  night !  with  full  orbed  moon 
Shedding  o'er  earth  a  silver  noon, 
0  what  a  sweet  celestial  boon — 
The  twentieth  of  September. 
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Though  lost  and  wrecked  and  left  forlorn, 
Nature  methinks  points  to  the  mom 
When  all  her  jojrs  were  perfect  bom — 
The  twentieth  of  September. 

And  through  the  night  she  seems  to  wear 
A  shadow  of  her  pristine  air, 
Which  makes  so  bright,  so  rich  and  rare, 
The  twentieth  of  September. 

When  will  the  seasons  once  again 
Dance  through  their  round  to  Eden's  strain, 
And  firuits  and  flowers  begin  their  reign — 
The  twentieth  of  September ! 


CHAPTER    V. 


VIEWS  ON  TIME  AND  KINDRED  THEMES. 


^^^^^^*^i0^^^^t^t^^^t^i^^^^^t^i^^^^^t0^^^0^^^ 


FLIOHT    OF    THE. 

Behold  the  rapid  flight  of  time. 
Which  cuts  down  all  in  every  clime, 
Dissolves  affections,  parteth  friends, 
While  to  eternity  it  tends. 

Our  childhood  and  our  youthful  days 
Pass  like  the  meteor's  transient  blaze, 
And  leave  but  little  more  to  trace 
The  changing  scenes  of  time  and  place. 

The  Trinter's  gone,  and  spring  is  here. 
Birds  soon  will  hill  and  valley  cheer ; 
The  sun  returns  with  warmer  beams. 
Unlocking  all  the  frozen  streams. 

Thus  time  is  bearing  us  along 
Life's  rapids,  with  the  busy  throng 
Who  hasten  onward  to  the  grave. 
From  which  no  earthly  power  can  save. 
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0  let  uB  then  improve  our  days, 
Adyancing  still  in  wisdom's  ways. 
But  shim  the  paths  that  lead  to  vice. 
And  climb  the  road  to  Paradise. 

Farewell,  instnictoi^Hschoolmates  dear, 
That  on  mj  mind  I  hope  to  bear, 
Nor  let  the  memory  e'er  be  lost. 
While  on  the  waves  of  life  Fm  tossed. 

With  you  how  many  days  Fve  spent. 
On  stady,  pastime,  all  intent, 
When  time  appeared  with  ling'ring  flight, 
To  pass  the  space  from  mom  to  night. 

But  now  adieu,  dear  friends,  adieu ! 
The  school  is  closed,  I  part  from  you, 
Perhaps  we  never  more  shall  meet, 
TSl  summoned  to  the  judgment  seat. 


YOUTH. 

Youth  is  like  the  blooming  flower. 
That  sips  the  morning  dew. 
And  gracing  some  refreshing  bower, 
Is  pleasing  to  the  view. 

But  soon  this  lovely  flower  must  &de, 

These  brilliant  tints  decay. 

And  all  the  bloom  wherein  arrayed. 

Must  quicUy  pass  away. 
19  « 
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So  youth  will  not  forever  last. 

Nor  beauty  always  bloom ; 

For  soon  beneath  tune's  withering  blasts 

Each  grace  must  meet  its  doom. 

Then  let  us  so  improve  our  youth, 
That  when  its  bloom  is  o'er, 
Our  minds  may  yield  the  fruits  of  truth, 
In  rich  and  ample  store. 


TI0U6IT. 

Winged  with  light  let  thought  fly  o'er  the  varied 

Scenes  of  life,  back  to  its  earliest  date, 

And  from  the  threshold  of  existence  ask 

Who  formed  the  thinking  spirit  found  within, 

And  gave  to  rale  this  animated  clay  ? 

Yesterday,  and  nought  to  us  had  being. 

In  inconceivable,  oblivious 

Nothing,  latent  lay  these  young  aspiring 

Energies  which  to-day  expand  with  hopes 

Of  immortality.     To  strike  radiant 

Suns  from  solid  darkness  is  not  a  work 

More  wonderful,  or  of  Omnipotence 

More  effort.     There  must  be  an  eternal 

And  infinite,  almighty  Cause  that  waked 

The  Universe  to  being,  and  within 

Some  cycle  of  His  own  eternity, 

Created  us  :  for  what  ?  ah,  think,  my  soul : 

Was  it  to  chase  the  airy  phasitasies 

That  flit  so  temptingly  before  the  warm 
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Xma^nation,  dancing,  seemingly 

One  short  step  in  prospect,  offering  titles. 

Wealth,  or  tBone  ?    Was  it  to  write  as  conq'rors 

Our  name  on  tornado-fields  of  battle. 

Cities  sacked,  and  empires  won  ?    Was  it  to 

Sen  ourselves  to  unrestrained  indulgence. 

And  half  blot  out  the  mind  immortal  ?  no  ! 

To  glorify  the  Power  beneficent 

That  created,  still  preserres  us,  to  be 

Happy  in  His  &Yor,  life  to  us  was 

Given,  life  to  us  continues.    Turn  then 

The  pages  of  the  past,  and  see  if  life's 

Great  end  is  answered.    Alas,  how  many 

Blots  and  blanks  on  every  page !  how  oft 

In  stupid,  or  in  careless  thoughtlessness, 

Have  we  been  borne  along  earth's  annual 

Circuit,  where  scarce  a  single  landmark  tells 

That  we  had  being ;  or  if  perchance  we 

Feel  with  thrilling  energy  that  this  or 

That  day  we  existed,  0  how  many 

Of  those  days  call  up  the  ghastly  spectre 

Of  remorse.     0  could  annihilation 

Pass  her  wand  oblivious  o'er  the  legend 

Of  our  lost  life,  and  all  our  years  again 

By  us  be  written  down,  who  would  not  strive 

To  crowd  each  page  with  characters,  so  faur. 

Of  virtue,  truth,  and  charity  divine. 

Turn  back  thy  chariot,  sun,  as  once  to  prop 

The  weak  and  wavering  faith  of  Judah's  king. 

And  ^ve  us  one  at  least,  of  our  lost  hours. 

It  cannot  be  :  all  those  hours  are  sealed  for 

Judgment.     Go  bid  the  headlong  cataract 

That  deep  thunders  down  an  hundred  fathoms. 

Flow  up  the  awful  steep  :  roll  back  the  spheres 
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Their  circling  course  to  where  they  stood  when  earth 

Began  to  dance  to  song  of  morning  stars ; 

Still  what  our  lives  have  written,  in  the  book 

Of  high  Heaven's  remembrance  stands  unaltered, 

Nor  will  have  lost  one  tint  of  coloring. 

When  this  wide  world  shall  vanish  from  the  map 

Of  universal  nature. 


THOnHHTS    ON    DBATI. 

Perhaps  ere  twice  the  orb  of  day 
Shall  swiftly  glide  his  yearly  round. 
My  soul  will  wing  to  heaven  away, 
My  flesh  sleep  sweetly  in  the  ground. 

Disease  may  wear  life's  silver  cord, 
Singly  thrilling  threads  may  sever, 
Some  casualty, — ^the  Moslim  sword. 
Instant  sunder  it  forever. 

Be  fsdihful,  soul,  improve  each  hour. 
Live  years  in  every  passing  day, 
Acquire  through  grace  the  noble  power. 
When  gone,  to  teach  the  heavenly  way. 

Though  lowly  laid  in  manhood's  prime, 
Some  hidden  spring  unsealed  by  thee 
May  deepening  flow  through  future  time, 
Whence  hosts  may  drink  felicity. 

0  heaven,  blest  heaven,  so  soon  shall  I 
Thy  glories  share,  thine  anthems  sing  ? 
Haste  happy  hour  to  mount  on  high. 
The  hour  to  meet  my  God  and  Ejng. 
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LAST    OF     8EPTSIBER. 

Gliding  o'er  the  briny  foam, 
Far  from  friends  and  native  home, 
Farther  onward  still  to  roam, 
I  have  passed  September. 

Autumn  airs  have  fanned  my  cheeks, 
But  what  else  around  bespeaks 
Scenes  my  heart  so  fondly  seeks, 
Scenes  I  e'er  remember. 

In  this  month  of  autumn's  pride, 
Summer  weds  his  fruit-crowned  bride, 
But  upon  the  barren  tide 
Guests  are  not  invited. 

Yet  the  banquet,  rich  and  free, 
Has,  methinks,  a  seat  for  me, 
0  could  I  fly  away  and  be 

There  with  friends  delighted. 

Heretofore  each  circling  year 
I've  seen  the  corn-field  growing  sear, 
And  plucked  the  fall  aad  golden  ear 
With  heart  of  cheerfulness. 

The  forest  robes  and  wreath  of  green. 
With  pleased,  instructed  eye  I've  seen 
In  varying  hues  adorn  the  scene. 
And  gazed  with  pensiveness. 
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And  one  by  one,  so  sQenilyy 
The  faded  leaves  forsook  the  tree 
Where  they  had  waved  so  carelessly, 
Through  summer's  glowing  hours. 

There  was  a  path  I  loved  to  tread, 
Along  the  garden  side  it  led, — 
One  mom  I  found  it  thickly  spread 
With  foliage  from  the  bbwers. 

Upon  the  hill,  be^de  a  wood, 
The  orchard  there  inviting  stood. 
Laden  with  fiiiit  so  choice  and  good. 
Oft  I  it  frequented. 

The  apples  there,  with  cheek  of  red, 
Or  yellow  tint,  so  thick  were  spread. 
That  passing  e'en  with  cautious  tread, 
Many  were  indented. 

There  rambling  in  the  cool  retreat, 
Or  restixig  on  a  mossy  seat. 
How  oft  delicious  fruit  I  ate. 
While  musing  pensively. 

The  air  was  balm,  and  bright  the  day. 
Mountain  and  hiUs  stood  in  array, 
Before  my  view  the  landscape  lay 
Fair  and  extensively. 

Too  fleeting  hours !  but  wherefore  sigh. 
Seize  present  pleasures  as  they  fly, 
Behold  e'en  now  the  glorious  sky, — 
Still  I  may  remember, 
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And  here  reeomit  them  gratefUly, 
The  happy  days  I  used  to  see, 
The  scenes  that  were  so  sweet  to  me 
In  the  month  of  September, 


FLEETING    SEASONS. 

I  saw  the  frowning,  wintry  cloud 
like  a  dark  ceiling  veil  the  sky ; 

The  leafless  trees,  loud  moanmg,  bowed 
Before  the  blast  that  thundered  by : 

But  Winter  melts  and  flees  away, 

And  smiling  comes  the  vernal  day. 

I  saw  the  promise  buds  of  Spring, 

And  heard  the  streamlets'  murm'ring  flow ; 
In  blooming  groves  the  wood-chmr  sing. 

The  fragrant  breezes  gently  blow ; 
But  Spring,  like  Winter,  speeds  her  flight, 
She's  gone  like  dreams  before  the  li^t. 

I  saw  the  Summer  in  his  might 
Swaying  the  sceptre  of  the  year. 

Enthroned  in  verdure,  crowned  with  light, 
He  seemed  too  strong  a  change  to  fear ; 

And  yet,  unheeded,  all  his  pride 

Soon  passed  like  ebbing  of  the  tide. 
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I  saw  the  Autumn,  plenty's  horn 
Was  in  her  hand,  her  healthful  smile, 

When  first  she  brought  the  bracing  mom, 
Promised  her  reign  would  last  awhile  ; 

But  even  then  her  chaplet  gay 

Began  to  fade — she  glides  away. 

I  wondered  how  the  seasons  flew 

So  swift,  so  magicly  along, 
When  days  in  childhood,  to  my  view, 

Spun  out  their  hours  so  endless  long : 
It  seemed  time's  wings  were  cropped  just  then, 
Now  plumed  to  sweeping  size  again. 

My  hopes  were  then  unschooled  and  wild. 

Anticipation  filled  my  mind, 
Joy's  hour  came  slow,  and  oft  beguiled. 

But  promised  soon  my  bliss  to  find ; 
And  so  I  longed  for  ftiture  hours. 
And  sighed  for  joy  in  happy  bowers. 

Taught  by  experience,  at  last. 

Now  is  my  hour  for  happiness, 
As  NOW  is  always  gliding  past, 

Time's  courses  all  seem  growing  less ; 
And  so  will  fly  my  future  years. 
Till  my  last  sun  on  earth  appears. 

Well,  bear  me,  time,  on  swift^est  wing, 
Through  trial  and  enjoyment  here, 

I  long  to  see  my  God,  my  King, — 
Eternity  my  home,  how  dear  ! 

The  hours  of  bliss  ne'er  &de  away 

Where  God  and  Christ  pour  heavenly  day. 
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ClOSIRfi    THE    TEAI. 

Ths  months,  weeks  and  days  were  all  numbered 
By  Thne  in  his  rapid  career. 
When  mortals  that  night  should  have  slumbered, 
He'd  wish  them  a  happy  New  Year. 

We  met  when  the  dayUght  departed, 
To  pray  to  the  Giver  of  days  ; 
To  mourn  for  past  sins  broken-hearted. 
And  usher  the  New  Year  with  praise. 

Remembrance  past  mercies  repeated, 
And  whispered  of  gratitude  due. 
While  promise  of  fiature  ones  greeted 
Our  hopes  for  the  year  then  in  view. 

Gould  hearts  with  a  spark  of  devotion 
Be  cold  at  a  season  like  this ; 
How  sweet  and  how  blest  the  emotion, 
When  penitence  changes  to  bliss. 

Our  life  and  our  cares  all  commending 
To  Gh)d  our  dear  Father  and  Friend, 
Whose  mercy  His  children  attending. 
Preserves  and  supports  to  the  end. 

20 
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RATAL    H0U18. 

Away,  away,  cried  the  joyous  hours 
That  danced  when  I  was  bom ; 
Come,  hurry  him  on  with  all  our  powers 
From  eve  to  blushing  mom. 

We'll  plume  our  wings  to  the  swiftest  flight. 
And  waft  him  through  the  world, 
As  an  arrow  drawn  with  a  warrior's  might 
To  the  mark  is  instant  hurled. 

Never,  0  never  a  moment's  rest 

In  this  our  swift  career, 

Speed  while  he  sleeps  on  his  mother's  breast. 

Speed  fisister  every  year. 

He  little  yet — ^ah,  he  nothing  knows 
Of  all  that  he  must  bear ; 
How  many  the  joys,  how  great  the  woes, 
Alloted  him  to  share. 

Nor  e'er  shall  he  linger  long  to  taste 
From  any  cup  that  flows, 
We  have  it  in  charge  to  be  in  haste, 
And  how  our  pathway  glows ! 

Ah,  look  how  his  parents  fondly  smile 
To  see  their  darling  boy 
Grow  up  so  fiast,  nor  reflect  the  while, 
He'll  leave  and  mar  their  joy. 


281 

Away  though  childhood^  hurry  him  on, 
And  swifter  still  through  youth. 
Through  manhood  fly,  H  wifl  soon  be  done. 
The  task  it  will  in  truth. 

For  now  on  our  lightning  wings  we  gam 
The  number  tldrty4wo  ; 
A  wonder  indeed  should  there  remain 
A  fourth  of  that  to  do. 

To  bear  him  blithely  and  swifter  still 
Be  all  our  powers  addressed, 
Half  breathless  when  we  the  task  fulfil 
Then  we  ourselves  will  rest. 


FAIEWEII    1816, 

Farewell  to  eighteen-thirty-fiye ! 
A  fleeting  year  did  never 
Along,  my  pathway  madly  drive, — 
Farewell  to  thee  forever ! 

Nay,  stop  a  moment  till  I  think 
If  aught  I  have  been  doing ; 
And  let  your  foaming  coursers  drink. 
So  eager  time  pursuing. 

The  year's  events  are  simply  these, — 
They  scarce  are  worth  the  telling, 
!Rrst  at  Stambool  then  at  Tebreez, 
like  thousands  I've  been  dwelling. 
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Whether  the  whole  is  not  a  dream 
I  hardly  dare  be  certain ; 
A  year !  past  wonderfiil,  I  deem^ 
So  soon  to  drop  the  curtain. 

Yet  if  I  conld  by  logic  prove 
This  twelyemonth  were  a  vision, 
I  fear  some  farther  doubt  would  move 
In  view  of  such  decision. 

Sure  then  grave  doubts  would  straight  arise 

If  life  were  not  a  phantom. 

The  which,  whatever  they  surmise, 

I'm  not  disposed  to  grant  'em. 

Ko,  'tis  a  fact,  I  will  maintain, 
Whate'er  appearance  savors, 
I've  lived  a  year,  though  much  in  vain, 
And  shared  in  many  favors. 


THE    FLEETINO    TEAR. 

And  has  it  gone  ?  the  fleeting  year. 
And  left  me  with  the  living  here  ? 
While  multitudes  that  saw  it  come 
Are  sleeping  now  within  the  tomb. 

Their  hopes  and  health  were  strong  as  mine 
When  first  the  year  began  to  shine. 
Now  wintry  winds  with  moaning  sigh 
Across  the  valleys  where  they  lie. 
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Then  let  me  labor  mik  my  might, 
While  there  remaineth  life  and  light, 
For  soon  will  come  the  evening  shade, 
And  I  aside  fix)m  toil  be  lidd. 

Bat  if  an  age  I  yet  shonld  live, 
And  Grod  should  health  and  vigor  (^ve, 
Still  never  let  me  waste  an  hour, 
But  toil  for  Christ  with  all  my  power. 


IS    DUTY    DONB. 

0  is  it  done  !  and  may  I  go 
With  this  departing  year  ? 
And  leave  forever  toil  and  woe 
That  so  oppress  me  here. 

0  is  it  done  !  the  bitter  strife 

1  long  have  had  with  sin ; 
Here  may  I  end  this  mortal  life, 
And  dying  vict'ry  win. 

0  is  it  done  !  the  work  of  grace 
Long  labored  in  my  heart ; 
Now  may  I  see  my  Saviour^s  face 
Nor  more  from  Him  depart. 

0  is  it  done !  and  shall  I  be 
With  Christ  my  Lord  above, 
Throughout  a  blest  eternity, 
And  sing  and  share  His  love. 

20« 
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THB    HBW    TBiR. 

Hail,  the  new  and  happy  year ! 
Full  of  promise,  hope  and  joy, 
Welcome  in  thy  sifift  career, 
Which  may  many  hopes  destroy. 

What  for  ns  hast  thou  in  store, 
In  thy  future  fleeting  days  ; 
Runs  the  cup  of  mercy  o'er  ? 
Or  does  sorrow  flood  our  ways  ? 

Will  the  year  glide  sweetly  by  ? 
Spare  us  and  our  dearest  friends  ? 
Or  win  some  be  called  to  die, 
Ere  its  narrow  circle  ends. 

Must  our  hearts  in  anguish  break 
O'er  their  cold  and  lifeless  clay  ? 
Or  shall  grief  in  them  awake 
Shrouding — ^bearing  us  away« 

What  for  Christ  shall  we  achieve  ? 
If  we  live  this  fleeting  year  ; 
Who  through  us  on  Him  believe  ? 
Where  he  dried  the  suff 'rer's  tear  ? 

Gracious  Gfod,  our  all  to  thee 
Cheerfully  we  now  commend. 
With  us  let  thy  presence  be 
TiU  our  years  and  labors  end. 


286 


filCT'S    TI8IT. 

I've  been  back  to  childhood  to-day, 
And  gathered  a  chaplet  of  flowers, 
Where  I  was  accustomed  to  play 
With  schoolmates  in  happiest  hours. 

And  there  too  myself  I  have  Tiewed, 
A  flaxen-haired,  pale,  little  boy. 
With  temper  correctly  sabdued, 
And  little  my  mind  to  annoy. 

Perhaps  'twas  my  greatest  desire 
That  quickly  I  older  migjbt  grow, 
For  then  I  was  wont  to  admire 
Maturity's  fireedom  and  show. 

The  cold  crystal  fountain  still  flows. 
Where  daily  we  sported  and  drank ; 
The  orchard  and  forest  there  grows. 
And  violets  bloom  on  the  bank* 

All  bahny  and  verdant  around. 
As  happy  as  birds  in  the  spring, 
We  carol  and  coarse  o'er  the  ground 
On  joyous  activity's  wing. 

My  mates,  they  are  children  again, 
0  see  them  the  butterfly  chase, 
He  rises^  their  hopes  are  all  vain, 
Bat  laughing  they  run  back  apace. 
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Gome,  see  ns,  how  happy  we  are, 
While  pleasure  we  fleetly  pursue, 
Yet  think  not  what  pleasures  we  share, 
And  mind  only  that  just  in  view. 

From  three  to  ten  summers  we've  seen, 
And  wish  the  fair  season  would  last, 
For  why  should  so  loyely  a  green 
Be  maired  by  the  rude  winter's  blast. 

Our  books  and  our  teacher  we  prize. 
And  dearly  our  parents  we  love, 
And  God  who  made  earth  and  the  skies,- 
We  pray  He  may  take  us  above 

When  these  little  hands  shall  lie  still, 
And  these  nimble  feet  be  at  rest. 
As  often  we've  heard  that  they  will, 
0  then  may  we  truly  be  blessed. 

But  hope  tells  us  many  long  years 
Will  gladden  our  bosoms  below. 
And  joy  to  our  fancy  appears 
On  manhood  unceasing  to  flow. 

Ah,  manhood  has  broken  the  spell ! 
It  whispers  I  long  have  been  there  ; 
Dear  schoolmates,  I  bid  you  farewell. 
No  more  to  those  scenes  we  repair. 

The  summer  of  fancy  has  fled, 

Alas,  'tis  all  winter  around ; 

The  tears  o'er  the  past  I  might  shed. 

Would  freeze  e'er  they  fell  to  the  ground. 
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BIBTITT    ARD    TICI88ITnSB    OF  LIFB. 

'Tis  but  a  short  and  changeful  night 
Of  mingled  sorrow  and  delight, 

We  dwell  below  the  skies ; 
The  scenes  so  hurried,  varied,  seem 
A  pleasant  or  a  painful  dream, 

Till  mom  expected  rise. 

Sometimes  we  dream  the  rolling  years, 
Adorned  with  smiles  or  wet  with  tears, 

Will  never  pass  away  ; 
Anon  the  fleeting  seasons  fly 
like  arrows  through  the  trackless  sky, 

TUl  £ades  the  final  day. 

We  dream  that  joy,  like  lightning,  darts. 
But  to  illume  and  rive  our  hearts. 

With  momentary  bliss. 
While  all  our  pains  and  sorrows  seem 
To  linger  like  a  stagnant  stream. 

And  drown  our  happiness. 

Ah,  why  in  folly  dream  we  so  ! 
^  And  vex  our  souls  with  fancied  woe, 

That  earth  is  not  a  heaven ; 
If  we  that  blissful  world  would  share. 
We  must  this  night  with  patience  bear. 

For  'tis  the  trial  given. 

And  wider  far  is  pleasure's  reign. 
Than  that  usurped  by  gloomy  pain. 
E'en  in  this  dreary  state  ; 
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And  if  we  hope  at  lengtii  to  break 
These  slmnbers  and  to  joys  awake 
Which  all  the  good  await : 

Upon  the  soothing  lap  of  peace. 

Our  head  may  rest  till  night  shaJl  cease. 

And  mom  celestial  rise, 
And  we  refreshed,  renewed,  assume 
Inunortal  vigor,  deathless  bloom, 

And  triumph  in  the  skies. 


TRANSIENT    TEARS. 

Like  a  meteor  of  the  sky. 
Fading  in  a  glance  of  eye. 
Leaving  not  a  trace  on  high 
To  mark  its  transient  course  : 

So  my  fleeting  life  below, 
Glides  with  noiseless  rapid  flow. 
Nor  perchance  a  sign  may  show 
Of  well  directed  force. 

Yet  with  zeal,  my  hand,  my  heart, 
Daily  strive  to  do  their  part. 
Though  oft  checked  by  Satan's  art, 
Li  the  dear  cause  of  heaven. 

Wherefore  should  I  then  complain, 
If  my  Lord  doth  thus  ordain, 
That  my  efforts  shall  be  vain, — 
For  my  own  trial  given. 
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The  feeble  meteor  fulfilled 
All  the  GtoA  of  nature  willed, — 
Moment  of  existence  thrilled^ 
Forever  then  no  more  : 

Where  is  found  respecting  me 
EBgher  claims  on  Deity, 
Though  grace  gives  eternity — 
To  brighten  and  to  soar. 

Tes,  though  life  is  scarce  begun. 
Ere  its  meteor  flash  is  done, 
Yet  the  soul  outlives  the  sun. 
And  shares  a  just  reward. 

What  emotions  awful  rise, 
Far  to  look  beyond  the  skies, — 
Feel  this  spirit  never  dies. 
Eternal  like  its  Lord. 


NATAL    inSINfig. 

Tims,  hast  thou  stol'n  the  lightning's  wing 

That  thus  thy  seasons  flee  ? 
What  magic  power  so  soon  to  bring 

My  age  to  thirty-three  ! 
Think  not  I  would  have  censured  thee, 
If  fieurther  thou  had'st  carried  me. 
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But  how  hast  thou  contrived  to  glide 
Through  such  a  checkered  scene ; 

As  if  it  were  a  smgle  stride 
Too  rapid  to  be  seen : 

What  can  this  gre  j  capillum  mean  ? 

Near  half  a  dozen  one  might  glean. 

There  is  a  mark  about  my  eye, 
Which  was  not  there  erewhile, 

A  friend  once  gave  the  reason  why — 
That  I  was  wont  to  smile  ; 

But  long  must  play  this  sort  of  file^ 

To  cut  my  face  in  such  a  style.- 

My  brow  has  also  got  a  trace. 

As  yet  the  line  is  slight. 
To  be  in  keeping  with  my  face, 

Time  surely  loves  to  write  ; 
Although  the  marks  he  doth  indite, 
Must  not  be  viewed  by  critics'  light. 

I  wonder  if  my  back  has  bent 

Since  I  was  on  parade  ? 
If  somewhat  of  my  force  is  spent 

Now  youth  begins  to  fade  ? 
0  Time,  how  strange  thy  wondrous  trade. 
To  make,  then  mar  as  soon  as  made ! 

But  manhood  yet  is  in  its  prime. 

Age  far  as  eye  can  see. 
Although  if  thus  whirls  off  my  time, 

Tomorrow  there  I'll  be  ; 
It  matters  littie,  sure,  to  me, 
Be  borne  thus  far,  or  soon  set  free. 
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I  wonder  muoh  how  I  should  feel 

Beneath  a  wijg  of  gray ; 
And  have  my  senses  nearly  steal 

Insensibly  away  ? 
Sure  I  shall  see  that  faded  day, 
Or  sooner  mingle  with  the  clay. 

Welly  let  the  changing  seasons  roll, 
And  wreck  this  mortal  frame, 

They  camiot  reach  the  ransomed  soul 
Enduring  still  the  same : 

Nay,  rising  with  seraphic  flame. 

From  mortal  fate  thrdugh  Jesus'  name. 


FAREWELL    1816. 

Fabewell  '36  !  through  a  wearisome  road 
Like  pilgrims  weVe  trarelled  together, 
I  bowed  like  old  age  'neath  a  ponderous  load, 
Tou  tripping  as  light  as  a  feather. 

Stem  companion  you've  been,  compelling  poor  me 
Tour  own  heavy  luggage  to  carry  ; 
And  morning  or  night,  in  a  passion  to  flee, 
Tou  never  a  moment  would  tarry. 

When  wearied  and  cast  on  the  ground  I  have  lain,. 
Exhausted  by  labor  and  sorrow, 
Tou  ne'er  have  forgotten  to  urge  on  again, 
Wi^  earliest  4awn  of  the  morrow. 

21 
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Ah,  what  a  rough  waj  you  have  hurried  me  o'er ! 
Mj  heart  sickens  now  to  remember ; 
And  like  a  wrecked  sailor  cast  on  a  wild  shore. 
You  leave  me  this  last  of  December. 

You  may  be  a  schoolmaster  friend,  and  if  so 
I  thank  you  for  all  your  correction, 
These  marks  of  your  kindness  to  old  age  will  show 
The  strength  of  your  firowning  affection. 

Yet  now  with  best  wishes  I  bid  you  adieu, 

And  little  regret  we  are  parting, 

Peace  be  on  your  name,  though  remembrance  of  you 

wan  scarce  check  a  tear  that  is  starting. 


ABIEU     TO    THE    TEAl. 

The  smile  and  the  tear, 
f  Of  this  transient  year, 

Have  gone  like  a  brief  yemal  shower, 
Whose  cloud  and  its  bow 
Not  a  vestige  can  show. 

Nor  dew-drop  for  one  fleeting  hour. 

Yet  quick  as  it  passed. 
Its  record  wiU  last 
'  When  sun,  moon  and  stars  shall  have  faded ; 
Each  moment  will  tell  * 

What  in  it  befel, 
How  conscience  approved  or  upbraided. 
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Kind  SaTioor,  I  pray, 

My  81118  wash  away, 
Ere  the  new  year  shall  dawn  on  the  morrow ; 

0  let  not  a  stain 

Of  th'  old  year  remain. 
To  shade  that  glad  morning  with  sorrow. 

How  wondrous  thy  grace, 

Which  I  now  retrace, 
With  praise,  through  the  year  that  is  ending ; 

Yea,  through  all  my  years, 

Thy  goodness  appears 
Each  footstep  with  mercy  attending. 


THE    TEAR'S    FAIEWEII. 

Another  fleeting  year 

Is  bidding  us  farewell. 
Shall  smile  or  falling  tear 
Of  grief  or  gladness  tell  ? 
Ah,  let  them  meet  and  mingling  show 
The  checkered  scenes  of  life  below. 

The  smiling  mom  has  shone. 

All  gemmed  with  diamond  dew. 
The  purpling  eve  has  thrown 
Its  spangled  robes  in  view ; 
In  brilliant  contrast  either  vies, 
And  grasps  at  radiant  beauty's  prize. 
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But  darkness  too  has  spread 

Its  pall  upon  the  skj, 
And  hopes  aghast  have  fled, 
And  sorrow  heaved  her  sigh ; 
Ah,  thus  it  is  forever  here, 
Against  the  smile  is  set  a  tear. 

^Tis  well ;  for  here  below 

We're  pilgrims  and  should  haste. 
And  every  touch  of  woe 
Impels  across  the  waste 
We  all  must  pass  ere  we  can  rise 
To  heavenly  glories  in  the  skies. 

0  Time,  thou  empty  shade, 

How  didst  thou  cheat  my  youth ! 
What  flatt'ring  vows  were  made ! 
But  they  have  taugjht  me  truth. 
The  truth  that  earth  is  but  a  lie, 
And  happiness  reserved  on  high. 

But  all  this  truth  will  spurn, 

THI  failure  makes  them  gray. 
Each  for  himself  will  learn  j 
Will  have  his  chosen  way  ; 
Well  let  them  try  and  find  like  me, 
Our  shades  pursued  forever  flee. 

But  thou,  departing  year, 

Why  should  I  chide  thy  flight  ? 
Without  a  smile  or  tear 

I'll  bid  thy  hours — Good  night ! 
*Tis  not  for  thee,  old  Time,  to  say 
When  I  must  sigh  and  when  be  gay. 
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Eternity  is  mine, 

The  p&  of  God,  my  King, 
Through  grace  HiB  praise  divine, 
In  rapture's  reahns  FU  sing, 
Nor  ever  sigh  o'er  fleeting  years. 
Nor  ^ories  view  through  dinuning  tears. 


CR0WHIH6    THE    NEW    TSAl. 

Come,  form  a  wreath  to  crown  the  year. 

And  bind  it  on  his  brow, 
Symbolic  of  his  swift  career, 
And  face  he  weareth  now : 
Let  truth  be  twined  with  every  braid, 
*  Nor  li^t  weave  partial  o'er  the  shade. 

'15s  winter ;  where  the  blooming  flowers 

To  make  the  garland  gay  ? 
Ah,  take  the  frostwork  of  the  hours 

When  surly  tempests  play ; 
Twist  icicles  into  a  form, 
Rt  diadem  for  winter  storm. 

The  frozen  tears  of  heaven  the  gems 

To  glitter  on  the  wreath. 
And  let  some  few  of  kleath's  emblems 

Be  peering  out  beneath. 
And  scatter  o'er  it  driven  snow, 
Time's  evanescent  hours  to  show. 

21* 
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Come,  to  the  coronation,  come, 
And  crown  tlie  op'ning  year, 

That  lays  perhaps  us  in  the  tomb, 
Or  leads  to  shed  the  tear 

O'er  fondest  hopes  or  dearest  Mends, 

Lost  ere  his  short  dominion  ends. 

^nt  he  will  bring  the  yemal  flowers, 
And  summer's  brilliant  pride. 

And  lead  to  autumn's  fruitful  bowers, 
Why  then  his  reign  deride  ? 

Why  with  an  icy  crown  wilt  jeer. 

The  welcome,  happy,  bright  New  Year  ? 

Well,  on  the  icy  garland  twine 
The  budding  bloom  of  spring. 

Bid  radiant  summer  round  it  shine. 
Add  autumn's  oiTering ; 

But  know,  this  very  year  must  wear, 

At  last,  the  frigid  chaplet  bare. 

I  know  that  many  days  will  smile. 

And  many  long  will  seem ; 
Yet  they  will  oft  our  hopes  beguile. 

And  all  prove  but  a  dream  ; 
I've  seen  too  much  on  time  to  trust ; 
Time's  what  ? — the  way  to  turn  to  dust ! 

No  ;  in  the  blissful  skies  above. 
There,  there  alone  are  found 

The  objects  for  abiding  love. 
There  joys  run  endless  round : 

Immortal  garlands  there  we'll  twine. 

And  crown  eternity  divine. 
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RETIEW    OF    FOUR    TEA18. 

Four  roUing  years  have  passed  away, 
Since  that  eventful  thrilling  day, 

I  left  my  native  land, 
And  saw  its  verdant  shores  retire, 
And  felt  my  soul  to  heaven  aspire, 

Amid  a  mission  band. 

The  future  was  a  world  unknown 
Heaven  called  me  to  explore  alone, 

And  trust  to  grace  divine  ; 
How  cheerfdlly  I  saw  the  sail 
Swell  out  before  the  prospering  gale, 

To  waft  me  o'er  the  brine. 

My  country,  home,  and  friends  so  dear. 
In  joyful  hope  without  a  tear. 

Were  left  till  time  be  o'er, 
I  told  them,  through  the  Saviour's  grace. 
Heaven  be  our  happy  meeting-place, 

To  part  nor  suffer  more. 

What  scenes,  what  seasons  have  transpired, 
What  pangs  have  passed,  what  hopes  expired. 

Since  that  fair  summer  day ; 
What  ^raitry  blasts  have  on  me  blown. 
What  thorns  and  rocks  been  thickly  strown 

Througl^out  my  pilgrim  way ! 

Yet  I  adore  the  Hand  Divine, 
That  led  this  rugged  way  of  mine. 
And  taught  me  where  to  trust ; 
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The  hand  that  gaides  and  guards  me  still, 
And  makes  me  feel  God's  holy  will 
Is  wise  and  good  and  just. 

What  future  scenes  His  wise  decree 
Of  joy  or  grief  allots  to  me, 

I  seek  not  far  to  know, 
Assured  that  all  is  ordered  best 
To  make  me  most  completely  blest, 

In  heaven  to  which  I  go. 

Friends,  home,  and  country,  still  my  own ! 
I  love  ye,  bear  ye  to  the  throne 

Whence  every  blessing  flows ; 
I  will  not — ^no,  I  can't  forget 
The  grateful  and  increasing  debt 

AfifecUon  ever  owes. 

For  you  with  whom  I  passed  the  wave, 
Benighted  souls  to  win  and  save, 

Recals  this  day  a  sigh  ? 
Heaven  grant  that  as  your  moiients  glide, 
Your  blessings  may  be  multiplied, 

Till  we  shall  meet  on  high. 


HELPEO  HITHERTO. 

1  Sam.  7 :  12. 

HiTHERto,  through  many  a  year, 
God  hath  helped  me  on  my  way. 

Soothed  the  sigh  and  wiped  the  tear, 
Turning  darkness  into  day : 


/ 


249 

Let  me  here  set  up  a  sign 
Of  this  gracious  aid  divine. 

Since  my  fleeting  course  began, 
A  generation,  yea  and  more, 

As  they  count  the  age  of  man, 
Has  died  upon  this  mortal  shore  ; 

Like  summer  clouds  they've  passed  away 

No  more  to  see  a  natal  day. 

Hitherto  the  help  of  God 

Has  preserved  from  flagrant  sm ; 
Through  the  devious  way  I've  trod 

He  my  guide  and  guard  has  been, 
Hid  temptation  firom  my  sight, 
Or  sustained  me  in  the  fight. 

Oft  alas,  my  erring  feet 

Have  betrayed  me  to  a  fall, 
But  Hi^  grace,  so  free,  so  sweet, 

Has  more  than  recovered  all ; 
My  falls  have  been  but  signs  to  rise 
And  speed  me  to  the  blissful  skies. 

Hitherto  thy  hand  has  led 
Thui;y-five  long  rolling  years  ! 

Hitherto  hath  blessings  shed, 

Now  when  age  and  death  appears. 

And  unknown  etemify, 

Forever  I  will  trust  in  thee. 
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NEW    TSAR. 

Why  art  thou  bom  mid  the  winter  snows  ? 
And  nursed  by  the  rudest  blast  that  blows  ? 
By  driving  sleet  urged  on  thy  career, 
Happy,  yet  hapless,  welcome  New  Tear ! 

Thy  birth  should  have  been  with  op'ning  flowers, 
In  song  and  fragrance  of  vernal  bowers, 
When  bloom  and  light  like  cherubs  appear, — 
Then  be  thy  birth,  0  infant  New  Year ! 

And  so  it  was  in  the  bowers  of  bliss. 
Where  Eden's  zephyrs  breathed  happiness, 
There  in  smiles  so  sweet,  in  beams  so  clear. 
Was  bom  the  first,  sole  happy  New  Year. 

A  garland  of  flowers  that  never  Me^ 
The  brows  of  the  blooming  year  arrayed. 
And  fragrance  and  light  and  love  so  dear. 
Winged  on  his  way  that  blissful  New  Year. 

But  ah,  the  guilty  and  wretched  fall 
Lost  crown  and  robe  for  the  gloomy  pall, 
And  now,  alas,  with  a  frozen  tear 
And  wailing  moan  is  bom  the  New  Year. 

In  sadness  bom,  in  sorrow  to  die, 
Through  changing  scenes  of  earth  to  fly, 
Sometimes  in  brightness,  but  often  drear, 
Sighs  on  his  way  each  fleeting  New  Year. 
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Yet  ffdih  and  hope  with  prophetic  ken 
See  bUss  return  to  the  sons  of  men, 
And  hail  ivith  gladness,  approaching  near, 
A  bright,  eternal,  happy  New  Tear. 


lAIl    NEW    TEAR. 

Hail,  welcome  New  Year,  so  still  on  us  stealing, 
Behind  father  Time  thine  entrance  concealing. 
Thy  footsteps  Uke  snowflakes  in  silence  descending, 
Disturbed  not  our  sleep  when  the  old  year  was  ending. 

Thou  doubtless  wilt  bring  us  sufficient  of  sadness. 
Yet  hope  lays  her  claim  to  abundance  of  gladness, 
The  brilliance  of  joy  on  the  future  is  shining. 
And  even  with  sorrow  sweet  comfort  is  twining. 

So,  welcome  New  Tear,  and  lead  on  delighting, 
Conferring  the  bliss  expectation  is  plighting, 
Each  promise  for  good  in  its  season  fulfilling. 
And  blessings  like  dew  on  our  pathway  distilling. 

But  if  in  thy  course  thine  aspect  should  darken. 
When  firowning  and  stem,  0  New  Tear,  then  hearken. 
We  do  not  depend  for  our  bliss  or  our  glory, 
On  Time  or  his  oflfepring,  the  years  transitory. 

But  let  us  be  friends  and  kind  to  each  other, 
111  winds  and  ill  tempers  forbearingly  smother, 
And  weep  thou  o'er  us,  if  nature  reposes. 
Or  we  oyer  thee  when  thy  brief  circuit  closes. 
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That  blissful  New  Tear  of  prophetic  story, 

Which  never  will  end  but  brighten  in  glory, 

We  wait  now  to  welcome  its  splendors  so  cheering, 

When  heaven  hails  with  rapture  its  glorious  appearing. 


WINTEE    HATITITT. 

Mt  birth !  it  fell  with  the  winter  snows. 
And  life  began  through  a  world  of  woes, 
To  break  its  path  and  to  thread  its  way, 
Mid  the  shrieking  winds  of  a  wintry  day, 
And  year  after  year  through  wilds  so  chill, 
My  course  has  led  on  in  winter  still. 

But  what  if  I  breathed  the  with'ring  blast 
That  nearly  snatched  my  life  as  it  passed, 
And  wore  the  tatters  the  winds  had  wove. 
When  in  sportive  rage  they  madly  strove 
To  end  and  tear  from  their  cloudy  loom 
A  garment  meet  for  the  chillmg  tomb. 

The  drearier  all  around  may  be. 

The  more  I  shall  pant  that  clime  to  see 

Where  zephyrs  soft  and  the  sunny  skies 

Waken  the  loveliest  ecstacies. 

And  make  the  soul  like  a  garden  bloom. 

And  bless  the  winds  with  its  sweet  per&me. 

0  when  shall  I  see  that  endless  spring. 
Whose  beauties  the  seraphs  love  to  sing. 
And  drinking  bliss  in  those  blooming  bowers, 
Feel  raptures  thrill  through  my  growing  powers. 
And  all  my  soul  in  devotion's  blaze 
Hame  with  the  incense  of  love  and  praise. 
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ElfilTEEN     IDIOIED    FORTY. 

Hail  !  eighteen  hundred  forty,  hail ! 
Strange  I  have  lived  to  see  ihee  ; 
When  others  stronger,  younger,  fail, 
And  sink  in  darksome  Lethe. 

Thns  I  may  sink  this  transient  year. 
And  like  them  be  forgotten ; 
Vast  numbers  now  in  health  appear 
Whose  thread  of  life  is  rotten. 

I  now  be^ — ^but  shall  I  end 
This  year  though  brief  and  fleeting  ? — 
In  health  see  its  last  sun  descend. 
Then  rise  a  New  Year  greeting  ? 

What  think'st  thou  of  the  chilly  cleft 
And  noisomeness  it  harbors  ? — 
Thy  dearest  ones  of  thee  bereft, 
Weeping  in  smiling  arbors  ? 

A  crucible,  I  think  the  tomb, 

This  mortal  dust  refining  ; 

And  tears  will  make  sweet  flowrets  bloom 

Where  endless  day  is  shining. 

What  cause  to  foster  then  a  fear. 
Or  wear  the  mask  of  sorrow  ? 
All  will  be  well  this  fleeting  year. 
Though  I  should  die  Umonow. 

22 
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PRilBR    AT    TIE    OPSNINfi    TSAR. 

0  Lord,  to  thee  this  op'ning  year 

1  look  with  filial  eyes  ; 

To  me  in  mercy  be  thou  near, 
Each  moment  as  it  flies. 

Safe  in  the  hollow  of  thy  hand 
May  I  rejoice  and  praise, 
Fulfil  thy  holy  wise  command, 
Through  all  my  fleeting  days. 

If  thou  shouldst  call  me  hence  away 
Before  the  year  shall  close, 
Be  that  my  brightest,  blessed  day, 
When  I  in  thee  repose. 

At  last,  0  may  I  sweetly  rest 
In  thy  divine  embrace, 
Forever,  infinitely  blest 
To  see  thy  smiling  face. 


THB    FORTIETH    TSAR. 

When  Israel  in  a  desert  drear 
Had  wandered  sad  and  long. 
How  glad  he  hailed  the  fortieth  year,, 
And  filled  with  echoes  strong. 
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Ravines  and  caves. of  rock  around. 
As  on  he  marched  to  Canaan's  ground. 
With  shout  of  joy  and  rapt'rous  song, 
Earth  answered  'I&  the  fortieth  year. 

So  I,  a  pilgrim  here  on  earth, 
Have  wandered,  far  from  home, 
GHIl  from  the  epoch  of  my  birth, 
The  fortieth  year  has  come. 
The  fortieth  year !  0  will  it  bring 
My  weary  feet  where  pleasures  spring, 
And  I  no  more  an  exile  roam 
In  realms  of  woe  and  with'ring  dearth. 

The  fortieth  year  be^ns  to  day, 

Awake  my  soul,  and  rise. 

Come,  speed  thee  through  the  desert  way. 

Which  still  before  thee  lies, 

'Tis  but  a  hem  of  rock  and  sand 

That  bars  thee  from  that  goodly  land. 

Look  up  and  see  the  op'ning  skies 

A  world  of  blissful  scenes  display. 

How  welcome  then  the  fortieth  year. 

If  last  of  toil  and  pain. 

But  should  life  double  this  career, — 

Bun  forty  o'er  again. 

And  lead  me  on  from  wild  to  wild, 

'ESI  manhood  withers  to  a  child. 

Like  Caleb  still  I  shall  attain 

My  portion  in  that  kingdom  dear. 
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But  I  am  weak,  and  he  was  strong, 
I'm  nearer  Jordan's  shore, 
It  surelj  cannot  be  so  long 
Ere  I  am  smnmoned  o'er, 
My  fortieth  year  irill  quickly  close, 
I  soon  shall  enter  heaven's  repose, 
In  yguih  and  strength  immortal  soar, 
And  shout  in  joy  redemption's  song. 


COIlERCINfi    TIE    IBAK. 

Another  year  be^ns, 

And  calls  us  to  repent 
Our  careless  lives  and  sins, 
Our  days  and  months  mispent, 
With  holy  purpose,  gddly  fear, — 
Begin  with  Christ  the  happy  year. 

Our  breath,  a  vapor  frail. 

Condensed  on  wintry  air. 
May  freeze  and  fall  like  hail. 
Nor  vernal  beams  repair 
What  death  with  icy  hand  doth  chill, 
The  grave  is  ever  winter  still. 

But  will  there  come  no  spring 

To  melt  the  frozen  tomb  ? 
No  voice  in  rapture  sing 
O'er  life's  returning  bloom  ? 
0  yes,  when  Christ  descends  to  reign. 
His  saints  shall  wake,  nor  sleep  again. 
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What  joy  inll  crown  the  mom 

Of  that  unending  year ! 
To  life  inunortal  born, 
In  heaven  so  blest,  so  dear, 
With  all  the  chosen  sons  of  light 
In  praise  and  glory  we'll  unite. 


FORTY    TEA18. 

Whbn  time  in  his  circuit  my  era  began, 
And  joy  chasing  sorrow  through  thrilling  hearts  ran. 
And  light  met  my  soul  through  weak  infemcy's  tears. 
How  little  I  dreamed  of  these  forty  long  years. 

When  childhood  was  gazing  on  nature  around, 
And  wond'ring  as  struck  by  each  prospect  and  sound. 
While  courage  and  hope  were  yet  shaded  by  fears, 
How  vast  seemed  the  sum  of  a  forty  foil  years. 

When  youth  on  the  wings  of  adventure  did  soar, 
Bange  his  world,  yet  so  narrow,  from  mountain  to  shore. 
And  swelling  with  transport  break  forth  in  loud  cheers. 
What  plans  it  could  compass  in  forty  slow  years. 

When  manhood  was  waxing  fuU  orbed  like  the  moon. 
And  proud  of  the  vigor  of  life's  rising  noon. 
Far  still  seemed  the  era  that  childhood  reveres. 
The  west  sloping  summit  of  forty  bri^t  years. 

22* 
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But  now  ihey  haye  gone,  and  I  look  back  to-daj, 
Soirejing  the  windings  of  life's  mazy  way ; 
How  transient  and  varied  the  prospect  appears. 
That  mantles  the  period  of  forty  past  years. 

Man's  pathway  grows  steep  sa  it  slopes  to  the  west, 
TSl  lost  in  dark  valley  where  weary  ones  rest, 
And  every  day  nearer  the  limit  appears, 
That  bonnds  fleeting  life,  after  forty  swift  years. 

Beyond  that  low  vale  a  fair  re^on  of  light, 
In  beauties  immortal  beams  full  on  my  sight, 
While  fisdth  with  affection  that  blest  home  endears, 
Where  none  ever  agh  over  forty  lost  years. 


CHAPTER    VI. 


FRIENDSfflP,    HOME,    COUNTRY. 


FIIBRDBIIP. 

Whilb  pasfflng  through  this  world  terrene, 
Where  hopes  and  fears  compose  the  scene, 

And  tempests  often  lower, 
With  what  delight  we  torn  to  those, 
Within  whose  bosom  fondly  glows, 

Tme  friendship,  cheering  power. 

If  tronbles  fill  the  anxious  mind. 
And  sorrows  overwhelming  bind 

Our  spirits  down  in  gloom ; 
The  kind  encouragement  of  friends. 
At  once  corroding  grief  suspends. 

And  hope  begbs  to  bloom. 

If  prosperous  scenes  attend  our  way. 
And  pleasure  gilds  the  blooming  day. 
And  all  our  plans  succeed ; 
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If  friends  are  happy  and  rejoice 
With  ns  in  heart,  as  well  as  voice, 
We  then  are  blest  indeed. 

This  world  without  a  constant  friend, 
On  whom  we  may  in  need  depend, 

A  wilderness  appears ; 
Within  whose  sphere  a  dismal  gloom, 
Broods  o*er  our  journey  to  the  tomb, 

And  hope  is  quelled  by  fears. 

But  ah,  how  seldom  do  we  find 

A  friend  that's  faithful,  just,  and  kind, 

In  whom  we  may  confide. 
Who  if  we  adverse  fortune  meet, 
Will  follow  to  our  l<me  retreat. 

And  mth  us  grief  divide. 

How  few  of  all  that  on  us  smile, 
Are  free  frx)m  fickleness  or  guile ; 

But  one  without  disguise. 
For  all  the  wealth  that  ever  came. 
From  Ophir's  mines  of  ancient  fame. 

Part  not  with  such  a  prize* 


FANCI'S    INTEITIEW. 

Away,  on  fancy's  wing,  away, 
With  hands  and  hearts  entyrining, 
The  full-orbed  moon,  with  silver  ray. 
O'er  hill  and  dale  is  shining. 
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Bright  Hesper,  in  the  blnciimg  west, 
Now  smiles  adiea  descending ; 
AGld  breezes  fan  creation's  breast, 
All  so  harmonious  blending. 

Stay,  stay  0  Time,  and  fold  thj  wing, 
Best  in  this  scene  of  glory  ; 
Delay  the  thought,  the  bitter  sting, 
That  all  is  transitory. 

He  urges  still  his  ceaseless  flight. 
Our  earnest  prayer  unheedmg  ; 
Dear  friends,  this  lovely  beauteous  night. 
On  lightning's  wing  is  speeding. 

On,  still  on,  like  mad  despair, 
With  ruthless  scythe  he's  sweeping, 
No  hour  so  blest,  no  scene  so  fair. 
Is  stayed  by  wish  or  weeping. 

Haste  we  then  to  seize  the  bliss. 
While  this  short  hour  is  fleeting. 
Few  evenings  glide  so  fast  as  this. 
Improve  the  ha{)py  meeting. 


IIPE    GRACES. 

Yes,  she  was  fair,  and  dignity 
With  sweet  attractive  grace, 

Soft  blending  with  benignity, 
Shone  in  her  lovely  face ; 

More  fair  than  she,  perhaps  I've  seen. 

But  few  of  more  engaging  mein. 
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Yes,  she  was  like  a  summer  day 

When  early  harvest  smiles. 
And  all  is  bright,  serene  and  gay. 

O'er  ocean,  earth  and  isles, 
With  airs  so  bland,  and  skies  so  sheen, 
It  seems  a  paradisal  scene. 

Her  noble  mind  was  trained  with  care, 
From  childhood's  sunny  days, 

TiU  leammg's  gems,  with  lustre  fair 
Shed  round  her  golden  rays  ; 

Yet  still  that  mind,  though  firm,  was  mild, 

And  docile  as  a  little  child. 

Her  heart,  where  native  graces  grew 

As  amiably  fair 
As  fallen  nature  ever  knew. 

Had  grace  celestial  there  ; 
To  bless  mankind,  her  loved  employ. 
To  honor  Christ,  her  highest  joy. 


FANCY'S    TOTAfiE. 

Thought,  quick  o'er  the  Atlantic  ferry. 

Land  me  at  the  Seminary,* 

Olide  o'er  the  wave  and  pass  the  plains. 

Of  Carolina's  fair  domains. 

The  evening  star  is  in  my  sky, 

Though  there  the  sun  is  riding  high, — 

*  At  Columbia,  S.  G. 
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Distance,  diflference,  all  forgetting^ 

Fll  imagine  he  is  setting, 

And  sweeping  o'er  the  sounding  pines, 

Just  catch  the  latest  ray  that  shines 

On  Columbia,  there  you  see  ! 

And  hear  the  sound  of  Congaree  ! 

My  heart  so  social  seems  to-night, 
I'll  seek  in  friendship's  smile  delight ; 
My  flesh  with  study  hard  is  weary, 
Why  should  I  pore  till  life  is  dreary  ? 
With  blithesome  spirits  glad  I  meet 
A  cordial  welcome,  warmly  greet 
The  smiling  friends  whose  talking  eyes 
Meet  mine  without  the  least  surprise, 
For  change  from  memory  slips  away. 
We  think  we  met  but  yesterday. 
Can  colors  true  portray  the  light  ? 
Then  words  may  tell  the  sweet  delist 
Which  in  the  bosom  warmly  glows. 
While  smiling  social  converse  flows 
Around  the  circle  and  we  rise 
To  contemplations  of  the  skies. 
And  talk  of  heaven,  of  Jesus'  love. 
Till  almost  winged  to  soar  above. 

The  evening  swiftly  glides  away. 
We  read  the  Word,  then  fervent  pray, 
Ourselves,  our  friends,  the  world  commend. 
To  God  our  Father  and  our  Friend, 
Imploring  though  we  part  below. 
Through  life  to  wander  to  and  fro. 
That  safe  we  all  may  reach  the  shore 
Where  partings,  wanderings,  toils  are  o'er. 
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lUTVAL    PRATER. 

'Tis  at  the  hour  of  evening  shade. 

My  sister  prays  for  me  ; 
Now  too,  my  fervent  prayer  is  made 

For  thee,  pure  friend,  for  thee. 

No  more  we  meet  as  we  have  met 
In  days  and  seasons  flown, 

But  this  remains,  most  precious  yet. 
To  meet  at  Jesus'  throne. 

'Tis  there  again  we  mingle  souls. 
And  hold  communion  pure ; 

There  while  eternal  ages  roll. 
Our  firiendship  shall  endure. 


THOUfilTS    OF    SONG. 

Ah,  sister,  art  thou  singing  yet  7 
As  tiiou  wert  wont  to  do  ; 

Thy  voice,  thy  love,  I  can't  forget. 
Though  far  and  long  from  you. 

On  barren  hills,  mid  scorching  rays, 

I  still  remember  thee. 
And  think  upon  ilie  happy  days 

You  sang  so  sweet  to  me. 
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Thrice  happy  days,  0  do  they  shine 
So  brightly  on  thee  now ; 

Do  love  and  joy  their  chaplet  twine, 
To  bloom  upon  thy  brow. 

Sing  on,  my  fair,  and  let  thy  song 
Breathe  sweet  of  heavenly  love, 

For,  dearest,  sure  it  can't  be  long 
Ere  we  shall  meet  above. 


^^^^^^0^0^0^^^^^^^0^^k^^^ 


FUIE    AFFECTIOI. 

0  let  Tia  love  aa  angels  do, 

So  sweet,  so  happy,  pure, 
For  love  like  theirs  is  surely  true. 

And  ever  will  endure. 

As  flames  unite  and  bum  in  one, 

So  let  our  friendship  glow, 
For  ne'er  did  hearts  beneath  the  sun. 

More  fond  aflfection  know. 

^Tis  not  the  love  that  rankly  springs 

From  earthly  hopes  or  joy. 
Which  oft  more  grief  than  transport  brings, 

And  always  brings  alloy. 

But  it  was  kindled  from  a  light 

Bright  beaming  &om  Uie  skies, 

With  all  that  blissful  world  in  sight. 

Where  friendship  never  dies. 
2a 
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WOUHDIB    ITIPATHT. 

Akgsuo  fflster,  sympathy, 
0  whut  had  now  befallen  thee, 

Is  fiiendship  cold  and  chilling  ? 
How  did  thy  pure  affections  bum, 
Nor  soght  expected  in  return, 

But  sweetest  love  distilling. 

Ah,  what  a  changing  world  is  this  ! 
How  fickle  all  its  happiness ! 

New  shapes  and  shades  assuming ; 
Not  e'en  ilie  air  more  wont  to  change. 
Nor  heat  and  cold  a  wider  range,— 

Who  trusts  it — ^fool  presuming. 

But  how  could  those  who  ever  knew 
A  mutual  friendship  pure  and  true, 

With  thee,  sweet  sister,  trifle  ? 
And  careless  aim  a  poisoned  dart. 
To  pierce  thy  tender,  yearning  he^rt, 

And  their  own  treasures  rifle. 

But  come,  sweet,  weeping  darling,  rest 
Forever  in  this  soothing  breast. 

And  wipe  the  tear  that's  flowing ; 
Nor  e'er  expect  among  mankind, 
A  soul  thy  counterpart  to  find. 

With  constant  fervor  glowing. 
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STIPATHT    CE088ED. 

O  why  were  sympathies  like  these 

Implanted  in  my  breast, 
When  every  social  comfort  flees 

The  moment  'tis  possessed. 

Why  since  my  life  was  doomed  to  be 

A  checkered,  troubled  scene. 
Were  such  affections  granted  me, 

That  seek  a  clime  serene. 

Why  with  a  bosom  formed  of  steel. 

To  breast  a  world  so  rude, 
Braced  mih  a  heart  that  could  not  feel, 

Was  I  not  first  endued* 

This  spirit  surely  was  designed 
For  some  more  peaceful  sphere, 

More  kindred  souls  than  oft  I  find 
In  my  sad  wanderings  here. 

Haste  home  to  heaven,  my  throbbing  heart. 

There  all  thy  loves  bestow. 
There  more  than  thou  canst  e'er  impart, 

Betums  to  overflow. 
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FRIENDS    lEETINO    ABOTE. 

They  met  in  the  regions  above, 
Intently  on  each  other  gazed. 
To  feel  such  reciprocal  love 
While  strangers,  their  spirits  amazed. 

True,  heaven  was  a  world  of  delist. 
Where  love  was  both  nature  and  law, 
Tet  something  peculiar,  their  sight 
And  souls  appeared  sweetly  to  draw. 

A  moment — the  wonder  was  past, 
They  loved — 0  how  fondly !  below. 
Now  twined  in  embraces  so  fast. 
Their  raptures  celestial  o'erflow. 

The  pleasures  and  partings  of  earth, 
Alike  are  forgot  in  the  joy. 
Here  ecstacy  blest  has  its  birth, 
And  cares  never  come  to  alloy. 

In  union  so  perfect,  so  sweet. 
The  voice  of  thanksgiving  they  raise. 
And  bow  at  Immanuel's  feet, 
In  rapture  and  glory  and  praise. 
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DBPIKTBB    FBIEIB. 

She's  gone  to  the  mannons  above, 
And  left  me  twice  exile  below, 
To  moam  o'er  the  Ices  of  her  love, 
And  bend  under  heavier  woe. 

The  loss !  no  ;  affection  so  pure. 
Can  never,  no  never  be  lost ; 
In  heaven  'twill  forever  endure, 
Thon^  here  it  be  finally  crossed. 

And  there  I  shall  meet  her  again, 
0  yes,  yes,  she  yet  will  be  mine  1 
In  union  no  error  can  stain, 
In  love  so  extatic,  divine. 

How  many  the  times  I  have  prayed 
That  blessings  might  circle  her  round. 
Since  low  in  the  tomb  she  was  laid— 
No,  with  immortality  crowned. 

What  answer  is  this  to  my  prayer ! 
An  ocean  where  drops  I  implored ! 
Her  garland  away  would  I  tear, 
To  have  her  to  sorrow  restored  ? 

Wotdd  strike  the  bright  harp  from  her  hand 
And  give  her  a  symbol  of  toil  ? 
Again  in  the  flesh  bid  her  stand  7 
Of  robes  so  resplendant  despoil  ? 

23« 
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Would  bring  ker  where  evil  prevails  7 
Where  fear  and  temptation  abound  ? 
Where  Satan  in  malice  assails  ? 
Leave  only  the  hope  to  be  crowned  ? 

Ah,  love,  if  affection  be  true, 
If  ihoa  e'er  my  heart  didst  possess, 
Oan  I  be  then  so  crael  to  you  7 
Can  I  wish  your  felicity  less  7 

No ;  stay,  my  dear  love,  in  the  skies, 
Forget  all  the  troubles  below, 
Nor  turn  from  the  Saviour  thine  eyes, 
0  praise  Him  with  love's  highest  glow. 

Soon  sweetly  will  min^e  my  song 
With  eloquent  notes  of  your  lyre  ; 
Tes,  close  by  your  side  I'll  prolong 
The  anthem  the  angels  admire. 


lEIORT    OF    TIE    PAST. 

Days  of  beauty. 

Friends  of  love, 
Where  ?  my  swelling  soul  cries — ^where  7 

Now  what  duty 

From  above  ? 
Bliss  or  sorrow  do  ye  share  7 
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Thought  enchanting 

Tells  me  o'er 
All  the  scenes  I've  shared  "with  jou ; 

Spirit  panting 

Long?  for  more, — 
Have  we  sighed  the  last  adieu  7 

Age  is  stealing 

On  my  frame 
With  the  flow  of  rapid  years ; 

Say,  revealing 

Still  the  same, 
If  it  thus  with  you  appears  ? 

Where  the  meeting 

Next  decreed 
For  us  bound  in  cords  of  love  ? 

Mortals  greeting  ? 

Or  all  freed 
Hail  we  each  in  realms  above  ? 

Wings  are  growiug, 

So  I  feel, 
In  this  thrilling  soul  of  mine  ; 

Love  is  glowing, 

And  a  seal 
Stamps  it  with  a  mark  divine. 

There  uniting 

In  the  song 
Saints  and  angels  raptured  raise, 

Grod  inditing, 

We'll  prolong 
Union  blest  and  joy  and  praise. 
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TIE  DEPAKTSD. 

On  earUi  I  shall  see  her  no  more  ! 
0  when  shaD  I  meet  her  above  7 
Our  partings  and  sorrows  aD  o'er. 
To  dwell  in  the  arms  of  her  love. 

Her  dear  fitded  form  is  laid  low, 
That  form  once  my  ^adness  to  see, 
Those  features  which  shone  wi&  the  ^ow 
Of  affection  so  often  on  me. 

She  pined  and  she  sunk  to  the  tomb, 
Nor  I  to  console  her  was  near, 

0  had  I  but  died  in  her  room. 
And  known  not  so  bitter  a  tear  I 

She  loved  me,  yes,  loved  me  so  true ! 
So  sweet  and  so  hallowed  the  flame, 
As  if  she  had  heaven  in  near  view. 
Though  dwelling  so  fond  on  my  name* 

Kind  Heaven  is  my  witness  how  dear 
She  ever  has  been  to  my  heart ; 
Though  wandering  far  from  her  here, 
Her  love  seemed  to  soften  each  smart. 

1  hoped  yet  to  meet  her  again. 
That  she  so  beloved  would  be  mine. 
That  hope — 0  it  was  not  in  vain ! 
We  meet,  but  in  regiooB  divine. 
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Though  earth's  nuptial  tie  be  not  the^, 
There  nothing  but  spirit  refined^ 
Her  love  and  her  bliss  I  shall  share^ 
Heaven  cannot  than  earth  be  less  kind. 

0  does  she  not  sometimes  descend 
With  blessings  for  me  from  the  sides  ? 
She  has'  not  forgotten  her  friend, 
Affection  like  hers  never  dies. 

My  love,  canst  thou  whisper  to  me  ? 
This  sorrowing  spirit  then  cheer ; 
An  angel, — ^jet  can  it  not  be 
That  thou  to  my  view  shouldst  appear  ? 

Come  tell  me  what  raptures  you've  known 
Where  often  in  spirit  I  stray  ; 
What  glories  beam  bright  from  the  throne, 
Where  saints  shine  in  blissful  array. 


SCATTERED    FRIENDS. 

Whence  the  western  zephyrs  come, 
There  a  part  have  gone  to  roam. 
Where  the  southern  breezes  blow. 
In  the  north,  now  wrapped  in  snow,— 
Scattered  are  my  loved  ones  dear, — 
In  the  east,  alone,  I'm  here. 
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•0  what  lorelj  groups  Pre  seen. 
Yes,  and  part  of  them  Fye  been. 
But  ire  now  are  scattered  wide 
O'er  the  land,  across  the  tide  ; 
Yes,  we've  scattered  far  and  near. 
Say  the  mgh  and  ftlling  tear. 

GRme  is  masking  every  &ce, 
And  disguising  youthful  grace, 
And  if  we  should  meet  again, 
Pleasure  would  ^ve  place  to  pain, 
For  we  each  should  hardly  know, 
'Erne  and  care  have  changed  us  so. 

0  mournful  thought !  hush — there— see 
A  door  opes  on  eternity ! 
Each  has  lost  his  sad  disguise. 
Crowned  and  robed  as  fits  the  skies,— 
Lo,  we  meet — we  know  each  other 
Better  than  the  child  his  mother. 

From  our  distant  thorny  ways 
Ever  joined  to  love  and  praise, — 
Wonder  grief  should  dim  our  eyes, 
While  we  hastened  to  the  skies 
With  such  speed  as  marred  our  clay, — 
Left  it  at  last  upon  the  way. 
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NOETH    ARl    SOUTH. 

Where  heaven  eztenda  its  blest  domain, 
And  peace  and  joy  forever  reign, 
What  if  by  different  interests  moved, 
The  hosts  to  each  so  well  beloved, 
Should,  north  and  south,  opposed  display 
Their  proud  and  threatenmg  array. 

Clouds  soon  would  gather  round  the  throne. 
Heaven's  pavement  would  such  hosts  disown. 
And  shake  them  off  in  mighty  throes 
Down  headlong  to  the  realm  of  woes, 
Where  hate  and  war,  their  element, 
l^^t  be  their  awful  punishment. 

If  north  aod  south  were  thus  in  heaven 
Alike  to  one  destruction  driven. 
Shall  north  and  south,  though  here  below. 
Escape  the  just  aven^g  woe 
Ordained  for  brothers  when  they  figiht. 
And  nature,  Gh>d,  their  Saviour  slight  ? 

Hush  the  cry  and  calm  the  soul. 
Hear  ye  not  the  thunders  roll. 
To  your  knees,  down  on  your  face. 
Beg  till  justice  grants  you  grace. 
Rising  then,  with  all  the  brother. 
North  and  South,  embrace  each  other. 
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UNIOR    ANTICIPATED. 

I  cannot  tell  the  reason  why. 

But  80  it  seems  to  me. 
We  meet  again  before  we  die. 

And  happy  days  shall  see. 

The  guiding,  gracious  hand  divine, 

That  hitherto  hath  led, 
"Will  on  our  pathway  ever  shine, 

And  on  us  blessings  shed. 

*  Our  pathway !'  yes,  it  will  be  onej 

If  so  ordained  above, 
And  we  in  union  sweet  will  run 

The  flowery  path  of  love. 

Nor  shall  our  brightening  course  of  Uiss 

Be  lost  beneath  the  tomb, 
For  ours  is  endless  happiness, 

In  heaven's  immortal  bloom. 


COHJUGAl    IINDNE88 

0  who  can  8o6the  the  His  of  life 
So  constantly  recurring, 
lake  a  beloved  and  tender  wife. 
Whose  love  is  ne'er  demurring 
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How  much  she  onght  to  do  to  cheer 
Her  sick — ^fatigued — desponding  dear, 
But  feeling  nature  stirring, 
And  with  affection's  spirit  rife, 
Has  for  herself  no  earthly  fear, 
Though  for  her  husband  melts  the  tear. 

In  act  and  word  and  look  so  kind. 

You  must  be  convalescing. 

While  she  is  near  and  strives  to  find 

On  every  hand  a  blessing, — 

To  chase  away  the  ling'ring  pain. 

And  bring  refreshing  ease  again, 

By  kindness — sweet  caressing, 

And  aQ  the  charms  of  heart  and  nund 

Where  choicest  graces  meet  and  reign. 

And  harmonies  of  heavenly  strain. 

Heaven  bless  the  wives  with  health  and  joy, 

And  all  the  host  of  blisses. 

Whose  duty  is  their  loved  employ. 

Sealed  with  the  purest  kisses ; 

And  be  their  husbands  kind  and  tender. 

Most  happy  in  their  turn  to  render 

The  love  that  care  and  pain  dismisses, 

With  all  that  doth  the  wife  annoy. 

And  with  affection's  zeal  attend  her. 

Still  praying  heaven  long  lif^  to  send  her. 


24 
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TIOUflHTS    OF    lOII. 

My  heart  is  not  at  home ! 
Ah,  yes,  there  &r  away  ; 
For  here  where  called  to  roam, 
My  spirit  will  not  stay. 

My  heart  is  at  my  home, 

Yet  I  am  distant  far  ; 

Though  mountains  rise,  and  rivers  foam. 

My  heart  o'eiieaps  each  bar. 

I  see  my  friends  so  dear, 
I  feel  their  wjirm  embrace  ; 
Affection's  happy  tear 
Bedews  the  smiling  fiace. 

0  yes,  my  heart  is  there. 
Sweet  Yoices  mine  are  greeting. 
Regret  has  fled  and  care, 
0  what  a  happy  meeting ! 

What  mutual  lore  and  joy. 
From  eye  to  eye  is  beaming ; 
Scenes  past  our  tongues  employ — 
Alas,  I'm  only  dreaming ! 

Well,  in  the  realms  above. 
Dear  loved  ones,  I  will  meet  you ; 
With  what  seraphic  love. 
My  spirit  there  will  greet  you. 
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III    HSitT'B    lOII. 

Sat,  where  do  the  fond  aflbctions  reet  ? 
That  thrill  and  swell  the  generous  breast ; 
Say,  ^ere  do  they  bdld  their  downy  nest  ? 
If  not  at  home. 

When  the  last  farewell  that  friendship  si^, 
On  the  passing  zej^yr  sinks  and  dies ; 
When  the  tear  of  parting  dims  the  eyes, 
That  we  must  roam : 

As  the  needle  turned  by  a  thrust  or  jar. 
Vibrates  again  towards  its  polar  star, 
Nor  rests  till  attraction  binds  it  there  ; 
So  does  the  heart 

Backward  revert  to  its  home  so  dear, 
Where  verdure  green,  and  skies  so  clear, 
And  friends  so  loved — 0  cease,  or  the  tear 
Again  will  start. 

Yes,  and  if  no  tear  at  parting  fell. 
Nor  yet  when  memory  comes  to  tell 
Of  scenes  gone  by  ;  still,  the  heart  will  sweQ, 
The  heart  will  weep : 

Weep  for  its  hom^,  for  the  loved  ones  there, 
With  whom  it  was  wont  each  joy  to  share. 
Whose  features  and  form,  embalmed  with  care, 
The  heart  will  keep. 
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Far,  tar  away,  though  reqmred  to  roam, 
Through  distant  lauds,  and  o'er  ocean's  foam. 
The  heart  to  its  sweet,  its  dear  loved  home 
WJl  point  us  still. 

And  if  in  our  pilgrim  course  below, 
The  heart  more  places  than  one  should  know, 
Where,  as  to  home,  its  affections  flow,  . 
And  bind  the  will : 

All,  like  the  family  circle  where 
We  rejoiced  in  our  parents  love  and  care, 
And  each  wished  each  might  e'er  dwell  there, 
TTill  be  held  dear.    ' 

Yet  blest  and  beloved  as  home  can  be. 
The  homes  of  earth,  like  waves  of  the  sea, 
Change  after  change,  must  suffer,  and  we 
Shed  the  sad  tear. 

But  faith,  with  its  strong  and  piercing  eye, 
Discerns  a  home  in  the  distant  sky. 
Where  change  comes  not,  and  no  parting  sigh 
Is  known  above. 

The  pious  ones  of  our  home  below. 
We  there  shall  meet,  and  we  there  shall  know. 
And  every  bosom  rejoice  and  glow 
With  heavenly  love. 
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lOIILT    FIKIIIPI. 

Mt  eyening  fire  is  bunking  bright. 

Bat  I  haye  none  to  share 
Its  genial  warmth,  and  pour  the  light 

Of  smiles  upon  my  eare. 

My  heart  with  fond  affection  swells, 

And  thought  is  on  my  brow. 
How  dear  the  names  that  mem'iy  tells,—* 

Where  are,  ye  loved  ones,  now. 

The  sun  has  sunk  behind  the  snows 

That  mantle  in  the  west. 
Yet  high  and  fair  he  shines  on  those 

To  whom  my  song's  addressed. 

0  will  ye,  when  your  sun  shall  set. 

Assemble  round  the  heardi, 
Nor  him  afar,  yet  loved,  forget. 

Who  shared  your  grief  and  mirth. 

A  &ther's  pious  look  in  vain 

Will  seek  his  first-bom  there, 
A  mother  in  affection's  pain 

May  drop  iiie  sorrowing  tear. 

A  brother  on  a  brother  look, 

,  And  read  the  meaning  well, 
They're  thinking  when  this  hand  they  took 

And  bade  a  long  fiurewell. 

94« 
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And  is  there  none  beside  fhat  feels 

How  absence  may  alloy ; 
No  heart  that  under  finendship's  seals 

Would  welcome  me  with  joy. 

No  name  that  might  in  sweeiness  float 

Upon  the  Persian  air. 
And  if  upon  this  bosom  wrote, 

Bemains  forever  there. 

Hush,  fond  heart,  be  happy  too, 
^Tia  sober  judgment  guides. 

Whatever  is  right  and  best  for  you, 
Eternal  love  provides. 

Heart  known  to  Him  who  rules  above, 
Thouglh  little  known  below. 

What  streams  of  friendship — ^purest  lov 
Through  thy  deep  channels  flow. 


And  if  they  may  not  flow  on  earth. 

This  low  and  marshy  shore, 
Exhaled  to  heaven  that  gave  them  birth, 

There  let  their  fulness  pour. 

As  parents  with  their  prattler  play. 

And  sporting  pass  an  hour. 
And  though  they  love,  then  turn  away,— 

Resume  parental  power : 

So  with  this  heart,  a  wayward  child, 

I  sometimes  talk  and  play. 
But  when  it  grows  too  free  or  wild. 

Chase  its  fond  dreams  away. 
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But  home,  sweet  home !  I  linger  yet, 
And  would  thy  pleasures  share, 

0  could  I  see  thy  circle  met, 
And  I  unseen  be  there ; 

Could  I  but  hear  my  mother's  roice. 
And  see  my  father's  smile. 

And  know  my  brothers  dear  rejoice, 
'Twonld  sweet  the  eve  beguile. 

The  empty  seat  that  stands  for  me, 

I'd  glide  into  unseen, 
And  look  and  list  with  ezstacy. 

On  that  domestic  scene. 

But  if  my  name  became  the  theme. 
And  fond  affection  feared, 

That  nought  beneath  the  orient  beam 
My  lonely  wanderings  cheered : 

That  I  perhaps  was  lying  low, 
TVith  none  to  soothe  my  pain ; 

If  tears  for  me  began  to  flow. 
Though  causeless,  and  so  vain ; 

0  could  my  heart  and  tongue  forbear 
The  cheering  truth  to  tell. 

And  show  my  smiles  to  ease  the  care 
Of  those  I  love  so  well. 

Could  I  refrain  the  fond  embrace. 
And  pass  away  unknown. 

And  here  again  resume  my  place, 
Perhaps — ^nor  yet  be  stone. 


If  Bpiriiaiy  fit>m  tibe  body  free, 

Revifflt  friendB  belaw. 
What  scenes  of  trial  oft  they  see. 

Yet  none  their  presence  know. 


>^i»i^»^N^^^U^ 


IT    lOTHSB. 

Mt  Mother !  conldst  thou  see  me  now, 

So  weak  and  yery  pale, 

And  bathe  with  thine  own  hand  mj  brow. 

What  sorrows  would  assail 

Thy  fond  maternal  heart, 

T^th  bitter,  bitter  smart. 

As  kindly  o'er  me  thou  wonldst  bow. 

Thy  lips  perhaps  mi^t  soothe  my  pam. 

And  make  me  near  forget 

The  piercing  thrills  that  stmg  my  I«iiin, 

And  wring  the  dewy  sweat 

From  this  poor  wasting  frame, 

Which,  now  almost  overcame. 

Seems  falling  to  death's  ^oomy  rei^. 

But  wonldst  tilion  deprecate  the  day 
That  tore  me  £rom  your  side  ? 
And  sent  me  lone  and  far  away 
Across  the  foaming  tide, 
Charged  with  our  Lord's  command, 
Gk>,  preach  in  every  land, 
That  all  the  nations  may  obey. 
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My  own  dear  mother,  dry  your  tears, 

And  weep  no  more  for  me  ; 

If  here  afar  long  rolling  years 

Tour  firstborn  may  not  see, 

'Tis  easy  still  to  die. 

If  Christ  our  Friend  be  nigh, 

And  heaven  our  happy  home  appears. 

Where  wouldst  thou  that  we  next  should  meet, 

And  share  each  other's  joy, 

Tffhere  saints  and  seraphs  sing  so  sweet? 

Or  mortal  cares  annoy  ? 

Still  hasting  to  the  tomb. 

Or  crowned  with  deathless  bloom, 

Thy  missiouHSon,  say,  wouldst  thou  greet  ? 

Dear  mother,  deep  I  sympathize 

In  all  your  bosom  feels, 

I  know  love's  strong  and  tender  ties, 

Its  eloquent  appeals ; 

Love  binds  us  down  below, 

But,  dearest  mother,  know. 

Love  is  perfected  in  the  skies. 

Below  thou  wilt  not  linger  long. 

Nay,  we  shall  sooner  meet 

If  God  my  life  does  not  prolong ; 

And  0  how  charming,  sweet, 

To  mingle  praises  there, 

And  crowns  of  glory  wear, 

And  sing  the  new, — ^heaven's  choicest  song. 

Eternity  with  brightening  blaze 
Will  lead  from  joy  to  joy,  ^ 
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JehoTah'i  wondrotus,  prions  ways 

Our  hearts  and  tongues  employ  ; 

Dear  moiher,  think  of  this, 

What  boundless,  endless  bliss 

Will  swell  our  song  with  rapt'rous  praise. 


II88I0NARY    C0N8ECSAT10I. 

'Tis  not  for  home  I  sigh  or  pray 

Far  in  a  foreign  land, 
Nor  have  I  smce  the  thrilling  day 

I  left  my  country's  strand ; 
Hope  silent  stood  nor  breathed  a  strain 
That  I  should  see  that  shore  again. 

I  came  entire,  soul,  body,  all. 

To  live,  to  preach,  to  die, 
Where'er  afar  the  Lord  might  call. 

Nor  cast  a  lon^g  eye 
Back  on  the  scenes  of  home  so  dear. 
All  cheerful  left  without  a  tear. 

Here  in  my  distant  wished-for  field, 
I've  hoped,  and  watched,  and  prayed^ 

And  fired  with  zeal  refused  to  yield 
To  all  the  hosts  arrayed 

To  drive  the  Gospel  far  away, 

And  aJl  its  faithful  preachers  sUiy. 


S8T 

Bat  Qoi  mSi  steftdj,  chart'ning  handy 
Throui^  {hornj  ways  urged  cm, 

TSl  all  the  pious  schemes  I  planned 
Were  one  by  one  vndone ; 

With  breaking  heart  left  here  to  ai^, 

Where  I  had  hoped  in  joj  to  die. 

The  Lord  is  just,  nor  I  complain 
For  all  the  bitter  trials  paat^ 

Thon^  mortal  hopes  and  plans  be  vain, 
His  purpose  stands  forever  fast ; 

And  on  the  coming  judgment  day. 

All  worlds  irill  see  His  righteous  way. 


*«>^'«l^^^^««^»^^J»<«*W 


I0IE    BERIII). 

0  when  shall  I  go  home ! 
The  distant  exile  cries, 
Still  longer  must  I  roam 
'Neath  tiiese  unfriendly  skies  ? 
My  native  land  !  so  dear  to  me, 
My  kindred !  friends !  when  shall  I  see ! 

So  pants  the  exile  soul, 

And  we  applaud  the  zeal, 
Are  ready  to  condole 
For  all  that  he  may  feel. 
And  fsdn  would  speed  lus  safe  retain 
To  those  for  whom  his  feelings  bum. 
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But  vhere's  the  exile  found 

Who  longs  a  home  to  gain, 
Where  endless  joys  abound, — 
Unfading  glories  reign  ? 
Where  God  his  F  ithei>— Christ  his  Friend- 
Saints — angels  wait  with  him  to  blend  ? 

Who  longs  for  such  a  home  7 

Who  pants  such  firiends  to  see  ? 
Who  o'er  life's  surgy  foam 
Would  cross  with  them  to  be  ? 
And  lose  in  those  eternal  bowers 
The  sorrows  of  his  exile  hours. 


CORAL    GRATE. 

How  thrilling  the  sound  to  the  stranger  is  home ! 

What  joy  through  his  bosom  it  pours, 
To  dream  of  its  pleasures  and  think  he  shall  roam 

No  more  from  his  dear  native  shores. 

How  lovely  the  prospect  in  vision  appears, 
As  homeward  he  hastens  his  flight ; 

After  sad  separation  of  long  rolling^  years — 
Home !  home  is  the  word  of  delight. 

So  parted  our  sister  from  Asia's  dark  realm. 
Where  many  a  year  she  had  passed ; 

Joy  swelled  the  full  sails  and  hope  sat  at  the  hefan, 
To  speed  her  wished  coming  at  last. 
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Yes,  home  she  was  bound  nor  yet  dreamed  it  bo  near. 
As  the  bark  glided  smooth  on  its  waj, 

With  husband  and  children  so  tenderly  dear — 
Home !  home  was  the  word  erery  day. 

But  midway  o'ertook  by  a  message  from  home. 

To  haste  to  her  Father  above, — 
Earth  vanished  away  like  the  waves'  transient  foam. 

And  she  entered  the  home  of  all  love. 

Yes,  home  she  has  gone,  nor  wiU  wander  again 
Erom  the  bosom  of  friendship  and  bliss ; 

Why  grieve  then  ?  except  for  ourselves  who  remain 
Far  frqm  home  in  this  strange  wilderness. 

Though  her  form  is  laid  low  in  the  depths  of  the  sea 

Where  corals  may  cluster  around. 
In  the  bloom  of  an  angel,  immortal  and  free, 

'Twill  rise  at  the  last  trumpet's  sound. 

0  grieve  not  for  one  that's  gone  home  to  be  blest, 

And  dwell  with  her  kindred  on  high ; 
But  hasten  like  pilgrims  to  mansions  of  rest — 

The  home  of  the  good  in  the  sky. 


FHATEB    FOB    STUDENTS. 

Fob  our  country's  hope  and  joy, 
Who  their  youth  and  prime  employ 

In  learning's  favored  halls. 
We  yearly  consecrate  this  day. 
Devoutly  fast,  and  fervent  pray, — 

For  grace  our  spirit  calls. 

25 
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Look  propitious  from  iiij  fhrone, 
Qod  of  wisdom,  bless  and  own 

Oar  hopefiil  darling  sons ; 
Let  them  all  thy  favor  share. 
Guard  them  with  paternal  care, — 

Sealed  with  thy  chosen  ones. 

Let  their  minds  like  seraphs  shine, 
Let  their  hearts  with  grace  divine 

Be  cleansed  and  overflow ; 
May  they  prove  a  matchless  band. 
Bless  their  dear  and  native  land, 

And  every  realm  below. 

May  their  bright  and  conq'ring  sun 
Be  like  that  on  Gibeon, 

Long,  long  in  going  down ; 
And  future  ages  emulate 
Their  service  in  the  Church  and  State, 

And  well  deserved  renown. 


PKITING    FOB    BTUDEKT8. 

0  Gk)d,  our  prayer  is  still  to  thee, 

Tn  humble  earnest  cries ; 
0  let  the  sons  of  science  be 

Accepted  in  thine  eyes. 

Bemove  their  pride  and  every  sin, 
And  form  them  to  thy  will ; 

Li  wisdom's  ways  the  prize  to  win 
Grant  heavenly  strength  and  skill. 
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0  may  they  prore  a  chosen  raoe, 

Devoted  to  thy  cause, 
With  knowledge  crowned,  endowed  with  grace, 

The  champions  of  thy  laws. 

May  Zion  at  their  deeds  rejoice. 

And  lift  her  head  on  high  ; 
The  truth  and  power  of  their  voice. 

Be  echoed  from  the  sky. 


PBATBR  FOK  TOUTH. 

0  thou  God  who  hearest  prayer, 
listen  while  we  humbly  cry ;       ' 
Help  us,  Lord,  our  suit  prepare, 
Send  salvation  from  on  high. 

Let  the  youth  who  knowledge  seek. 
Learn  the  wisdom  pure  divine, 
Make  the  proud  and  haughfy  meek, 
Cause  the  vain  in  grace  to  shine. 

AD  who  love  the  Saviour's  name. 
Aid  'His  doctrine  to  adorn. 
Steadfast  through  thy  grace,  the  same. 
Praises  met  or  open  scorn. 

Gird  the  chosen  bands  with  might. 
Arming  for  the  Gospel  field ; 
Aid  them  through  the  arduous  fight. 
Be  their  banner,  sword  and  shield. 
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Let  the  favored  hour  appear 
Zion  to  redeem  and  bless ; 
Signalize  the  passing  year 
With  thy  grace  and  righteousness. 


NATITE    lAND. 

Nativb  land,  to  hear  of  thee 
Makes  the  patriot  bosom  swell, 

Far  away  beyond  the  sea, 
Wakes  a  feeling  none  can  tell 

But  the  exile  called  to  roam 

Far  from  all  the  sweets  of  home. 

Native  land,  amid  the  fflghs, 

That  remembrance  of  thee  brings, 

Sorrows  for  thy  sins  arise, 

Planting  in  the  heart  their  stings, 

Till  patriot  zeal  can  scarce  implore, 

To  see  again  thy  guflty  shore. 

Still  I  love  thee,  native  land ! 

Still  for  thee  my  prayers  arise. 
Still  with  patriot  heart  and  hand 

Fain  would  aid  thy  destinies, — 
Wipe  off  thy  stains  by  help  divine, 
Exult  to  see  thy  glories  shine. 


£98 

Native  laod,  attend  tiie  caD 
God  of  judgment  sends  to  fhee ! 

Lest  a  deep  and  fatal  &11 
Punish  thy  impiefy : 

Almighty  power  inll  be  thy  guard, 

Or  on  thee  hurl  a  dread  award. 


NITIONIL    HTIN,    lUIT    4TI. 

0  God  of  nations,  hear  our  prayer, 
Our  people  save,  our  country  spare, 
For^ve  our  sins,  and  bless  our  land 
With  peace  and  gnu^e  on  every  hand. 

Thy  holy  providence  we  praise. 
That  in  our  fiitiiers'  trying  days, 
The  strong  oppressor's  power  broke. 
And  freed  us  fifom  »  foreign  yoke. 

We  bless  thy  sovereign,  glorious  name. 
We  have  a  nation's  place  and  fione. 
While  numbers  that  foretold  our  doom. 
Sleep  with  their  omens  in  the  tomb. 

Great  God  of  jud^ent,  we  confess 

Our  awful,  growing  wickedness. 

Two  tribes  of  men  what  wrongs  we've  done ! 

What  varied  guilt  sees  every  sun ! 

25* 
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Yet,  holy  God,  II17  gnce  diqibj. 
Our  ons  aad  judgments  wash  away, 
Saye  as  witb  thine  abni^ty  hand. 
Lord,  bless  our  naiion,  bless  our  land. 

Here  let  thy  praise  and  ^ory  reign, 

Here  all  our  ri^ts — oar  joys  maintain, 

Here  dwell  with  as  oar  God  oar  King, 

TSl  heayen's  last  tramp  throag^  earth  shall  ring. 


IT    COUNTKT. 

Mt  coantry !  my  spirit  oft  li^ts  on  thy  shore. 
Thy  hiUfl,  vales  and  rivers,  and  weal  to  explore, — 
I  feel  like  the  shades  of  thy  patriot  dead 
Betamed  to  the  scenes  where  they  labored  and  bled. 

And  like  them  I  moam  thy  jost  laws  to  behold 
Perverted  or  trampled,  more  precioos  than  gold ; 
And  thrill  with  their  triumph  thy  virtues  to  see, 
Fair  land  of  my  fie^ers,  dear  home  of  tlie  free. 

So  bri^t  are  thy  stripes  and  so  brilliant  thy  stars, 
I  grieve  at  each  speck  that  thy  comeliness  mars ; 
In  view  of  thy  prospects  joy  beams  through  a  tear. 
That  spots  on  the  sun  of  thy  glories  appear. 

Bear  land  of  my  birth,  hear  the  voice  of  thy  son, 
Though  nameless,  unknown,  of  thy  children  Fm  one, 
The  ri^ts  and  the  duties  I  claim  and  I  pay 
Long  years  and  wide  distance  can  ne'er  do  away. 
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Fear  God,  dread  Avenger  <tf  national  crime, 
Whose  jadgmenta  more  sore  than  rotation  of  time, 
Though  long  they  delay,  come  at  length  like  a  storm, 
The  pride  of  the  rebel  to  blast  and  deform. 

Can  patriots  mock  at  the  mandates  of  God  ? 
Bring  down  on  their  country  the  wrath  of  His  rod ; 
No ;  pride  and  ambition,  which  Lucifer  fire, 
Blaspheming  pretenders  to  country  inspire. 

He  best  serves  his  coontry  who  best  serves  the  Lord, 
And  Heaven  will  confer  the  true  patriot's  reward 
On  all  who  their  duty  to  God  and  to  man 
Perform  as  revealed  in  the  scriptural  plan. 

My  country !  may  ne'er  the  hot  blushes  of  shame 
Brand  my  cheek  at  thy  deeds,  nor  ever  thy  name 
Be  treated  with  scorn  in  those  lands  &r  away, 
Where  thy  sons  may  sojourn  and  monarchs  bear  sway. 

How  bright  are  thy  hopes  and  what  prospects  are  thine ! 

As  ages  roll  on,  blest  with  favor  divine. 

Thy  numbers  and  power  will  swell  like  the  sea, 

Nor  earth  bear  a  nation  so  mighty  and  firee. 

0  God,  when  vast  millions  of  freemen  shall  stand, 
Uke  stars  in  the  milkyway  on  that  dear  land, 
Tm  summons  to  judgment  in  thunders  shall  ring, 
Be  thou  their  salvation,  their  glory  and  Ejoig. 
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IITBI  TIASI  AWAT. 

Dbab  natiye  land,  seven  years  have  passed 
Since  I  beheld  thy  motintains  last, 

And  pressed  the  happy  shore. 
Where  fond  aflfection  bade  farewell 
To  those  I  ever  loved  so  well, 

Whom  I  may  see  no  more. 

These  years  seem  transient  to  my  view 
As  those  which  o'er  the  patriarch  flew, 

When  love  winged  every  hour ; 
Yet  sultry  days  and  frosty  nights, 
like  those  which  checkered  his  delists 

Have  spent  on  me  their  power. 

But  after  seven  such  toilsome  years, 
My  darling  object  still  appears 

Far,  ah,  too  far  away ! 
I  still  must  serve  another  seven. 
Yes,  till  the  time  ordained  by  Heaven 

Qrace  sovereign  to  display. 

My  Gk)d,  I  yield  me  to.thy  will. 
Thy  holy,  just  decrees  fulfil. 

Yet  hear  my  humble  prayer ; 
Hast  thou  not.  Lord,  decreed  for  me 
Thy  great  salvation  here  to  see. 

And  in  the  blessing  share  ? 

My  native  land,  and  friends  so  dear, 
I  love  ye  well,  but  have  no  tear 
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O'er  partbg  scenes  to  shed  ; 
Weep  not  for  me  !  though  far  away. 
Nor  when  from  this  frail  house  of  clay 

My  thrilling  soul  has  fled. 


PIIGKII    limiTERSAKT,    IIND    DEC.    1841. 

Two  hundred  and  twenty-two  years 
Have  flown  over  Fore-fathers'  rock, 
Since  th'  era  our  home-love  endears, — 
There  landed  the  brave  little  flock. 

The  ocean,  the  air  and  the  land 
Bent  on  them  a  stem  winter  frown, 
But  in  faith  and  devotion  that  band. 
Bold  founders  of  empire,  sat  down. 

The  Pilgrims  !  a  patriarch  race, 
Left  country  and  kindred  to  find 
For  religion  and  freedom  a  place, 
A  home  for  th'  oppressed  of  mankind. 

The  frail  little  Mayflower  bore 

The  germ  of  a  nation  to  rise 

From  East  to  Far  West's  distant  shore. 

And  brave  every  clime  'neath  the  skies. 

Ye  fathers  of  millions,  I  gaze 
With  thriUing  emotions  on  you. 
My  spirit  goes  back  to  your  days. 
Pure  virtue,  firm  valor  to  view. 
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Tour  children  now  rip  every  stream 
That  waters  our  wide-spread  domain, 
Who  of  them  so  base  as  to  dream 
Descent  from  the  pSgrims  a  stain. 


APPROiCIINfi    HEW    BNGI1II9. 

Native  land!  again  I  come, 
Seek  awhile  in  thee  a  home, 
Will  my  bleeding  spirit  find 
Soothing  solace  true  and  kind. 

When  shall  this  poor  soul  be  blest 
In  the  everlasting  rest, 
Feel  no  more  its  tendrils  torn, — 
Grief  that  scarcely  can  be  borne. 

East  and  West  my  heart  divide. 
Must  I,  can  I,  long  abide. 
Silent,  sundering  agonies. 
Of  such  blighted  sympathies  ? 

Home !  oh  where  is  home  for  me  ? 
Let  me  find  it,  Lord,  in  thee, 
In  sweet  mercy,  Ught  my  eye. 
To  behold  my  home  on  high. 

Here  my  troubled  spirit  swells 
With  adieus  and  parting  knells, 
Qxacious  Grod,  will  there  not  be 
Solace  in  eternity  I 
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LAKB    10!    OLD    IA8BACinSSTT8. 

Old  Maesachufletts  fareyer  1 
Shame  and  calamity  never ! 

Inyade  thee  by  sea  or  by  land ! 
firm  as  thine  own  granite  mountains. 
Pure  as  thy  sweet  crystal  fountains, 

In  peace  and  prosperity  stand ! 

Puritan  principle  flourish ! 
Knowledge  and  piety  nourish 

True  freedom  within  thy  domain ! 
Great  generations  be  bom  thee  ! 
T'  improve,  defend,  and  adorn  thee, 

Tm  time  in  his  circuit  shall  wane  ! 

Jesus  defend  thee  from  error ! 
From  evil,  folly,  and  terror, 

And  brighten  forever  thy  light ! 
Star  of  millennial  nations ! 
Guide  to  celestial  creations, 

Unfolding  all  truth  in  thy  might ! 

Old  Massachusetts !  I  love  thee ! 
Oft  soared  my  spirit  above  thee, 

'While  wandering  in  orient  lands  t 
To  thy  Bay  and  bosom  returning, 
Affection  and  piety  yearning. 

To  Heaven  for  thee  lift  up  tiiieir  hands ! 
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VANITY,    TEMPTATION,    TRIAL,    COMPLAINT. 
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SAT  PIEiSUSSS. 
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And  that  is  what  they  pleasure  call. 

But  'tis  no  joy  to  me  ; 
The  gaily  filled  and  lighted  hall, 

The  careless  smiles  and  glee. 

0  no  ;  'i3S  hut  a  meteor  flash 

Of  reckless  gaiety, 
A  ratUing,  noi8>,  empty  cmh, 

No  joy,  but  pain  to  me. 

Be  mine  the  joys  that  still  abide, 
Dark  trouble's  might' est  wave, 

That  longest  storms  of  woe  outride, 
And  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 

Such  joys  as  swell  a  seraph's  breast 
When  hymning  love  divine  ; 

The  bliss  in  Jesus'  arms  to  rest, 
Joys  such  as  tiiiese  be  mine. 


s 
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TIRITI    SEPUISITS. 

*Tis  not  the  world  for  me. 
My  spirit  will  not  stay 
Where  formal  yaoitj, 
Bears  imperious  sway. 

Where  oft  affected  joy 
Conceals  deep  misery, 
And  trials  so  annoy , — 
'Tis  not  the  world  for  me. 

Where  ffln,  my  deadly  foe, 
At  every  turn  I  see. 
And  meet  its  horrid  woe, — 
'Tis  not  the  world  for  me. 

Where  I  must  onward  roam, 
With  little  company, 
Toward  heaven  my  happy  home,- 
'Tis  not  the  world  for  me. 

Where  with  my  blessed  Lord 
So  few  I  meet  agree. 
And  trust  His  sacred  word, — 
'Tis  not  the  world  for  me. 

But  where  the  saints  above 
In  perfect  purity. 
Rejoice  and  praise  and  love,  ' 
That  is  the  world  for  me. 
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lOIORITlOR. 

Gome  away,  mj  wand'riDg  soul. 
Whither  and  for  what  doBt  staray  ? 
Is  not  heaven  thy  only  goal  ? 
Gome  away,  soul,  come  away ! 

Gome  away,  there's  danger  near, 
Wilt  thou  faU  or  meek  obey  ? 
Loy'st  the  wound,  the  bitter  tear  ? 
Gome,  I  charge  thee,  come  away ! 

Gome  away !  ah,  see  the  snare ! 
Why  this  lingering  delay  ? 
On  thy  life  I  bid  beware ! 
Careless  soul,  0  come  away ! 

Gome  away,  to  glory  come  ! 
Hear  the  blessed  Saviour  say. 
Gome  to  heaven,  thy  happy  home. 
Ransomed  spirit,  come  away ! 


TANITT    OF    ElBTI. 

I  thought  it  well  to  know  how  vain 
This  world  of  fleeting  show ; 

Yet  knowledge  added  keener  pain, 
Embittered  more  the  woe. 
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Such  knowledge  driyes  the  rathlesB  diirt 
Through  hope^s  expectant  breast. 

Casts  millstones  on  the  ttirobbing  heart, — 
Leaves  by  despair  oppressed. 

It  dries  the  sap  and  crisps  the  leaf 

Of  souls  in  healthiest  bloom. 
Bears  oflf  our  joys  like  prowling  thief. 

And  hides  them  in  the  tomb. 

What  has  he  left  who  knows  the  truth 

Of  this  deceitful  world  ? 
His  manlj  strength  and  buoyant  youth 

In  chains  are  headlong  hurled. 

'Tis  well  that  shadows  veil  the  eye, 

Until  the  eye  grows  dim ; 
Too  soon  to  know  earth^s  vanity, 

Till  near  the  tyrant  grim. - 

Men  in  despair  would  turn  to  stone. 

And  childless  all  would  die, 
If  half  the  horrid  truth  were  known 

Of  life's  dread  vaniiy. 


WIEKBFSBS    II    Till. 

Psalm  80 :  47. 

0  Gt>d,  why  hast  thou  made  in  vain, 

Our  feeble  fleeting  race  ? 
Why  should  thy  creatures  pass  in  pain, 

Their  brief  iJlotted  space. 


In  wrrow,  tean,  and  bitter  ciies, 

The  J  hail  the  Tital  air. 
And  till  thej  feel  death's  agomea, 

!niej  toil  and  eai  deqwr. 

OGod!  OGod!  iriiy  ahoold mankind 

Age  after  age  thus  pass ! 
Wh J  should  the  J  come  in  grief^  to  find 

Their  end  is  bat — alas ! 

Where  are  thj  tender  mercies  ?  Lord ! 

Where  thine  almi^ty  grace  ? 
0  come,  and  be  oar  blest  reward, 

0  save  oar  hapless  race  ! 

Wh J  in  tiie  empire  of  a  Grod, 

Almightj,  good,  and  wise, 
Shoold  evil  role  with  iron  rod, 

And  man  ne'er  cease  his  cries. 

Mj  Maker,  Judge,  and  sovereign  King, 

0  pit  J  and  forgave  ! 
Redeem  from  goilt  and  suffering. 

Bid  thj  poor  creature  live* 


t^^^^^^^^^^^^^m 


HAD    NOT    IR    TEIPTATIOHJ 

Lbab  me,  Lord,  through  deserts  drear, 
Pressed  bj  hunger,  thirst  and  fear, 
Lead  me  o'er  the  snow-clad  peak. 
Pierced  by  winds  so  fiercely  bleak : 


806 

Lead  mb  ihrcmgli  dark  aorroVa  tide, 
CoDaolalion,  hope  denied,  ' 
Through  afflictions  tiiomy  paith 
Let  foes  drag  me  in  tiieir  mratii : 

Lead  to  shed  tiie  biuming  tear 
Over  all  on  eartii  held  dear, 
Lead  to  dungeons,  galling  chains. 
Hopeless  exile,  b^r  pains : 

Lead  me  to  life's  nttor  loss, 
Faggot,  dagger,  or  the  cross. 
But,  0  (3od,  I  humbly  pray. 
Lead  not  in  temptation's  way. 

Grant  me  grace  each  ill  to  bear. 
Let  my  soul  thy  favor  share. 
But  forbid  that  foes  within, 
Or  without,  should  make  me  on. 


BATTLE     WITH    8IH. 

Ah,  who  the  guilt  and  woe  can  toll. 
When  fiercest  passions  madly  swell, 
And  turn  the  bosom  to  a  hell, 
Where  hearenly  peace  was  wont  to  dwell. 

Though  calm  without,  what  rage  witiiin ! 
More  dreadful  than  the  battie's  din, 
All  the  artillery  of  sm 
Flames,  smokes  and  roars  in  wratii  to  win 
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The  last  retreat  where  grace  retires  ; 
Hemmed  in  and  stonned  b  j  hellish  fires, 
The  soul  scarce  e'en  to  hope  aspires, 
And  sends  to  heaven  but  fidnt  deores. 

When  with  most  inforiate  rage  1 

Volcanoes,  earthquakes,  storms  engage. 
With  plagaes  of  every  sort  to  wage 
Infernal  war,  calm  as  a  sage. 

The  scene  appears,  compared  with  this, 
Where  hellish  darts  envenomed  hiss, 
Hends  yell  as  drunk  with  malice's  bliss, — 
All  hell  explodes,  nor  seems  to  miss 

Its  horrid  diabolic  aim. 
The  poor  soul  whelmed  in  ruin,  flame, 
Bfid  awful  woes  almost  overcame. 
Can  scarcely  utter  Jesus'  name. 

Great  God  almighty,  hear  my  cry. 
My  Shield,  my  Bock,  to  thee  I  fly, 
And  all  the  powers  of  heU  defy  ;— 
Hail,  victory,  hail,  heaven  on  high. 


TBIPTATIOR    DBPRECATED. 

When,  0  when  will  sn,  temptation, 
Me  assail  and  vex  no  more  ; 

Lord,  I  long  for  thy  salvation, 
Parting  hence  on  lugh  to  soar. 
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'!Cs  not  toil  and  sonow  grieves  me, 
Sickness,  treachery  or  pain, 

Bat  this  wayward  heart  deceives  me, 
Leads  astray  again,  again. 

Shame,  I  know,  and  deep  confdmon, 
Well  may  veil  my  blushing  fSsMse, 

That  I  yield  to  sin's  delusion. 
And  abuse  thy  granted  grace. 

Heavenly  Father,  gracious  Saviour, 
Holy  Spirit,  hear  my  cry ; 

Grant,  0  grant  this  single  fi^vor,— 
Holiness  until  I  die. 


REPENTIRB. 

Tms  guilty,  this  polluted  heart, 

0  it  torments  me  so ! 
My  God,  my  God,  thy  grace  impart. 

And  wash  it  white  as  snow. 

My  soul  self-loathing,  filled  with  shame. 
Fain  from  itself  would  flee  ; 

I  grieve,  I  sigh  out  Jesus'  name, 
O'erwhehned  with  agony. 

Upon  my  knees,  upon  my  face. 

In  anguish  crushed  I  &U ; 
0  save  me,  God  of  truth  and  grace. 

Regard  my  bitter  call. 
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And  shall  I  sin  and  suffer  so. 
While  mortal  life  endures  ? 

Thy  promise,  Lord,  is  great  I  know, 
And  faith  thj  aid  secures. 

I  do  repent,  I  do  beEeve, 

I  will  hereafter  live 
Holj,  throng  grace  I  shall  reedre, 

Grace,  God  will  freely  ffive. 


lORAL    WIITBR. 

When  winter  o*er  the  landscape  throws 
His  palsy'ng  robe  of  driving  snows, 
And  from  the  north  the  piercing  blast 
StiU  fireezes  as  it  harries  past. 
Whoever  braves  the  wrathful  air, 
Must  shield  him  with  the  strictest  care, 
Lest  storm  and  frost  assail  him  so, 
Life's  current  should  forget  to  flow. 

But  ah,  the  Christian  that  retires 
From  altars  warm  with  sacred  fires. 
Who  leaves  the  cheerful  closet  where 
He  talked  with  God  in  fervent  prayer. 
And  ventures  out  into  the  world, 
Where  moral  winter's  storms  are  hurled, 
Will  soon  be  froze  to  moral  ice. 
His  virtues  fiill  a  sacrifice, 
Unless  with  care  he  prd  the  dress 
Of  vital  warmth,  Christ's  ri^teousness. 
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Nor  win  this  robe,  though  heayeoly  wronght, 
Defend  complete  iihe  Christian  caught 
In  wintry  tempest,  sleet  and  hail ; 
He  must  be  armed  with  Gospel  mail, 
The  helmet  of  salvation  wear, 
The  shield  of  faith  before  him  bear. 
And  skilful  wield  the  Spirit's  sword. 
Endowed  with  valor  by  the  Lord. 

For  foes  of  more  than  mortal  power 
Assail  the  soul  at  such  an  hour, 
Their  teeth  upon  the  Christian  gnash. 
And  on  his  armor  madly  clash  ^ 

Their  weapons  tempered  deep  in  hell, 
But  heavenly  arms  the  strokes  repel, — 
The  storm  outbraved,  then  routed  flee 
The  foes  and  leave  him  victory. 


BPIBITUAL    SORROW. 

GimiTT,  sin-sick,  self-upbraiding, 
Where,  poor  sinner,  shall  I  go  ? 

God,  my  soul  so  often  aiding. 
Will  He  grace  again  bestow. 

Favors  rich  so  long  abuong. 
Sins  so  heinous  multiplied. 

Conscience  bitterly  accusing, — 
Sure  my  prayer  would  be  denied. 
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Mutt  I  tiien  in  sin's  pollution 
Thus  self-loaihing  ever  lie  ? 

No ;  be  this  my  resolution, 
If  I  must,  in  prayer  to  die. 

While  I  see  a  Saviour  bleeding 
On  ike  cross  of  Calvary ; 

While  on  high  He's  interceding, 
I  will  trust  there's  grace  for  me. 

0  my  soul,  so  deeply  wounded. 
Shun  the  sins  by  thee  abhorred ; 

Never  shalt  thou  be  confounded  . 
While  relying  on  the  Lord. 


TIE    WORLD'S    TTRARIT. 

The  world  its  iron  sceptre  swayed, 
Long  o'er  my  heart,  and  was  obeyed 
With  senrile  love  and  servile  dread, 
And  me  a  willing  captive  led. 

But  when  I  felt  its  power  supreme, 
Of  freedom  dared  nor  wished  to  dream, 
Then  Christ  in  mercy  came  that  way. 
The  world's  proud  sceptre  took  away. 

From  slavery  now  was  I  set  free, 
Yet  still  must  fight  for  liberty ; 
And  long  and  desperate  was  the  strife. 
Not  fought  for  victory  but  life. 
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Smnetimes  the  world  00  fieree  aiflaaltd, 
That  o'er  me  it  almost  preyailed^ 
But  grace  divine,  my  sword  and  shield, 
Betrieved  the  fortone  of  the  field. 

Though  oft  I  thought  tiie  tyrant  slain. 
He  soon  recovered  strength  again, 
[Gil  blasted  by  a  stroke  fromlieaven^ 
To  bhiok  despair  at  length  was  driven. 

In  all  the  woe  of  vanquished  pride, 
The  world  then  pned,  and  sickened,  died ; 
Daily  died,  long,  lingering  death, 
And  groaned  away  a  tortured  breath. 


TICTORT    OTEB    THE    WORLD. 

Let  ihe  bells  in  triumph  ring, 
While  ihe  corse  of  earth  we  bring. 

And  cast  it  in  the  grave  ; 
Bound  each  brow  let  garlands  bloom, 
Let  joy  echo  £rom  the  tomb, — 

Palms  of  victory  wave. 

Shout  the  dirge  exultingly, 
From  the  world's  fell  tyranny, 

We're  now  forever  freed; 
Wake  the  glad  triumphant  song, 
Let  the  skies  the  notes  prolong,-^ 

Grace  wrought  the  gloxious  deed. 
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Sury  now  the  dead  so  deep 
EaiihquakeB  cannot  rock  its  sleep,- 

Volcanoes  reach  its  ear ; 
HQ  the  grave  and  level  well. 
But  let  stone  nor  cypress  tell 

That  ought  lies  buried  here. 

Shout  again !  the  work  is  done  ! 
Triumph  in  the  victory  won, 

And  bless  the  gracious  Hand, 
That  for  us  the  fatal  blow 
Gave  and  laid  the  tyrant  low, 

Shout !  shout,  triumphant  band ! 


THOUfiHTS  OF  PAST  DAHflER. 

A  dreamy  thought  of  danger  past, 

Some  mighty  foe  no  more. 
Upon  my  mind  is  sometimes  cast. 

Which,  pausmg,  I  explore. 

But  mem'ry  fails  the  thing  to  show, 
The  thought  and  feeling  dies, 

Whate'er  it  was,  I  only  know 
It  in  oblivion  lies. 

My  heart  and  hands  are  now  employed 
For  Christ  my  gracious  King, 

'Tis  He  who  has  my  foes  destroyed. 
And  His  the  grace  I  sing. 
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And  oft  my  soul  with  raptore  swells 

To  view  my  home  above, 
Or  hears  with  joy  while  mem'ry  tells 

The  proofs  of  Jesus'  love. 

All,  all  forgot  but  Him  my  Lord, 

Whom  ceaseless  I  adore, 
And  heaven  my  near  and  full  reward. 

To  which  I  long  to  soar. 


IISSIONABT    PII6RII. 

Lost  and  wandering  in  distress, 
Through  a  barren  wilderness. 
Constant  as  the  pilgrim  flies, 
To  the  sun  he  turns  his  eyes. 

So,  0  Sun  of  righteousness. 
To  enlighten,  guide,  and  bless, 
Anxiously  I  look  to  thee, — 
Omnipresent,  favor  me. 

Toils  and  trials  thickly  lie 
Ev'ry  side  I  turn  my  eye,. 
Dark  uncertainty  appears 
O'er  the  hopes  of  future  years. 

Saviour,  to  advance  thy  name, 
Lonely  pilgrim  here  I  came, 
0  do  not  my  heart  forsake, 
Md  these  cares  to  pine  and  break.. 
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Strength  and  wisdom  from  above^ 
And  the  raptures  of  thy  love, 
Bichly  on  my  sonl  bestow, 
Wheresoe'er  I  etay  or  go. 


8IN    IAKE8    HEATER    BESIRABIE. 

When  sin  with  scorching,  pois'nons  blast, 
Comes  sweeping  o*er  my  soul, 

0  how  I  wish  the  boimd  were  past. 
Where  sin  has  no  control. 

The  dread  sirocco  soon  may  pass. 

And  leaye  a  cloudless  sky ; 
Yet  still  I  mourn  and  cry  alas  ! 

0  let  me — ^let  me  die  ! 

Let  me  escape  the  tainted  breath. 
Temptation  spreads  around ; 

And  pass  the  iron  gate  of  death. 
To  safe  and  holy  ground. 

0  sin,  beyond  expression  vile. 

My  deadly  hated  foe  ! 
Abhorred  be  thou,  and  every  wile, 

And  shunned  like  endless  woe. 

My  fierce  revenge  would  cut  away 

Thy  traces  from  my  heart. 
And  every  thought  and  feeling  slay. 

That  acts  a  treacherous  part. 
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I  hate,  and  I  defy  thee  too. 

Thou  monBter  fool  of  hell ; 
Through  grace  I'll  crush  thee  and  suhdue. 

Then  rise  in  heaven  to  dwell. 


BARTHIT  AND  GELSBTIil  lOTE. 

0  why  should  earthly  love 

Attract  and  charm  us  so, 
And  make  our  hearts  inconstant  rove ' 

Through  troubled  joys  and  woe. 

^TiB  well  to  love  the  saints, 

For  so  our  Lord  requires, 
Sut  who  can  tell  what  bitter  plaints 

Spring  from  unhallowed  fires. 

The  Saviour  shows  EBs  charms 

To  win  our  fickle  hearts, 
What  folly  to  forsake  His  arms, 

And  tempt  envenomed  darts. 

O  God  of  truth  and  grace, 

Wash  from  our  inmost  soul 
Temptation's  hidden,  famtest  trace. 

And  sanctify  the  whole. 

0  bind  our  hearts  to  thee 

In  golden  chains  of  love ; 
Thine  through  these  varied  scenes  to  be. 

As  thine  we  hope  above. 
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THE    FIOOD    UNDRIBD. 

I  feel  like  Noah's  doye 
When  first  she  left  the  ark. 

Called  on  exploring  wing  to  rove, 
Alone  o'er  waters  dark. 

The  hope  at  length  to  find 
Some  region  well  prepared, 

(jave  such  assurance  to  my  mind. 
It  everj  danger  dared. 

Through  adverse  winds  it  flew, 

Long  time  and  for  away ; 
But  deeper  still  the  waters  grew, 

And  fainter  shone  the  day. 

Yet  faith  and  hope  upheld 

My  tired  and  feeble  wing. 
Till  wide  surveys  my  spirit  quelled, 

And  whelmed  in  suffering. 

The  ocean  waves  I  hear. 

Thick  darkness  veils  the  sky, 

Ere  hopeful  groimd  shall  here  appear. 
This  mortal  frame  w31  die. 

Dear  Lord,  my  help  and  guide, 

0  whither  shall  I  flee  ? 
When  earthly  hopes  are  all  denied, 

0  take  me  home  to  thee. 
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BRIBTIR6    IR    TRIAL 

Gbisye,  grieye,  my  aoul,  'tis  sweet  to  mourn 

When  Borrowi  are  ao  deep ; 
like  poor,  lost,  fainting  child  forlorn, 

Gome,  grieve  thyself  asleep. 

The  joyous  notes  of  former  days 

Are  painful  to  my  ear. 
When  e'en  the  hours  of  sacred  praise 

Are  sweetened  by  a  tear. 

I  knew  thee,  earth,  that  thou  wert  vain. 

Nor  built  my  hopes  on  thee  ; 
For  Jesus'  kingdom  is  this  pain. 

Hence  swells  this  agony. 

My  hope,  my  life,  my  eajrthly  all 

Were  centred  in  this  cause ; 
Ah,  who  can  tell  what  woes  befSftl 

When  God  EBs  aid  withdraws. 

What  have  I  more  beneaOi  tiie  sun 

To  bind  my  spirit  here  ; 
Ere  yet  commenced  my  work  is  done, 

What  fruit  then  will  it  bear. 

'Tis  not  with  a  repining  heart 

I  heave  these  heavy  sighs. 

Most  good,  most  holy.  Lord,  thou  art, — 

0  do  not  me  despise. 
a7« 
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SORROW    FOR    THE    DNETANfiEIIZBD. 


0  let  me  weep  o'er  nations  lost  i 

Amid  the  shades  of  death  ;  i 

Weep  o'er  my  plans  to  save  them  crossed, 
Tea,  weep  away  my  breath. 

If  they  go  blindly  to  the  grave, 

Let  me  go  weeping  there  ; 
0  God,  thine  arm  id  strong  to  save, 

0  rescne  from  despair. 

Thy  holy  justice.  Lord,  I  own, 

How  do  they  wrath  provoke  ! 
But  look  on  Him  upon  thy  throne, 

And  stay  th'  uplifted  stroke.  j 

Back  on  my  heart  returns  my  prayer. 

Oh,  heavy,  burning  load  ! 
Ah,  must  I  now  of  help  despair 

From  an  almighty  God. 

Must  I  these  sinners  bid  farewell, 

As  at  the  judgment  day  7 
Assured  they  will  descend  to  hell  ? —    ' 

Christ  intercede  I  pray ! 
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IITIIBUTITE    JUSTICE. 

EzsK.  14 :  11^-20. 

Thus  saith  the  just  and  holy  Qod^ 
When  sins  provoke  my  dreadful  rod. 
And  judgments  on  a  guilty  land 
Are  hurled  by  my  almighty  hand, 
Though  Noah,  Daniel,  Job,  were  there, 
Them,  them  alone,  should  mercy  spare. 

My  wrath  should  have  its  righteous  sway. 
Nor  e'en  these  saints  the  vengeance  stay, 
Yea,  not  their  sons  nor  daughters  spare. 
For  all  their  piety  or  prayer ; 
The  righteous  few  alone  should  prove 
The  objects  of  my  saving  love. 

When  nations  all  my  grace  despise, 
And  pile  their  crimes  up  to  the  skies. 
When  my  long  suff'ring  is  returned 
With  blasphemies,  my  power  spumed, 
Shall  some  few  souls  my  mercy  chose. 
My  sovereign,  holy  will  oppose  ? 

Great  God,  I  own  thy  judgment  just. 
And  bow  before  thee  in  the  dust. 
With  trembling  heart  thy  thunder  hear. 
Adore  and  praise  with  awful  fear. 
And  wonder  while  such  numbers  die. 
That  one  is  spared  so  yile  as  I. 
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HOW    ions    WIIT    THOU    lOUBN! 

1  Sam.  16 :  1. 

O'er  a  rejected,  hardened  race, 
How  long  wilt  thou  in  anguisli  mourn  ? 
Have  not  they  slighted  all  mj  grace  ? 
Their  blasphemies  how  long  I've  borne  ! 

Stem  justice  now  shall  have  its  due, 
My  judgments  shall  avenge  my  name ; 
Yes,  as  I  live,  so  sure,  so  true. 
No  prayer  shall  quench  the  penal  flame. 

These  sinners  who  my  word  despise, 
A  vip'rous  brood  of  serpents  bom, 
Whose  being  is  but  rage  and  lies, 
Are  doomed  to  vengeance,  left  forlorn. 

No  pious,  though  misguided  soul. 
Shall  drive  my  judgments  from  their  land, 
On,  on  o'erwhelming  wrath  shall  roll 
From  my  outstretched,  abnighty  hand. 

Ye  servants  of  the  Lord,  beware. 
Tempt  not  too  far  the  Spirit's  grace, 
Lest  in  the  earthly  plagues  ye  share, 
That  sure  shall  whelm  this  wicked  race. 
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TIE    LOID    18    HOLT. 

Holt!  holy!  holy  Lord! 
Just  and  true  are  all  thy  ways ; 
Be  thy  glorious  name  adored, 
Let  thy  chosen  sound  thy  praise. 

Love  and  trust  and  awful  fear 
AlGngle  in  my  humbled  soul, 
While  in  wrath  thou  dost  appear, 
While  thy"  vengeful  thunders  roll. 

0  the  grace  that  chose,  that  saves 
One  so  vile  so  lost  as  I ; 
Let  me  write  it  on  their  graves. 
Who  by  righteous  judgment  die. 

Holy  Grod,  my  spirit  faints, 
How  can  I  thy  ways  explore  ? 
Let  me  praise  with  all  thy  saints, 
Nought  is  left  but  to  adore. 


FAILS    OF    THE    IN8TIUCTED. 

Dan.  11 :  35.  \ 

When  those  of  understanding  fall, 
Who  know  and  love  the  Lord, 

Their  wayward  steps  He  will  recal, 
To  share  His  blest  reward. 
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Left  for  a  time  to  trial  sore, 

They  fall  as  in  the  flame, 
To  purify  the  drossy  ore, 

And  fit  to  bear  Bis  name. 

Pride  and  self-confidence  consumed. 

And  folly  cleansed  away, 
In  robes  of  righteousness  perfumed, 

Their  souls  He  will  array. 

Yes,  brighter  fix)m  the  fall  they  rise, 
Through  grace  and  strength  divine. 

Transported  to  the  blissful  skies. 
Like  stars  shall  ever  shine. 

0  wondrous  mercy,  boundless  love. 
That  saves  the  lost,  the  vile. 

That  sanctifies  and  bears  above, 
To  share  Jehovah's  smile. 


lELIEF    AT    THE    CI088. 

Tempted  soul,  pour  out  thy  sorrow 
Where  the  blood  of  Jesus  fell ; 

Soon,  yea,  as  it  were  tomorrow. 
Thou  wilt  'scape  the  hosts  of  hell. 

Then  the  fierce  and  foul  temptation 
Thou  hast  borne  through  grace  divine, 

"Will  exalt  thy  fall  salvation. 

Cause  thy  crown  more  bright  to  shine. 
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Thou  with  joy  maj'st  welcome  trial, 
Since  it  brings  such  great  reward. 

Danger,  darkness,  self-denial. 
Bear  thee  nearer  to  thy  Lord. 


THI    NieHT    OF    LIFI. 

Whbn  will  this  night  of  life  be  gone. 
These  dreams  of  sin  be  o'er  ; 

When  shall  I  hail  immortal  dawn 
On  a  celestial  shore. 

Mj  spirit  sinks  and  sickens  here. 

Its  vile  estate  deplores  ; 
When  will  my  kind  release  appear 

Whence  heavenly  being  soars. 

And  yet  I  would  not  now  repine, 
Nor  eager  seek  the  grave  ; 

My  God,  I  know  that  I  am  thine. 
Thine  own  from  trouble  save. 

0  cheer  me  with  thy  gracious  smile, 
And  bear  me  upward  still, 

Let  thy  blest  love  my  cares  beguile, 
My  pleasure  be  thy  will. 
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DITINE    fiUIDANCE    IIPLOIED. 

0  God,  thy  guiding  grace  I  seek, 
Thy  favor  I  implore  ; 

In  providential  accents  speak, 

And  on  mj  pathway  poor, 
In  bright'ning  beams  celestial  light, 
To  guide  my  halting  footsteps  right, 

Till  life  and  toils  are  o'er. 

1  am  thy  child,  but  know  not.  Lord, 
What  thou  wouldst  have  me  do ; 

To  thee,  thy  providence,  and  word, 
I  turn  my  anxious  view  ; 

0  lead  me  in  thy  chosen  way, 

1  wait  thy  guidance  to  obey. 
Thy  counsel  to  pursue. 

My  plans  and  hopes  to  aid  thy  cause 

To  thee  are  fully  known ; 
The  dark'ning  cloud  that  o'er  them  draws. 

Can  be  dispersed  alone 
By  thine  almighty  Spirit's  aid^ 
Annihilating  every  shade 

By  glories  firom  thy  throne. 

My  Father,  Abba,  Father,  hear 

My  supplicating  voice ; 
In  loving-kindness,  0  draw  near. 

And  make  my  heart  rejoice, 
like  seraph  help  me  to  fiilfil 
And  glory  in  thy  holy  will 

Forever  my  own  choice. 
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TO    TIT    KI8T. 

Wbabt  soul,  to  thy  rest ! 
TViih  labor  oppressed, 
0  hasten  thy  flight, 
To  manfflons  of  li^t, — 
To  thy  rest,  to  thy  rest. 

Sighing  soul,  to  thy  rest, 
0  leave  this  sad  breast, 
Go  home  to  the  sky. 
Where  joys  never  die, — 
To  thy  rest,  to  thy  rest. 

Tempted  soul,  to  thy  rest, 
By  ran  so  distressed. 
Ah,  when  wUt  thou  be 
From  all  evil  free  ! 
To  thy  rest,  to  thy  rest.  ^ 

Lon^g  soul,  to  thy  rest ! 
Where  seraphs  are  blest 
With  visions  divine. 
Go  sing  there  and  shine, — 
To  thy  rest,  to  thy  rest. 

128 
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lOIITAIT    lUSIIOS* 

I  wonder  if  some  angel  now 

Is  left  alone  like  me  ; 
Blest  serapbi,  ^coBie  and  tell  me  bow 

The  momenta  j»fi»  with  ihee. 

I  love  the  diade,  but  wodd  not  choose 

To  dwell  forever  there  ; 
'Tis  swpet  awhile  to  ait  and  mxi^y — 

To  poor  the  aecreit  prayer ; 

But  ne'er  to  hear  anotfier  pmj 

And  mj  Redeemer  bless 
Is  trying,  lonely  seraph,  say 

If  this  to  you  is  lesa* 

No  sin  nor  pain  can  teouble  thee, 

For  thou  art  holy  still, 
But  say,  where  kindred  i^irits  be. 

What  joys  thy  bosom  fill. 

The  great  EtermJ  would  not  reign 

In  boundless  solitude, 
A  uniyerse  He  did  ordain, 

Well  pleaded,  pronounced  it  good. 

And  wisdom  gave  a  mate  to  man 
In  Eden's  happy  bowers ;    ' 

The  Christian,  on  this  perfect  plan, 
Needs  some  to  cheer  his  hours. 
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ELIJII    II    IdLITUDE* 

Hb  sat  him  down  by  Chereth^s  brook^ 
That  murmured  mournful  by, 

So  sadly  stem  his  steadfast  look, 
So  deep  the  frequent  sigh : 

Such  features,  attitude  and  mein, 

In  mortal  else,  were  never  seen. 

A  soul  sublime  as  ever  woke 
From  nature's  forming  hand, 

Seemed  struggling  with  the  awful  stroke 
Dashed  on  his  native  land ; 

Himself  had  struck  the  dreadful  blow, 

Yet  never  he  a  traitor  foe. 

SBs  face  and  form  a  battie  field, 
Where  warrior  passions  fight, 

But  nought  can  make  his  judgment  yield, 
Where  Heaven  approves  him  right ; 

The  deed  is  just  which  he  has  done. 

Turn  him  ?  nay^  sooner  turn  the  mm. 

The  fearful  judgment  Heaven  reveals, 

In  answer  to  his  prayer^ 
Ss  oath  irrevocably  seals. 

Nor  mercy's  self  can  spare 
The  doomed  and  foul  polluted  race 
That  sinned  away  the  day  of  grace* 
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And  there  he  sat  in  thou^t  profoiind, 

On  this  and  futnre  state, 
[nil  dies  the  lull  of  Chereth's  sound, 

Lost  in  the  country's  fate  : 
That  man  of  Ood,  of  mighty  prayer. 
Behold  his  desolation  there  ! 


AB8EHGE    OF    ODD    LAIEITID. 

Job  35 :  10. 

Where,  alas,  is  God  my  Maker  ? 
Where  His  songs  that  cheer  the  night  ? 
0  return,  make  me  partaker 
Of  the  joys  of  life  and  light. 

Gloom  and  sadness  long  hare  shrouded, 
And  oppressed  my  troubled  miud, 
Oh,  I  long  for  mom  unclouded. 
Long  my  God  again  to  find. 

Heavenly  songs,  the  night  dispelling, 
Burst  anew  upon  my  ear  ! 
From  this  heart  with  anguish  swelling, 
Chase  away  the  grief  and  fear. 

Blest  Creator,  kindly  hear  me, 
Come  and  soothe  my  anjdous  breast, 
Let  thy  voice  of  mercy  cheer  me, 
Let  me  with  thyself  be  blest. 
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SIN'I    BOINfiS. 

0  sin,  what  hafit  iiiou  done  on  earth ! 

What  hast  thou  done  to  me ! 
Deoeired  my  race,  defiled  mj  birth^ 

Whehned  all  in  misery. 

Nor  sadate  yet^  with  malice  deep 

Tormenting  day  by  day. 
Thy  fiendish  joy  to  make  me  weep^ 

Whore  bliss  holds  widest  sway. 

Whene'er  my  heart  with  rapture  swells, 
Mid  prospects  bright  and  fSsor, 

A  pang  ere  long  with  sadness  tells 
Thou  enemy  art  there. 

If  in  deep  sorrow's  lowly  vale, 

Affliction  leads  my  sonl, 
From  ambushes  thou  dost  aasaiL, 

And  on  me  curses  rolL 

And  can  I  treat  titee  as  a  friend, 

Thou  parent  of  despair ; 
Thou  traitor,  tyrant,  foulest  fiend. 

Abhorred  beyond  compare  I 

More  open,  but  not  less  a  foe, 

Than  thou  hast  been  to  me. 
Till  thou  art  sunk  in  endless  woe, 

Tea,  ever  will  I  be. 

98* 
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lOITAL    TIIAL8. 

This  mortal  body,  oh,  how  vile, 

How  loathsome  to  my  soul !  \ 

Filled  with  pollution  foul,  and  guile, 

Inclined  to  hell's  control. 

It  tempts  and  tortures  day  by  day, 

And  with  a  fiend's  delight 
Exults  my  spirit  to  betray. 

And  heavenly  hopes  to  bli^t. 

And  will  almighty  power  and  grace 

Perform  a  work  so  strange. 
This  sinfdl  dust,  so  vile,  so  base, 

To  Jesus'  image  change. 

There  pure  and  bright  like  Christ  my  King, 

0  shall  I  soon  appear, 
Clothed  in  His  ri^teousness,  and  ring 

Redemption  bought  so  dear. 

These  nnful  pasdons  of  my  heart, 

My  inbred  mortal  foes, 
Will  pierce  no  more  with  pois'nous  dart 

This  bosom  of  repose. 
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lONIillfi    fO    FLT    iWAT. 

Psalm  55 :  6. 

Oh  that  I  had  iringg  like  a  doye, 
How  swifUj  I'd  hasten  away ! 
The  strength  of  inyincible  love 
Shotdd  bear  me  to  mancdons  of  day. 

The  foes  that  beset  me  around, 
To  mutoal  strife  I  would  leave. 
Their  victim  no  longer  be  found, 
His  spirit  no  more  should  they  grieve. 

My  prayers  with  injustice  are  paid, 
My  kindness  rewarded  with  scorn, 
like  lions  against  me  arrayed. 
They  rage  to  devour  me  forlorn. 

0  Saviour,  and  shall  thy  dear  name 
Through  me  be  reproached  by  the  throng 
That  plot  now  to  put  me  to  shame, 
Since  I  to  thy  number  belong. 

Oh  do  not  forsake  me,  I  pray. 
Remember  thy  mercies  of  old ; 
My  troubles  now  put  fiir  away, 
And  be  my  sad  spirit  consoled. 
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SflKBOWIIfl. 

My  soul  vdiSti  BCfxrtm 
Is  deeply  pained, 
Gonild  joj  tomorrow 
But  be  obtained : 

This  mght  of  trouble 
I  should  not  heed, 
For  mom  would  double 
The  grace  I  need. 

But  d&y  may  brighten, 
And  pleasure  flow, 
Yet  nothing  lighten 
This  load  of  woe. 

Ah,  how  'tis  crushing 
This  anguished  heart ; 
Red  streams  are  gushing 
From  every  part. 

Yet  seOret  sighing 
Alone  may  tell 
The  cares  so  trying— 
This  soul  befel. 

No  mortal  knowinj^ 
Breathes  sympathy ; 
To  heaven  I'm  going, 
There's  rest  for  me. 
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The  hand  that  chastens. 
At  length  i?ill  bless ; 
It  only  hastens 
To  happness. 


ISJOIGING. 

Soul,  wake  the  lay 
Of  praise  and  gladness  ; 
Thy  Lord  to-day 
Relieves  thy  sadness. 

Thy  humble  prayer 
Receives  His  favor, 
Henceforth  in  care, 
Ne'er  doubt  or  waver. 

I  little  thought 
In  last  night's  sorrow, 
Joy  would  be  brought 
Upon  the  morrow. 

With  God  to  leave 
The  care  distressing. 
Is  to  receive 
His  aid  and  blessing. 

Can  fondest  love 
Forget  ?  ah,  never ! 
Here  as  above, — 
His  care  forever. 
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The  child  of  gi^aod 
His  loye  incloses, 
Where'er  the  phioe^ 
In  peace  reposesi 

Dread  foes  may  try 
With  rage  assailing, 
But  God  is  nigh, 
Help  neyer  failing. 


BOB  OUB  SIFVBB  IN  TBOUBLB. 

When  the  waves  of  trouble  roll, 
Whither  flees  the  an^dous  soul,  - 
Who  its  sorrows  can  console  ? 
None,  my  God,  but  thee. 

Human  help,  though  firm  it  seem, 
Fails  us  like  a  fleeting  dream, 
Ejndling  up  a  transient  gleam. 
In  the  light  to  flee* 


0  how  vain  a  mortal's  idd, 
Hapless  he  upon  it  stayed, 
Ah,  the  thought  makes  me 
Gracious  Gk)d,  defend* 


Neyer  leave  me  to  mankind, 
Never  to  myself  consigned, 
To  thine  arm,  my  Saviour,  bind^ 
Keep  me  to  ttte  end. 


Let  me  feeji  Ay  love  mi  povfr^ 
Dearer,  rtrQUger  §vefy  hov, 
Then  ihou^  toi^peete  fiencely  lo 
PeM(»  wa4  JQ7  iriU  reigii. 

Thee,  ipj  God|  I  look  to  thee. 
By  thy  grace  remember  me, 
Now  nor  in  eternity 

Let  my  trust  be  vain. 


APP1AI8    T«    OOB. 

0  God,  who  formed  the  thrilling  heart, 

With  aU  its  tender  ties, 
Weil  known  to  ihee  tfie  piercmg  sx^art 

Qf  sundered  sympathies, 
When  partings  tear  its  tendrils  down, 
And  earthly  prospects  darkly  frown. 

And  canst  thou  on  th'  eternal  throQC, 
With  boundless  ^ory  crowned. 

Despise  the  silent  rending  groan 
Of  one  in  sadness  drowned  ? 

0  no  ;  a  mortal  worm  may  da^e 

To  hope  its  C9se  thy  soyereign  ciM^. 

The  Saviour  who  our  nature  proye4, 

Its  trials  all  has  felt, 
Still  deeply  by  our  sufferings  moyed, 

BSs  kindly  feelings  melt 
For  eyery  soul  that  bears  His  cross, 
And  counts  its  worldly  gain  but  l9^. 
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I  know  my  Lord  dotti  hear  the  cry 
Pressed  firom'ihe  contrite  heart 

By  meek  though  bitter  agony, 
And  wipes  tiie  tears  that  start ; 

He  knows  our  soul — ^remembers  well 

The  secret  pangp  we  caimot  tell. 


THE  LORD  OUS  REFUGE. 

.0  Lord,  to  whom  the  troubled  flee, 

And  sinners  must  repair, 
I  trust  and  joy  alone  in  thee, 

For  thou  hast  heard  my  prayer : 

My  heart  hast  lightened  of  iia  load. 

Adoring  thanks  be  thine  ; 
And  cheered  my  lonely  weary  road 

With  grace  and  joy  diyine. 

Yet  still  a  suppliant  at  thy  throne, 
Petition  let  me  press. 

My  suit  to  thee,  0  God,  is  known- 
Grant  perfect  holiness. 

0  may  I  feel  as  Jesus  felt 

When  pilgrim  here  below, 
My  prayer  like  His,  when  oft  He  knelt. 

For  His  and  human  woe. 

Like  Ss — ^my  eye,  my  soul  aboye. 
There  soon  with  God  to  reign, 

I^ed  with  His  own  eternal  loy< 
Bliss  higher  after  pain. 
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WHO    WILL    PITT    ZIORT 

JxB.  15 :  5. 

0  Son,  who  will  pty  fhee. 

Or  who  bemoan  thy  fate  ? 
Who  turn  aside  ihj  wastes  to  see. 

And  mourn  thj  fallen  state.  ^ 

Who  o'er  thy  total  ruin  shed 

The  patriotio  tear  ? 
And  where  thy  people's  blood  was  shed 

The  sacred  dust  reyere. 

0  who  will  sigh  when  jackalls  come 

Amid  thy  heaps  to  dwell  ? 
And,  where  thou  hadst  a  lovely  home, 

Shriek  out  their  horrid  yell  I 

0  Zion,  Zdon,  must  it  be 
That  thou  wilt  M  so  low  !^ 

My  soul  flows  out  in  tears  for  thee, 
And  shares  thy  bitter  woe. 

Alas,  what  awful  sins  are  thine. 

Provoking  such  a  fate  ; 
How  hast  thou  slighted  grace  divine  ! 

Grime  makes  thee  desolate. 

0  Qod,  our  fathers'  hope  and  trust, 

Betom,  our  sins  forgive  ; 
Revive  us  from  death's  gloomy  dust, 

And  bid  thy  chosen  live. 

S9 
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CONCERT    BNTSIiTIEB. 

How  long,  0  Lord,  shall  Zion  praj, 

And  supplicate  with  tears. 
That  sin  and  woe  may  pass  away, 

And  all  her  boding  fears. 

How  long  shall  tmth  to  mortal  eyes 
Seem  near  o'ermatched  and  foiled  ? 

By  errors  which  like  whirlwinds  rise 
Or  serpents  guileful  coiled. 

How  long  shall  we  the  promise  plead, 
And  thou  how  long  forbear 

To  execute  what  is  decreed, 
And  answer  all  our  prayer. 

When  will  the  world  be  consecrate 

To  thine  almighty  will ; 
Mankind  when  wilt  thou  new  create 

Thy  precepts  to  fulfil. 

0  hear  the  warm  united  prayer 
The  churches  monthly  raise, 

liOt  earth  through  all  her  re^ons  share 
Thy  grace  and  dng  thy  praise. 
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SUBIISSION  AND  PBRSBTIBiNGE  IN  PBiTBB. 

0  Lord,  we  know  thy  ways  are  ri^t, 

All  holy,  good,  and  wise, 
Yet  prayer  is  pleasing  in  thy  sigh^ 

And  hearts  that  upward  rise. 

We  bring  a  prayer  which  Jesus  taught, 

And  trust  He  intercedes 
For  those  His  priceless  blood  has  bought, 

When  any  Ohristian  pleads. 

*  Thy  kingdom  oome — ^thy  will  be  done 

Below  as  'tis  above ;' 
Let  every  place  beneath  the  sun 

Be  filled  with  heavenly  love. 

Let  sin  and  sorrow  flee  away. 

And  grace  to  £Burthest  shores 
Flow  like  the  blest  eternal  day 

From  heaven's  expanded  doors. 

Our  power  is  vain,  on  thee  alone 

We  wait  and  hope  and  trust, 
And  pour  our  prayers  before  thy  throne. 

Thou  MerciM  and  Just. 
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SALTATION    LONBBD    FOB. 

0  will  the  realm  around  me  smile 
"With  beams  of  glory  eyer  ? 

Will  all  this  dark  infernal  guile 
Pass  like  a  cloud  forever  7 

Will  hearts  as  hard  and  dead  as  stone 
Melt  with  divine  emotion  ? 

And  minds  to  godliness  unknown 
Kindle  with  true  devotion  ? 

O  will  some  happj  Christian  hear 
This  people  Christ  confessing  ? 

Witii  deep  repentance'  hallowed  tear, 
And  love's  true  heartfelt  blessing  ? 

Will  e'er  the  holy  Tri-une  Name, 
In  these  mett^'ids*  resounding. 

Show,  over  error,  sin  and  shame, 
Free  grace  is  here  abounding  ? 


HOPE    OF    I8BASL. 

JsB.  14 :  a 

0  thou  hope  of  Israel, — 
Saviour  when  his  troubles  come, 
All  our  dns  and  sorrows  quell. 
Stay  and  make  with  us  thy  home. 

•  Mohammedan  name  of  moeqaei. 
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Why  Bhooldst  thou  a  stranger  be 
In  the  land  where  we  sojourn  ? 
Pardon  our  iniqnily, 
Gracious  Lord,  in  love  return. 

As  a  traveller  speeds  his  waj, 
Besting  but  a  fleeting  night, 
Whj  shouldst  thou  at  dawn  of  day, 
Vanish  from  our  longing  sight. 

Left  of  thee,  our  souls  despair, 
Hope  and  Saviour,  thou  alone, 
Dsten  to  our  fervent  prajer, 
0  make  our  abode  thine  own. 


POOR    liBDALBN. 

Poor  Magdalen  I  shrinking  in  shame, 
Exposed  to  cold  pity  and  scorn. 
The  heiress  of  sorrow  and  blame, 
IkCd  wretches  turned  friendless,  forbm. 

0  see  her !  but  turn  from  the  sight. 
And  weep  with  the  sobbings  of  grief, 
How  fearful  the  poisonous  blight, — 
Oh,  hear  her  sad  cries  for  relief. 

A  sinner !  yet  tpm  not  away 
And  leave  her  in  anguish  to  die ; 
Sweet  mercy  thy  plea  in  that  day, 
Wilt  thou  that  sweet  mercy  deny  ? 
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The  SaviooF  all  holy  aad  pure, 
Not  thus  droye  Ae  wreteh  to  despair, 
The  pardon  fhou  needest  seonre, 
And  make  the  poor  outcast  thy  care. 

She  jet  throng  His  blood  may  be  saved, 
And  shine  in  the  regions  above, 
In  Ihe  waters  of  life  may  be  laved, 
And  robed  in  Immanuers  love. 


THE    FilLEH    PITIED. 

Sb^Js  a  poor  sinner,  too  tme. 
And  early  and  fearful  her  shame ; 
Yet  who  in  fell  treachery  drew 
Her  soul  to  the  brink  of  hell-flame. 

My  manhood  is  put  to  tiie  blush. 
In  view  of  what  others  have  done, 
The  wretches  now  ready  to  crush 
The  victim  Aeir  infiumy  won. 

O  Jesus !  rem^nber  this  soul. 
Have  mercy  though  man  may  have  none, 
With  pardon  her  bosom  console, 
Thou^  all  she  may  meet  are  but  stone. 

My  God,  for  the  wretched  I  plead, 
0  turn  not  away  from  my  prayer, 
When  Jesus  thou  gavest  to  bleed 
For  dau^tera  and  sons  of  despair. 
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This  poor  fodom  being  behold, 
And  saye  her  firom  on  and  firom  hell, 
0  guide  to  the  good  Shepherd's  fold, 
Then  lead  her  in  glory  to  dwell. 


enilT    BBIOilSB. 

Ah  !  what  a  world  of  woe  and  ahame. 
What  pasaons  bum  with  hellish  flame ; 
What  dire  distress,  what  guilt  abounds, 
And  circling  run  their  firightful  rounds. 

Here,  yir^  innocence  is  stained. 
There,  manly  virtue  captiye  chained, 
Oppression  with  an  iron  heart 
Wars  on  its  brother,  guileful  art. 

When  wralhful  rose  tiie  mighty  flood, 
To  cleanse  a  world  defiled  with  blood. 
Scarce  greater  rage  and  tumult  reigned, 
Than  this  by  which  my  soul  is  pained. 

0  Gk)d,  long-suflsring  and  true, 
This  strife  infernal  quick  subdue, 
For  Jesus'  sake,  thy  dioeen  spare, 
Driye  from  the  earth  dn  and  despair. 
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TUSNIIfl    TO    HBATII. 

0  turn  to  the  dwellings  on  hi^, 
Sad  Bjnrity  with  wickedness  grieved, 
And  pour  forth  the  song  for  the  m^j 
!nil  sorrows  so  sore  are  relieyed. 

How  sweet  and  how  holy  the  joy 
That  reigns  in  the  regions  above, 
What  praises  extatic  employ 
Their  spirits  o'erflowing  with  love.  * 

Blest  peace,  like  an  unmflSied  sea, 
Beflects  the  bright  image  of  all ; 
0  is  there  a  place  left  for  me, 
Where  saint?  the  dear  Saidour  extol. 

What  hinders  me  now  to  be  there. 
And  happy  as  spirit  can  be, 
Adorned  with  salvation  so  fair. 
My  God  and  my  Saviour  to  see. 

0  how  shall  I  'scape  from  this  clay. 
And  wing  like  a  seraph  my  flight 
To  mandons  of  glory  away. 
And  drink  in  eternal  delight. 


C^APTBE    VIII. 


REPENTANCE,    SUPPLICATION,    TRUST. 


I08E8'    lAIBHT. 

Dbut.  4  :  23. 

Here  on  Jordan's  brinl^  I  Btand, 
Enraptured  view  the  promised  land, 
And  long  to  tread  the  fSsurther  ^hore, 
The  plains  beyond  and  hills  ezjdore. 

The  loyely  prospect  channs  mj  si^t, 
The  spicy  zephyrs  breathe  delight, 
But  just  decrees  forbid,  alas, 
That  I  this  flowing  stream  should  pass. 

With  bitter  tears  I  rnoum  the  day, 
When  passion  fierce  usurped  the  sway, 
And  I  with  rash  and  sinful  hand 
Transgressed  against  the  Lord's  command. 

0  had  I  in  that  trying  hour 

Through  &ith  o'ercome  the  tempter's  power, 


846 

And  meek  obeyed  the  voice  divine, 
Then  Canaan  and  its  jojs  were  mine. 

But  only  now  vouchsafed  to  me, 
That  I  the  goodlj  land  should  see, 
Then  die,  for  over  Jordan's  flow, 
Alas,  I  must  not,  must  not  go. 


80SS0WFUI. 

My  heart  is  sad  and  sack  to-daj, 
Nor  rises  when  I  kneel  to  praj. 
Its  foUj  mourns,  and  grieves  to  see 
How  distant.  Lord,  it  is  from  thee. 

The  charms  of  earth  to  me  are  dead, 
And  heavenly  joy,  alas,  has  fled. 
What  more  remains  my  soul  to  cheer, 
A  stranger  and  a  captive  here. 

Fm  like  a  chastened  child  that  grieves. 
Yet  stiU  his  father's  love  believes, 
And  weeps  that  ere  it  should  offend 
Its  kindest  and  its  dearest  friend. 

My  gracious  Saviour,  think  on  me. 
And  pardon  my  iniquity, 
0  come,  my  Jesus,  firom  above. 
And  bless  me  with  tiiy  sacred  love. 
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ZIOR    WBEPIMfl. 

Lak.  1  :  3. 

Lonely  Zion  weeps  at  night, 
When  concealed  firom  mortal  sight. 
Bitter  woe  her  tears  bespeak. 
That  all  night  bedew  her  cheek. 

None  of  all  she  held  most  dear 
Now  to  comfort  her  appear ; 
All  her  friends  have  her  betrayed, 
And  against  her  are  arrayed. 

Wonder  not  her  broken  heart 
Pours  its  sorrows  thus  apart ; 
None  with  her  will  sympathise. 
Scorn  repays  her  heavy  sighs. 

But  when  darkness  her  conceals, 

0  what  anguish  then  she  feels. 
Thinking  o'er  the  happy  days, 
When  her  name  was  light  and  praise. 

Zion,  let  me  weep  with  thee. 
Trouble  wakens  sympathy, 

1  too  grieve  beneath  the  rod 
Of  our  just  offended  God. 

Gome,  and  let  us  now  return. 
At  His  feet  our  follies  mourn, 
Supplicate  His  grace  and  love, 
Never  from  His  presence  rove. 
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CSTINfl    TO    TIB    lOSD. . 

MouKNy  mourn,  my  soul,  in  sorrow  deep, 
Like  some  lost  child  lament  and  weep, 
Thy  bitter  anguish  ne'er  restrain, 
Tm  eased  of  this  heart-rending  pain. 

Cry  till  the  heavens  return  the  sound. 
Till  one  to  hear  and  save  is  found, 
Or  till  thy  sobbing,  stifled  breaih 
Is  hushed  in  the  repose  of  deatti* 

Drop  by  drop  of  bitter  woe. 

Has  caused  thee,  heart,  to  oyerflow. 

Pour  out  its  sorrows,  set  it  free,  i 

Or  soon  it  bursts  with  agony. 

Here,  where  the  cross  of  Jesus  stood. 

On  that  same  ground  which  drank  His  blood. 

Thy  grief  unutterable  pour. 

Till  satiate  earth  imbibes  no  more. 

0  God,  my  Maker  and  my  Guide, 
When  will  these  scalding  tears  be  dried, 
Hear  me,  0  hear  my  bitter  cry. 
Nor  let  iiij  child  in  anguish  die. 
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SIN     lAIENTED. 

How  could  I  madly  sin  in  heart, 

As  I,  alas,  have  done. 
And  grieve  the  Spirit  to  depart, 

And  wound  God's  blessed  Son. 

My  soul  seems  melting  in  my  breast 

Its  follies  to  behold  ; 
0  Saviour,  cleanse  and  give  me  rest 

From  foes  and  sins  untold. 

Dear  Jesus,  soothe  me  with  thy  love, 
And  shield  me  by  thy  grace ; 

Soon  take  me  to  thy  courts  above. 
To  rest  in  thine  embrace. 


FORGIVENESS    IIPIORBD. 

0  God  of  grace,  forgive  my  sin. 

Wash  all  my  guilt  away. 
And  make  me  holy,  pure  within. 

Illumed  with  heavenly  day. 

My  crimes  are  great  and  multiplied, 

Committed  too  in  light. 
But  has  not  Christ  for  vilest  died  ? 

And  grace  is  thy  delight. 

30 
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My  grievoos  sins  with  loathing  fill 
My  bitter,  anguished  soul ; 

Dear  Saviour,  speak  thy  gracious  will, 
To  cleanse  and  make  me  whole. 

Lord,  send  the  Holy  Spirit  down. 
To  dwell  within  my  breast, 

And  mercies  past  now  richly  crown 

With  holiness  and  rest. 

• 
0  nail  me  to  thy  cross  of  pain, 

If  else  I  e'er  should  stray ; 
Thine  image,  Lord,  I  would  attain. 

However  rough  the  way. 


LONBIT  PRATER. 

YfsLLE  the  friends  of  Zion  throng 
Thickly  round  thy  gracious  throne, 
Fervent  pray  and  tune  their  song, 
Saviour,  leave  me  not  alone. 

Happy  they  in  union  blest, 
Thou  their  prayers  and  praise  wilt  own, 
And  shall  one  with  toils  oppressed. 
Here  afar  be  left  alone. 

For  my  sins  and  failings,  Lord, 
Freely,  fully  now  atone, 
With  the  promise  of  thy  word. 
Strengthen,  cheer  me  here  alone. 
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Let  thy  truth  and  grace  abound. 
Be  thy  great  salvation  known, 
TSl  no  more  on  earth  is  found 
One  who  loyes  thee  left  alone. 


801ITART    CHRISTIAN. 

0  grant  me  patience,  gracious  Lord, 
This  trying  scene  to  bear  ; 

No  soul  with  me  to  read  thy  word, 
"With  me  to  bow  in  prayer. 

The  hours  and  seasons  once  so  sweet, 

A  chilling  aspect  wear, 
No  kindred  souk  vrith  whom  to  meet. 

And  blend  in  fervent  prayer. 

How  charming  was  the  voice  of  praise 
When  I  was  with  them  there ; 

But  empty  now  the  notes  I  raise, 
Poor  help  to  lonely  prayer. 

• 

My  Ood,  I  pray  thee  comfort  me. 

Am  I  not  still  thy  care  7 
0  let  me  trust,  rejoice  in  thee, — 

Inspire  my  lonely  prayer. 


852 


THB    BITTBR    CUP. 

Mark  U  :  30. 

Abba,  Father,  if  it  may, 
Be  each  cup  of  anguish  passed 

From  mj  shrinking  lips  away, 
Though  like  Christ  I  bow  at  last, 

And  meekly  add, — ^  be  done  not  mine, 

But  done  thy  blessed  will  divine/ 

Pain  and  sickness  in  the  bowl 
May  a  nauseous  draught  appear, 

And  deep  sorrow  of  the  soul. 
Drying  e'en  the  briny  tear  ; 

But,  Father,  if  thy  gracious  will 

Doth  give  it  me,  I'll  drink  it  still. 

Friendship  changed  to  hate  and  scorn 
May  a  bitter  portion  prove. 

Foul  misjudged,  and  left  forlorn 
By  all  those  I  chiefly  love  ; 

If,  righteous  Ood,  thou  dost  decree 

A  cup  like  this,  'tis  good  for  me. 

Yes,  if  thou  shouldst  hide  thy  face, 
And  shouldst  leave  me  to  despair 

For  a  season  of  thy  grace, — 
Captive  held  in  Satan's  snare. 

Then  be  thy  holy  purpose  done, 

Though  terrors  through  my  spirit  run. 
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Sorrow  is  the  seed  of  joy, 

Sown  by  thine  all-gracious  hand, 
Bich  the  fruits,  without  alloy, 

Gkkthered  in  the  promised  land ; 
l^ith  fuU  delight  I  there  shall  see 
,Thy  holy  will  was  best  for  me. 


IMPORTUNATE    ENTREATT. 

Mt  Maker,  Keeper,  Judge,  and  God, 

In  whom  I  live  and  move, 
Whose  gracious  smile,  whose  chast'ning  rod, 

I  daily,  deeply  prove, 
Remember  me,  0  hear  my  cry. 
Wilt  thou  thy  creature's  prayer  deny  ? 

I  pray  to  have  no  will  but  thine, 

Like  thee  be  holy,  pure, 
And  share  through  grace  in  joys  divine, 

While  being  shall  endure  ; 
Still  upward  borne  from  bliss  to  bliss 
On  wings  of  rapturous  happiness. 

I  ask,  if  seemeth  good  to  thee, 

To  fill  this  soul's  desires ; 
Yet  pray  that  it  may  never  be 

Scorched  by  unhallowed  fires, 
Think  what  thou  plantedst  in  my  breast 
And  make  thy  suff'ring  creature  blest. 

30* 
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My  God,  and  do  I  now  offend, 

That  thus  I  pray  to  thee  ? 
Art  thou  not,  Lord,  my  Saviour — ^Friend  ? 

And  gracions  e'en  to  me  ? 
Amid  thy  searchings  of  my  heart 
Dost  thou  not  heed  the  hidden  smart  ? 

Again  I  yield  me  to  thy  will, 

I  know  thy  ways  are  right, 
Yet  may  I  not  petition  still, 

Nor  thou  my  pleadings  slight  ? 
God  infinite,  yet  thou  dost  know 
Thy  fleeting  creature's  joy  and  woe. 

My  Gx)d,  let  not  thy  wrath  arise, 
Because  I  thus  implore, 

0  look  upon  these  sympathies, 
Thou  God  whom  I  adore  ! 

1  cast  my  anxious  soul  on  thee. 
For  time  and  for  eternity. 


MORTAL    SPAN. 


Psalm  102 :  24—27. 


Cut  me  not  off  in  the  midst  of  my  days, 
Prolong  still  my  life  to  show  forth  thy  praise. 
Endless,  0  Gt)d,  are  thine  infinite  years. 
But  transient  our  space  in  this  valley  of  tears. 
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Ancient  creation,  the  work  of  thy  hand. 
Time  shall  dissolve  by  thy  sovereign  conunand. 
Yet  thou  wilt  endure  when  nature  decays, 
Eternal — ^infinite — God  of  all  praise. 

Ah,  what  is  poor  man,  wealc  worm  of  an  hour, 
Though  vaunting  in  pride  of  consummate  power, 
If  touched  by  disease,  his  clay-strength  is  gone. 
He  passes  away  like  dew  of  the  dawn. 

0  (rod,  to  thy  care  this  firail  system  I  trust. 
Keep  it  in  life,  or  dissolve  it  to  dust. 
Whatever  thou  dost  for  those  who  believe. 
Always  is  better  than  they  can  conceive. 


RE8IGNATI0H. 

Lord  Jesus,  fit  me  to  resign. 
This  fleeting  life  with  joy ; 

Receive  me  to  those  arms  of  thine, — 
Thy  praise  my  sweet  employ. 

Lord  Jesus,  fit  me  to  remain 

And  do  thy  perfect  will. 
Nor  e'er  of  length  of  days  complain. 

But  all  with  duty  fill. 
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HOW    I0N6. 

RiY.  6  :  10. 

Through  ^n  and  woe  and  mortal  strife ; 

0  God  of  grace,  how  long  ? 
Wilt  thou  this  wondrous  fearful  life 

In  trials  fierce  prolong. 

Look  down  firom  thy  celestial  throne 

On  human  anguish  strong, 
Wilt  ihou  not  Lord,  thj  creature  own  ? 

How  long !  0  God,  how  long  ? 

I  humbly  own  and  mourn  to  thee 
How  much  we've  done  thee  wrong, 

But  what  is  man  to  Deity  ? — 
And  shall  sin  reign  so  long  7 

When  shaQ  redemption  earth  surround, 
And  heaven  burst  forth  in  song, 

That  grace  and  glory  now  abound, — 
Thou  righteous  Judge,  how  long  ? 

My  soul  is  agonized  to  see 

Unnumbered  millions  throng 
The  fearful  steeps  of  misery ! 

1  cry  to  thee  how  long  ? 

Let  not  thy  wrath  agunst  me  bum, 
On  Him  thou  madest  strong. 

Did  not  thy  hand  of  vengeance  turn  ? — 
Thou  God  of  truth,  how  long  ? 
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0  be  not  angry,  and  I'll  pray, 
Nor  weary  thee  too  long, 

Cut  short,  my  Ood,  this  eyil  day ! 
Gome,  linger  not  so  long ! 


PARDON    IMPIORED. 

Be  not  angry  with  me,  Lord, 
Still  my  soul  relies  on  thee, — 
Claiina  the  promise  of  thy  word, 
Do  not  then  abandon  me. 

Be  not  angry,  though  I've  sinned. 
Ah,  so  oft  and  heinously ! 
Urged  by  every  changmg  wind 
In  career  of  vanity. 

Be  not  angry,  for  my  heart. 
Mourning,  strives  each  sin  to  flee. 
Welcomes  every  chastening  smart,- 
Gladly  turns  to  Calvary. 

Be  not  angry,  0  my  God, 
Since  the  Saviour  died  for  me. 
For  my  guilt  He  bore  the  rod. 
Best  me  then  in  peace  with  thee. 
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THE    LORD    WAS    ANGRT. 

Dbttt.  9 :  20. 

Tht  righteous  vengeance,  Lord,  I  fear, 
Although  I  trust  mj  faith's  sincere, 
For  oft  mj  wayward  soul  has  sinned. 
And  deep  inhaled  each  tempting  wind. 

Thy  chosen  saint,  the  first  high  priest. 
That  stood  among  the  tribes  released, 
For  yielding  to  a  rebel  crowd. 
Had  well  nigh  in  their  ruin  bowed. 

0  Ood,  look  on  the  Saviour's  face,' 
Nor  angry  dash  my  narrow  space. 
Grant  strength  and  grace  to  do  thy  will. 
And  my  just  time  on  earth  fulfil. 

1  trust  thy  glorious  throne  to  see. 
Enraptured  through  eternity. 
But  let  me  not  thy  wrath  provoke. 
And  enter  heaven  by  judgment  stroke. 


PRATER    IN    TROUBLE. 

0  God  of  salvation,  I  pray  thee  appear. 
Be  not  thou  far  distant  when  trouble  is  near. 
So  prostrate  and  fisdnting,  I  languish  away, 
And  lay  down  exhausted  this  poor  pallid  clay. 
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The  murmurs  of  Jordan  now  louder  I  hear, 
Its  cold  clammy  vapors  I  pray  thee  to  clear, 
And  open  a  vista  to  Canaan's  blest  shore, 
0  bear  me  in  mercy  triumphantly  o'er. 

Each  friend  and  each  object  my  spirit  holds  dear^ 
As  often  before,  so  again  I  do  here, 
To  thy  gracious  keeping  devoutly  commend, 
Wiih  blessings  them  prosper,  in  mercy  defend. 

I'm  vile  and  unworthy,  yet  do  not  forsake 
A  soul  that  in  Jesus  its  refuge  would  make, 
0  strengthen  and  bless  with  thy  presence  divine. 
Receive  me,  0  Lord,  with  thy  chosen  to  shine. 


SACRED    ODE. 

Mt  Gt)d,'when  nature  in  me  fSeunts, 
And  death  the  tide  of  living  taints, 
When  fevered  fancies  through  the  brain 
Sport  with  my  feebleness  and  pain, 

0  leave  me  not  to  bear  alone 
The  sorrows  on  my  spirit  thrown. 
Chase  off  my  enemies  and  fears, 
And  wipe  away  my  lonely  tears, 
Soothe  me  with  grace  and  love  divine. 
And  on  my  mind  in  mercy  shine. 
Unfolding  future  bliss  above. 

And  triumphs  through  redeeming  love, 
When  every  scene  of  sorrow  o'er, 

1  shall  in  thy  blest  form  adore. 
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PETITIONING    GOD. 

When  my  heart  with  sadness  meltrng. 
Sinks  with  pain  and  sorrow  low, 

Lordy  let  grace  mj  spirit  beltings 
Strengthen  me  thy  way  to  go  ; 

Gird  me  with  celestial  might. 

Guide  my  erring  footsteps  right. 

When  I  feel  as  nought  before  thee, 
Famting  midway  in  the  race, 

Scarce  with  spirit  to  adore  thee. 
Or  turn  looks  unto  thy  Sem^o, 

When  helpless  thy  spent  servant  lies, 

Do  not  his  piteous  want  despise* 

In  divine  afiection  chasten. 
But  let  mercy  hold  the  rod, 

Lest  stem  justice  sudden  hpten 
Me  to  ruin  near  my  God  ; 

Thou  know'st  how  little  I  can  bear, 

Thy  feeble  worm  0  pity,  spare. 

By  thy  love  for  Him  anointed, 

By  thy  promises  so  sweet. 
By  the  joys  on  high  appointed, 

All  thy  chosen  ones  to  greet. 
Pass  not  my  fainting  spirit  by, 
Nor  leave  me  when  I  gasping  lie. 

By  thine  own  etei:nal  glory. 
By  thy  righteousness  I  plead, 
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Vitj  one  so  traDsitory, 

Succor  in  his  time  of  need^ 
While  affliction  cuts  the  ties 
That  bind  him  here,  and  prompts  to  rise. 
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BANISH    BTIL. 

Almightt  God,  thou  sovereign  Lord, 

Of  nniyersal  sway, 
Who  dost  in  justice  all  reward, 

To  thee  I  fervent  pray. 

0  banish  evil  from  the  worid. 
And  cause  all  sin  to  cease. 

Let  love's  bright  bamier  be  unfurled, 
And  bless  our  race  with  peace. 

0  Lord,  when  shall  these  mortal  woes 
Be  like  a  dream  that's  past  ? 

And  man  enjoy  a  sweet  repose 
Li  thy  blest  love  at  last. 

My  spirit  longs,  my  heartstrings  bi*eak 

Li  nghing  for  that  day ; 
0  God  of  grace,  for  Jesus'  sake, 

Ahnighty  power  display. 

Renew  the  world  to  righteousness, 

Descend  with  us  to  dwell. 
Let  grace  and  ^ory  measureless, 

Earth's  aUeluia  sweU. 
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RETITAL    PRAIIN8. 

How  blest  was  the  mght  of  our  meetings 
To  pray  for  the  work  of  the  Lord ; 

His  Spirit  within  us  completing 
Our  love  and  our  faith  in  His  word. 

The  dews  of  His  grace  were  descending 
On  saints  and  on  sinners  around, 

Hearts  careless  and  stubborn  were  bending. 
And  songs  of  free  grace  did  resound. 

The  heart  of  the  Christian  was  glowing 
"With  love  and  compassion  divine, 

His  tears  with  his  prayers  oft  were  flowing, 
While  joys  made  his  countenance  shine. 

One  eve  from  sweet  worship  returning 
Through  all  the  night  watches  to  pray. 

Our  spirits  like  seraphs  were  burning, 
That  God  would  His  glory  display. 

Our  sweet  songs  of  Zion  seem  rin^g 
E'en  now  with  delight  in  my  ear, 

The  heart-prayer  spontaneous  sprin^g, 
And  word  of  sure  promise  I  hear. 

Heaven  heard,  and  its  portals  unfolding. 
Our  Qod  to  our  Bethel  came  down. 

In  love  His  dear  children  beholding, 
Their  prayers  with  His  blessing  to  crown. 
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0  there  at  the  mercy-fleat  kneeling, 
What  wrestlings,  what  rajptures  were  ours  1 

TSl  dawn  on  the  darkness  was  stealing, 
T31  grace  was  descending  in  showers. 


THB    VOICE    OF    PRATER. 

When  in  the  sacred  courts  we  meet, 

The  word  of  God  to  share, 
And  sing  His  praise,  divmelj  sweet, 

Blest  is  the  yoice  of  prayer. 

When  to  the  social  altar  we 

Our  grateful  off'ring  bear, 
With  hearts  of  love  and  unity. 

Sweet  is  &e  voice  of  prayer. 

And  firom  the  closet  of  a  saint, 
By  chance  approaching  there, 

We  catch  with  awe,  low,  solemn,  faint, 
The  hallowed  voice  of  prayer. 

And  how  we  hear  with  throbbmg  breast 
When  struggling  with  despair. 

The  humble  sumer  plead  for  rest, 
And  sob  the  voice  of  prayer. 

But  when  the  Christian,  bathed  in  tears, 

Cries,  God  of  mercy  spare, 
0  save  lost  souls !  when  Christ  appears,- 

Sublime  the  voice  6f  prayer. 
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IN    TBOUBIE    LOOIINfi    TO    G09. 

Mt  Father,  my  Guide,  and  my  God, 

Remember  thy  suppUant  child, 

By  ffinners'  devices  or  rod, 

Ne'er  leave  him  oppressed  or  begoiled. 

Whenever  the  wicked  combine 
To  put  him  to  trouble  or  shame  ; 
The  arms  of  thy  grace  romid  him  twine, 
And  be  his  strong  tower  thy  name. 

The  lion  and  dove  so  unite 
To  temper  and  strengthen  his  heart, 
I£s  foes  shall  be  scattered  by  flight. 
Or  won  to  make  cause  on  his  part 

If  trials  and  sorrows  must  be. 
To  fit  me  for  dwelling  above. 
From  thee,  gracious  Father,  from  thee. 
Let  them  come  in  thy  chast'ning  love. 

But  ne*er  Abba,  Father,  I  pray. 
Deliver  me  over  to  man. 
Correct  me  and  guide  in  thy  way, 
Grace  ending  what  mercy  began. 
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CBIE8    FOB    BITIRE    AID. 

Psalm  74 :  19. 

0  (Jod  of  power  and  love, 
Heaor,  hear  my  anguished  cry ! 
Deliyer  not  thy  turtle-dove 
By  fiendish  mobs  to  die. 

Make  bare  thy  holy  arm, 

In  terror  and  in  might ; 

To  shield  thy  helpless  child  from  harm, 

And  put  my  foes  to  flight. 

Why  should  blasphemers  say, 
He  put  his  trust  in  God ! 
Yet  now  he  falls  an  easy  prey. 
Beneath  our  vengeful  rod. 

Let  not  the  Saviour's  name 
Through  me  be  thus  profaned, 
Appear  in  a  consuming  flame, 
Be  right  and  truth  maintained. 

Or  rather  let  thy  grace 
Convert  each  rebel  heart, 
And  humbly  bring  before  thy  face. 
With  saints  to  share  a  part. 
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GOD    EITBIiTES. 

0  Qod  of  light  and  trath  and  grace, 
Thy  creature  weak  and  vile, 

Cast  not  forever  from  thy  face, 
Nor  leave  to  Satan's  guile. 

0  Grod  of  glory  and  of  bliss, 
iSii  ceaseless  praise  enthroned. 

See  what  a  state  of  sorrow  this ! 
life  through  its  seasons  groaned. 

0  God  of  mercy  and  of  love. 
Hear,  hear  a  suppliant's  cry ! 

Such  woes  a  mortal's  heart  can  move, 
Bedew  a  hard^ied  eye. 

0  Qod  of  jusiice,  holiness, 

A  creature's  sin  forgive  ; 
Impart  thy  perfect  righteousness, 

And  bid  the  dying  live. 

O  God  of  wisdom  and  of  mi^t. 
Thy  counsels  dark  appear, 

Shine  on  this  gloomy  troubled  night, 
And  man,  poor  wand'rer,  cheer. 

0  God  of  great  forgivenesses, 

Thy  pardon  I  implore. 
From  bursting  heart  th'  entreaty  is, 

Thee,  thee  I  love,  adore. 
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ERRINfi    ITIPATIII8. 

Child  of  mortality !  wouldstknow 

The  cooBBels  of  the  Lord  ? 
See,  Bin  is  linked  to  bitter  Tfoe, 

And  merit  to  rew ard. 

Infimt !  canst  thou  understand 

Why  sin  was  first  allow ed  ? 
Or  why  long  'scapes  my  vengefol  hand, 

The  vile  oppressor  proud  ? 

Weak  child  of  folly  and  of  guilt ! 

For  others  dost  complain  ? 
For  whom  a  Saviour's  blood  was  spilt, 

And  mercy  showered  in  vain. 

With  mercy  thou  wouldst  fill  the  earth ! 

Shall  mercy  foster  fidn  ? 
The  si^  would  be  infernal  mirth, 

The  moan  fierce  battle's  din. 

But  thou  wouldst  grace  to  all  impart  ? 

See  them  all  grace  despise  1 
By  force  thou  wouldst  convert  e^h  heart  ? 

Free-will  flie  sacrifice. 

Cease,  cease  poor  child !  know  all  is  rig|ht. 
While  God  thy  Maker  reigns, 

Bis  truth  be  ever  thy  delig|ht, 
Ptaise  Him  in  bluest  strains. 
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PUBLIC  PRATBB  FOB  THE  TODHG. 

No  blast  of  batUe  rung, 

No  waivcloud  fiUed  the  sky. 
The  idle  armor  hung 

Where  peace  long  laid  it  by ; 
Yet  clust'ring  bands  throughout  the  land, 
Were  gath'ring  seen  on  every  hand. 

No  vengeance  fiercely  gleams 

From  faces  full  of  war, 
No  vaunting  banner  streams 
O'er  lines  extended  far ; 
Yet  every  look  bespeaks  an  hour 
Of  conflict  with  some  dreadful  power. 

They  seek  a  glorious  prize, 

Their  souls  with  ardor  swell. 
And  armies  from  the  skies 
Are  fronting  hosts  of  hell ; 
What  day  of  destiny  has  come  ? 
Fraught  with  whole  generations'  doom. 

Hark !  'tis  the  voice  of  prayer. 

Poured  with  seraphic  ^ow, 
Entreaty  fills  the  air. 
Tears  of  aflfection  fiow ; 
Nor  supplication  here  alone, 
One  intercedes  before  the  throne. 

For  what  ?  or  whom,?  the  strife 
In  which  three  worlds  engage ; 


For  earih  or  mortal  life 
None  would  sach  conteet  wftge ; 
Ah,  for  the  young,  that  they  may  be 
True  champions  of  the  Deity. 

For  those  that  tread  the  halls 

Where  learning  points  to  fame, 
For  those  the  Saviour  calls 
The  Gospel  to  proclaim, — 
Hope  of  the  world,  the  nation's  joy, 
Tbe^e  our  full  souls,  heaven,  hell,  employ. 


^^.N^»^fc^»i#W^M^^»^^^^^^^fc^*^ 


SUPPLIGATIOR    FOR    TIE    TSIFNG. 

Thou  who  hast  endued  us  with  mind. 
And  with  immortality  sealed 
The  ff&  that  thy  goodness  designed 
Should  ever  witii  glory  be  filled : 

We  come  our  sad  state  to  deplore. 
With  fasting  and  sorrow  we  pray, 
The  Spirit  of  grace  on  us  pour. 
And  send  us  rejoicing  away. 

Our  sons  and  our  daughters  so  dear, 
Now  training  to  stand  in  our  place. 
Inspire  with  thy  love  and  thy  fear, 
And  shower  upon  them  thy  grace. 

May  learning  illume  and  adorn, 
But  more  thy  religion  divme. 
And  virtue  as  fair  as  the  mom. 
And  bright  as  the  noon  in  them  shine. 
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0  may  they  prove  tme  to  thy  cause. 
Go-workers  in  saying  our  race. 
Delight  in  fulfilling  thy  laws, 
In  glory  at  length  see  thy  face. 


SATURDAY    NIOIT    PETITIONS. 

Kind  Saviour,  thy  favor  I  seek, 
To  cheer  and  to  strengthen  me  now. 
Exhausted  with  toils  of  the  week. 
In  weakness  before  thee  I  bow. 

0  come,  aad  my  spirit  inspire. 
And  teach  me  the  praise  and  the  joy 
That  flow  from  the  unwearied  choir, 
Where  troubles  and  toils  ne'er  amioy. 

0  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  my  King, 
How  long  shall  I  grovel  below  ? 
So  coldly  thy  praises  to  sing. 
But  heightens  my  sorrow  and  woe. 

1  would  like  a  seraph  adore, 

I  would  like  a  saint  give  thee  praise. 
The  Spirit  upon  me  now  pour. 
My  soul  in  thy  worship  to  raise. 
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fiUIBANCB    ANB    ilB    IHPIOBBB. 

0  ihou  who  didst  guide  and  protect 
The  Tribes  through  the  desart  so  drear, 

1  pray  thee  in  mercj  direct, 
And  shield  in  mj  wanderings  here. 

Be  thou  mj  Companion  to  aid, 
My  Friend  to  advise  and  console. 
My  heart  on  thy  goodness  be  stayed, 
Its  passions  and  sorrows  control. 

Protect  me  from  danger  and  fear. 
Bear  onward  m  favor  and  love, 
Till  I  in  thy  kingdom  appear. 
Thy  kingdom  of  glory  above. 

There  trials  and  sorrows  no  more 
"Will  weary  and  harrass  my  soul. 
My  journeys  mid  strangers  be  o'er. 
My  joys  like  a  river  will  roll. 


^^^^^^^^f^^^^m^^^^^^^^^*^^^^^^ 


<INGRBA8E    OUR    FAITH.' 

Increase  our  faith,  0  God  of  grace. 

Our  feeble  labors  own  ; 
Pour  out  salvation  on  our  race, 

like  rivers  from  thy  throne. 
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Increaae  our  &iih  by  natioDS  bom 

To  glory  in  a  day ; 
Let  trath  adyancmg  like  the  mom 

The  world  in  light  array. 

Increase  our  faith,  by  evil  stayed 
And  banished  firom  the  earth ; 

Let  peace  e'er  dwell  in  eyery  shade, 
And  joy  by  every  hearth. 

Increase  our  faith  till  lost  in  sight 

like  rirers  in  the  sea, 
TSl  on  the  waves  of  rapt  delight 

We  sail  eternity. 


CHILD'S     HTHH. 

0  Lord,  I  pray  thee  help  a  child 

To  love  and  worship  thee, 
Give  me  a  temper  sweet  and  mild, 

A  heart  from  error  free. 

Thy  hand  hath  formed  my  growing  frame. 

And  given  life  to  me  ; 
0  may  I  fear  and  trust  thy  name, 

And  like  my  Saviour  be. 

He  came  to  take  away  my  guilt, 

And  lead  my  soul  above ; 
For  me  His  precious  blood  was  spilt. 

So  boundless  was  His  love. 
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And  shall  I  not  love  Bim  who  died 

For  such  a  child  as  I  ? 
And  wish  forever  to  abide 

With  Him  in  bliss  on  high  ? 

■  • 

And  will  not  Jesus  dwell  with  me 

While  in  this  world  I  stay  ? 
And  though  His  face  I  cannot  see 

Be  with  me  night  and  day  ? 

Dear  Saviour,  like  a  little  lamb 
Where  cruel  wolves  are  nigh, 

So  feeble  and  exposed  I  am, 
And  to  thy  bosom  fly. 

0  fold  me  in  thy  tender  arms, 

Keep  me  from  every  stain. 
And  show  me  more  and  more  thy  charms. 

Till  I  m  glory  reign. 

ZIOI    PBATIHG. 

Rs¥.  8 :  3—9. 

When  Zion  prayed  an  angel  came 

And  by  heaven's  altar  stood, 
Baising  a  mighfy  incense  flame 

For  cause  so  just  and  good. 

In  mingled  clouds  before  the  throne 
The  prayers  and  incense  rise. 

On  2Son  Gtod  looks  gracious  down, — 
Attends  her  humble  cries. 

32 
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The  hanghfy,  scornful  sons  of  pride. 
That  hear  her  earnest  prayer, 

Maj  all  her  cries  to  Heaven  deride, 
And  taunt  her  mth  despur.    - 

But  see !  the  censer,  filled  with  fire, 

To  earth  in  judgment  cast, 
Earthquake  and  lightning  all  cons|Hre 

To  driye  the  world  aghast. 

Say  now  that  prayer  is  empty  breath, 

Ne'er  wafted  to  the  skies  ! 
'Tis  jGraught  with  endless  life  or  death 

For  those  who  prayer  despise. 

Unheard  on  earth,  'tis  heard  in  heayen. 
And  moves  almighty  power,-     . 

Thousands  are  doomed,  or  free  for^ven, 
In  Zion's  praying  hour. 


WSAN    Hi. 

PsAiJC  131 :  3. 

Weak  me,  Lord,  from  worldly  things. 
From  fond  nature's  tender  ties. 
When  cut  down  by  sunderings, 
My  poor  spirit  trembling  hes. 

Wean  me  from  myself  and  sin, 
Wean  from  all  that's  false  and  vain. 
Sanctified  and  pure  within. 
Let  thy  Spirit  in  me  reign. 
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Weaned  from  earth  and  winged  to  fly, 
Cut  the  last  detaining  cord, 
Let  me  then  in  rapture  die, — 
Bise  in  glory  to  my  Lord. 


TEACH    HE    TO    BO    THT    WILL. 

Pbalk  143 :  10. 

In  all  the  varied  scenes  which  here 

My  fleeting  moments  fill, 
Elate  with  joy, — depressed  by  fear, 

Teach  me  to  do  thy  will. 

When  sin  wonld  lure  me  to  her  snare, 

With  fiendish  guile  to  kill, 
Forget  not.  Lord,  my  humble  prayer, 

Teach  me  to  do  thy  wilL 

When  duty  or  when  trial  hard 

My  feeble  spirit  drill. 
However  earthly  hope  be  marred, 

Teach  me  to  do  thy  wilL 

When  nature's  strongest  powers  arise, 

And  all  my  bosom  thrill. 
To  thee  I  lift  imploring  eyes, — 

Teach  me  to  do  thy  wfll. 

0  lead  me  to  thy  throne  above. 
Where  angels  praise  thee  still, 

And  fill  my  soul  with  strength  and  love, 
Fore*er  to  do  thy  will. 
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-    TII8    18    TIB    WAT. 

IsA.  30 :  21. 

Wheks'er  my  roying  fbotsteps  yeer 
To  right  or  left,  0  may  I  hear 
A  still  voice  whispering  in  my  ear. 
This  is  the  way ! 

When  duty  difficult  I  find, 
Or  am  to  slothfiilness  inclined, 
May  that  same  voice  say,  soft  and  kind. 
This  is  the  way. 

When  former  friends  my  love  forsake, 
And  leave  my  heart  to  faint  and  break, 
Whisper,  my  Lord,  for  Jesus'  sake, 
This  is  the  way. 

When  I  am  summoned  to  the  tomb, 
Be  with  me  in  the  cheerless  gloom, 
And  light  me  to  eternal  bloom, 
Thou  living  way. 


PERFECT    WAT. 

Psalm  101  :  2. 

0  thou  omnipresent  One, 
Wheresoe'er  my  footsteps  run. 
Help  me  to  behave  each  day, 
Wisely  in  a  perfect  way. 


877 

When  sttspicious  friends  I  meet, 
Or  base  snares  beset  my  feet. 
My  poor  sonl  in  mere j  stay. 
Wisely  in  a  perfect  way. 

When  afflictions  like  a  cloud. 
Overwhelm  me  in  their  shroud, 
Ever  let  some  heavenly  ray 
Guide  me  in  a  perfect  way. 

When  my  cares  and  sorrows  end, 
Be  my  near,  my  gracious  Friend, 
Bear  my  parting  aoul  a^y, 
Sweetly  in  a  perfect  way. 


HBIP    IHPL0RE9. 

BfAT.  15  :  25. 

Lord,  help  mb,  when  the  world  allures. 

To  put  my  trust  in  thee  ; 
Grant  me  the  faith  that  firm  endures. 

And  gains  the  victory. 

Lord,  help  me,  when  the  Tempter  tries, 
To  rend  my  soul  from  thee  ; 

Guard  me,  my  Saviour,  from  surprise, 
Help  me  to  make  him  flee. 

LoiU,  help  me,  when  this  sinful  heart 

VtUb  me  with  agony  ; 

0  help  me,  lest  I  should  depart. 

And  bring  reproach  on  thee. 
89« 
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Lord,  help  me,  when  before  thy  throne, 

I  bow  my  suppliant  knee  ; 
The  Spirit  grant,  for  me  atone. 

My  Mediator  be. 

Lord,  help  me  to  perform  thy  will. 

In  all  things  perfectly, — 
To  grow  in  grace,  and  daily  still, 

Bring  sinners  home  to  thee. 

Lord,  help  me,  in  the  final  strife, 

To  shout  the  victory ; 
Then  join  the  hosts  in  light  and  life, 

Thy  smiling  fiEM^e  to  see. 


DiriRB    RBFUOE. 

Mt  Grod,  should  every  human  heart 
Recoil  firom  mine,  reject  my  love, 
If  in  thy  grace  I  share  a  part. 
If  Jesus  is  my  friend  above. 

Then  I  can  bear  reproach  and  wrong. 
Though  cast  by  former  friends  on  me, 
'T  will  only  make  my  fiedth  more  strong. 
And  fix  my  soul  more  firm  on  thee. 

• 
This  erring  heart,  so  prone  to  stray. 

And  seek  its  bUss  in  friendship's  smile. 

Scourged  back  into  the  narrow  way. 

Will  shun  the  sweets  that  oft  beguile. 


w- 
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By  ties  peculiar  I  am  thine, 
0  help  me  follow  duty's  call, 
And  every  earthly  joy  resign— 
Christ  and  His  cause — ^my  life,  my  all. 


POWBB    OF    FAITH. 

Havb  fiuth  in  God,  ye  pilgrim  saints. 
And  gloiy  in  EGs  power  divine ; 
Fear  not  though  flesh  and  spirit  faints. 
Though  earth  and  hell  their  hosts  combine. 

Faith  links  ye  to  th'  eternal  throne, 
The  glorious  truth  with  awe  I  sing. 
Then,  till  Jehovali's  overthrown, 
Let  not  your  faith  be  wavering. 

The  broad-based  mountains  haste  away. 
When  faith  commands  them  to  the  deep  ; 
Yes,  worlds  are  moved,  when  ChristiaDS  pray 
And  at  the  throne  of  mercy  weep. 

Through  fidth  the  saints  in  ancient  days. 
Kingdoms  subdued,  and  death  overcame ; 
They  triumph  now,  ascribing  praise 
To  God  on  high  and  Jesus'  name. 

Thus  we,  through  ftith,  may  wield  a  power 
To  rouse  the  world  and  nations  save. 
Not  ending  at  our  dying  hour. 
Nor  till  the  mom  we  burst  our  grave. 
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TBDSTINB    III    BOD. 

To  Gtod  will  I  commit  my  cause 
When  men  of  sin  oppress, 

For  He  will  execute  His  laws. 
And  all  my  wrongs  redress. 

Why  should  I,  fired  by  passion,  take 
Just  vengeance  from  His  hand ; 

When  dreadful  wrath  will  sure  awake 
To  whelm  the  guilty  band. 

On  Him  who  judgeth  righteously. 
Like  Christ  my  blessed  Lord, 

Let  me  for  justice  still  rely, 
And  trust  his  faithful  word. 

Shall  hands  of  violence  e'er  touch 

The  apple  of  ffis  eye  ? 
To  Him  His  children  all  are  such, 

And  one  I  trust  am  I. 


DIVINE    PROTECTION. 

The  child  may  sport  alone. 

When  all  is  bright  and  fair. 
Nor  think  where  flowers  are  strewn. 
It  need's  a  parent's  care ; 
But  when  alarm  and  dangers  rise. 
Swift  to  parental  arms  it  flies. 
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^Tia  thus  the  child  of  grace 

Oft  wanders  carelessly, 
His  heavenly  Father's  &ce, 
He  sometimes  seems  to  flee ; 
But  when  afflictions  driye  him  home, 
He  wonders  he  should  ever  roam. 

How  wayward  are  our  hearts, 
How  constant  is  the  Lord ! 
He  freely  grace  imparts, 
And  gives  the  great  reward, 
Though  oft  His  chosen  people  stray. 
And  chastisement  must  have  its  way. 

0  God,  in  love  restrain, 
'  And  keep  us  near  to  thee. 
Let  grace  within  us  reign. 
Till  we  in  glory  see 
Thy  face  and  ever  sing  thy  praise, 
Exposed  no  more  to  devious  ways. 


*IT    18    WELL' 

What  Providence  may  have  in  store 

For  me,  I  cannot  tell, 
Save  this — ^and  can  I  ask  for  more  ? 

I  know  it  all  is  well. 
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Disease  and  spiriirhmnbling  pain, 
With  niihless  purpose  fell, 

May  waste  this  body,  liye  my  brain, 
Yet  still  it  will  be  well. 

The  tempter  may  with  all  his  guile 
Spread  round  me  snares  of  hell, 

And  if  they  should  torment  a  while, 
At  last  it  will  be  well. 

Unhallowed  nature  may  arise. 
And  my  own  heart  rebel ; 

I  have  a  Helper  in  the  sides, — 
It  cannot  but  be  well. 

Where'er  I  may  descend  the  vale 

To  Jordan's  icy  swell, 
This  sweet  assurance  shall  prevail, — 

I  know  it  will  be  well. 

I  know  and  am  assured  that  He 
In  whom  my  hopes  all  dwell, 

WiQ  ne'er  forsake  poor  sinful  me, — 
0  yes,  it  must  be  well. 


/VS/S^«^«AAA/^A^ /N/WW 


I00IIN8    TO    HBATEN. 

Have  I  a  mansion  in  the  skies, 
Where  endless  pleasures  dwell  T 

Let  sorrow  dim  no  more  my  eyes, 
Smce  here  too  all  is  well. 
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What  if  I  housefess  here  abide, 
From  place  to  place  to^  roam, 

Ne'er  have  a  dear  companion  tried. 
Ne'er  know  the  joys  of  home : 

What  if  cold  caution's  chilling  dews — 
The  strangers'  atmosphere, 

Environ  me,  and  rugged  views 
Where'er  I  turn  appear : 

They  cannot  bar  my  house  above, 
Nor  stay  my  entrance  there  ; 

This  heart  will  yet  expand  with  love. 
Nor  few  its  joys  will  share. 

I  well  may  look  with  calmness  on 
~    Where  sunny  scenes  are  spread. 
And  envy  none  his  smiling  dawn, 
I£s  pleasant  evening  shade  : 

Sigh  not  for  any  sweet  that  grows 
On  love's  tall  branching  tree. 

Far  richer  bliss  than  mortal  knows 
Is  near,  awaiting  me. 

Yes,  in  that  mansion  Christ,  my  Lord, 
Has  rendered  all  complete. 

He  keeps  for  me  His  great  reward. 
Where  peace  and  transport  meet. 
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DIKECTION  IHPIORSD. 

0  Lord,  I  humbly  look  to  thee 
To  guide  mj  darksome  way ; 

Impart  thy  gnwe  and  Kght  to  me 
And  I  will  quick  obey. 

1  know  thy  providence  is  rigiht. 
How  often  have  I  found 

The  chast'ning  rod  that  did  me  smite 
Has  healed  some  deeper  wound. 

0  Lord,  I  pray  for  strength  to  fight 

The  war  of  troubles  well ; 
Qird  me,  my  God,  with  heavenly  might 

My  every  foe  to  quell. 

In  every  secret  purpose  guide, 

In  every  act  sustain, 
Forever  with  me.  Lord,  abide. 

And  make  my  duty  plain. 


^^>^^rf»^^^i^^»^^^^^^ 


IT    lOKB. 

0  Lord,  my  Lord,  on  thee  alone 
My  trembling  soul  relies, 

1  look  to  thy  eternal  throne 

With  supplicating  eyes. 
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0  Lord^  my  Lord,  attend  my  cry. 
And  send  me  peace  and  rest, 

Be  thou  my  Saviour,  ever  nigh, 
And  cheer  me  when  oppressed. 

0  Lord,  my  Lord,  I  sure  am  thine. 
Keep  for  thy  mercies  sake. 

And  clothe  my  soul  with  grace  divine. 
And  never  me  forsake. 

On  thee,  my  Lord,  my  own  dear  Lord, 

Do  I  for  succor  call. 
My  Mth  clings  to  thy  precious  word. 

And  wilt  thou  let  me  &U  ? 


WS«VN^^^*^»M»^^»^^^«i 


I    FIES    UNTO    TIEE    TO    HIDE    IE. 

PSALM  143 :  0. 

To  thy  gracious  wing  I  flee. 
Hide  me,  God  of  mercy,  hide. 
From  destruction  shelter  me, 
Let  me  in  thy  name  abide. 

Evils  gather  like  a  cloud 
To  overwhelm  me  in  their  pride, 
Blasts  of  fury  roar  aloud. 
From  the  tempest  hide  me,  hide. 

Though  unworthy,  I  am  thine. 
Shall  a  refuge  be  denied 
To  this  hunted  soul  of  mine  ? 
In  thy  love  thy  servant  hide. 

33 
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Hide  me  in  ibe  secret  shade, 
Where  no  ill  can  e'er  betide. 
Be  thy  grace  my  tower  and  aid, 
Let  me  in  my  Saviour  hide. 


i.j^_fXJ'xr'x*'ii'^f^^~if*ii*"'*""*T*  ^*  ^ 


PEB8ECUTBD. 

Rkt.  2  :  10. 

Dear  saint  of  God,  oppressed  with  toil. 
Thy  goods,  thyself,  exposed  to  spoU, 
Mid  persecutions  long,  severe, 
Let  none  of  these  excite  thy  fear. 

What  though  a  prison,  kept  by  foes, 
Must  be  thy  home,  and  grinding  woes 
Crush  and  corrode  thy  struggling  soul,- 
Fear  not,  thy  God  requites  the  whole. 

The  days  are  numbered  thou  must  be 
The  prey  of  such  adversity ; 
Fear  not,  for  Christ  is  with  thee  still, 
He  aids  thee,  sanctifies  each  ill. 

Be  faithful  through  this  living  death, 
Be  fiuthfiil  with  thy  latest  breath, 
A  crown  of  life,  a  realm  of  bliss, — 
Heaven  will  reward  thy  feithfulness. 
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BB8P0N8E  FBOH  HBATSH. 

SiSTES  SPIRIT,  cease  thy  ri^img, 
Though  thy  state  is  sorely  ttying, 
Grace,  free  grace  is  still  descending, 
And  in  all  thy  sorrows  blending* 

While  for  heaven  thou  thus  art  training, 
Banish  every  thought  complaining ; 
Follow  where  the  Lord  is  leading, 
Every  token  wisely  heeding. 

Let  thy  light  be  always  shining, 
Idke  a  fire  thyself  refining, 
like  a  blazing  {nllar  showing 
All  the  way  that  thou  art  going. 

Soon  firom  earth  thou  wilt  be  wingmg. 
Soon  with  us  in  rapture  sin^ng, 
Loneliness  and  woes  distressing — 
Lost  in  heavenly  throngs  caresdng. 


CHAPTER     IX. 


WORSHIP,    SABBATH.    REVIVAL. 


8ATUBDAT    RIGHT    PREPARATIOR. 

Busy  care,  in  rilenoe  stand, 
While  I  go  to  meet  the  Lord, 
With  the  chosen  happy  band ; 
Those  who  Ioyo  His  day  and  word. 

Six  long  days  of  anxious  toil, 
Peaceful,  joyful  here  I  close. 
Let  not  aught  intrude  to  spoil 
Sabbath's  sweet  and  blest  repose. 

Be  my  heart  in  order  set. 
For  a  visit  from  the  skies. 
May  I  feel  that  God  has  met, — 
And  accepts  my  sacrifice. 

May  my  faith  and  hope  increase. 
Every  grace  some  strength  obtain ; 
I  be  filled  with  joy  and  peace. 
Pray  nor  read  nor  hear  in  vain. 
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CBLESTIiL    PRAISE. 

Rbv.  9  :  13,  13. 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  join  the  song 
Swelling  through  ihe  courts  aboTe, 
Goontlesg  hosts  the  notes  prolong 
With  immortal  strength  and  love. 

There  mid  glory's  cloudless  blaze, 
With  what  rapture  they  rejoice, 
By  the  thunders  of  their  praise, 
AH  the  air  seems  now  a  voice. 

Worthy  is  the  Lamb  that  died ! 
From  each  tongue  triumphant  rolls, 
And  ascriptions  in  a  tide 
Heaven  in  admiration  holds. 

Through  the  boundless  universe. 
Let  the  rapt'rous  thunders  fly, 
Creatures  all,  the  praise  rehearse. 
And  re-echo  to  the  sky. 

Blessing,  honor,  ^ory,  might,— 
Louder  praise  and  low  adore  1 
Be  to  Him  enthroned  in  light, 
And  the  Lamb  forevermore. 

33* 
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TIET    SHALL    BE    IIHB. 

Mal.  3  :  17. 

Countless  hosts  enraptured  song. 
All  the  heavens  with  praises  rung, 
Till  melodious  thunders  loud, 
Th'  everlastmg  arches  bowed. 

ISGghty  seraphs  tuned  their  lyres. 
Tall  archangels  led  the  choirs, 
first  created,  last  that  came, 
Saints  and  seraphs  glowed  like  flame. 

Grod  the  praise  is  pleased  to  hear. 
Yet  He  bends  His  gracious  ear 
Down  to  this  dark  world  below. 
Sunk  in  sin  and  whelmed  with  woe. 

Wonder  fiUs  the  courts  above. 
What  new  miracle  of  love  ? 
Shall  our  alleluias  claim, 
With  hosannas  to  His  name. 

Gafldng  with  immortal  view, 
Down  to  earth  were  seen  a  few, 
Oft  in  holy  conference  joined. 
To  inspire  each  other's  mind. 

God  attentive  hears  their  praise, 
Writes  memorials  of  their  ways. 
And  declares  They  shall  be  mine, 
Md  my  choicest  jewels  shine. 
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PRATER    lEETINS. 

Yb  poos  souls,  who  Jesus  love, 
How  glad  I  meet  you  here ; 

0  may  the  gracious,  heayenly  Dove, 
Our  hearts  united  cheer. 

In  deep  retirement  it  is  sweet 

To  meditate  and  pray ; 
Who  seeks  not  there  the  mercy  seat, 

Has  missed  the  narrow  way. 

But  social,  like  the  hosts  above, 

To  worship  and  adore. 
Awakes  new  joy  and  quickens  love, 

And  helps  us  upward  soar. 

Dear  brelhren,  sisters,  soon  we  meet 
Where  partings  are  unknown, 

Where  joy  and  praise  divinely  sweet 
Commingle  round  the  throne. 

• 
And  seasons  like  this  favored  hour 

Prepare  the  soul  to  rise 
In  rapture,  with  immortal  power, 

To  its  blest  home  the  skies. 


SOCIAL    W0B8II?. 

How  precious  the  seafloaa  of  love. 
When  kindred  in  Jecnu  nmte^ 
To  praise  with  the  armies  aboye, 
And  share  th^  celestial  delight. 

When  on  the  assembly  descends 
The  Spirit  with  graces  divine ; 
When  joy  the  sweet  worship  attends, 
And  makes  eveiy  countenance  shine. 

What  transport  has  filled  all  my  sonl^ 
There  just  on  the  border  of  bliss, 
As  from  earthly  sorrows  it  stole, 
And  gazed  on  reserved  happiness. 

0  brethren  and  asters  so  dear, 
How  firm  and  endearing  the  tie 
That  binds  us  in  sympathy  here, 
And  links  to  onr  Saviour  on  hi|^ 

« 
This  heavenly  affection  shall  glow 

While  hope  has  a  seat  in  our  breast, 

Forever  above  overflow. 

And  make  us  inelbbly  blest. 
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FLI8HV    tl    TIE    WEBI. 

Gliding  like  a  rapid  stream. 
Fading  like  a  baseless  dream, 

Days  and  weeks  are  passed ; 
Yet  ihej  bring  the  Sabbath  day, 
Season  blest  to  praise  and  pray, — 

Soon  they'll  bring  my  last. 

Let  me  then  with  zeal  prepare, 
On  the  morrow  joys  to  share, 

As  I  should  desire, 
If  forewarned  tomorrow's  sun 
Sees  my  Sabbaths  numbered,  done. 

When  he  shall  retire. 

Let  my  heart  awakened  be. 
Holy  Spirit,  rest  on  me, 

Bless  the  sacred  hours ; 
On  the  wings  of  faith  and  love 
Bear  my  joyful  soul  above, — 

Praising  all  my  powers. 

Welcome  be  the  sacred  mom. 
Last  that  sees  me  here  forlorn. 

Last  of  sin  and  woe ; 
Welcome  that  eternal  rest. 
Where  with  my  Redeemer  blest. 

Raptures  overflow. 
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LOTS    BITIHI. 

0  for  the  joys  of  love  divine, 
To  cleanse  and  fiU  this  heart  of  mine, 
And  wiih  a  sweet  seraphic  glow, 
Make  me  forget  all  love  below. 

Meet  me,  dear  Saviour,  clothed  in  charms, 
And  fold  me  in  thy  gracious  arms, 
0  bear  me  to  thy  courts  above, 
Lost  in  the  raptures  of  thy  love. 

There  let  me  ever,  ever  dwell, 
And  in  my  songs  of  transport  tell 
Thy  love,  thy  grace,  so  boundless,  firee. 
That  ransomed  vile,  unworthy  me. 

Still  let  me  rise,  still  love  thee  more, 
In  heavenly  ecstaoy  adore. 
While  ceaseless  ages  wing  their  flight 
Augmenting  my  divine  delist. 


rf»^M^>^>M^>MMM»^^»^^ 


DBLIGHT    IM    W0K8HIP. 

How  sweet  thy  worship,  0  my  Lord, 
When  grace  attends  thy  precious  word. 
When  from  this  weary  world  I  rise 
To  join  my  kindred  in  the  skies. 
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Sweet  is  the  day  so  kindly  gLren 
To  fit  the  soul  to  dwell  in  heaTon, 
Thy  TiaitB  Bweet,  blest  heavenly  Dore^ 
How  sweety  dear  Sanouri  is  tihy  loye. 

If  here  so  sweeti  a&r^  akme, 
What  nrast  it  be  before  the  throne, 
Amid  the  heayenly  throng  to  sing. 
And  see  thy  face,  my  God,  my  £jng. 

To  feel  me  there  with  all  I  loye, 
No  parting  fear,  no  far  remove, 
Thy  &vor  share  without  ailloy, 

0  how  ine£U)le  the  joy. 

My  lon^ng  spirit  pants  to  soar. 
And  at  thy  throne  to  praise,  adore, 

1  l<mg  to  see  my  dear  ones  blest, 
In  thine  embrace,  0  Lord,  to  rest. 


riLI    OF    IAN« 

A  dreadful  deed  waa  done, 

A  creature  pure  and  blest, 
By  &ul  transgrescdon  was  undone,-^ 

Lay  deep  in  woe  distressed. 

No  arm  to  save  was  found. 

No  eye  with  pity  saw ; 
The  wretch  lay  prostrate  on  the  ground, 

GondemMd  by  righteous  law. 
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Despair  a  heavy  chain 

Now  riyets  on  his  soul, 
Ahy  who  can  tell  the  awful  pain 

No  creature  can  console. 

The  Lord  almighty  came, 

A  sacrifice  prepared. 
By  whose  atoning,  gracious  flame, 

The  sinner  might  be  spared. 

On  Calvary  appeared 

The  sacrificial  scene. 
The  holy  Lamb  to  God  endeared. 

Was  offered  there  for  men. 

Shout  for  a  ransomed  world. 
Extol  redeemmg  grace ; 

Salvation's  banner  be  unfurled 
O'er  all  our  ruined  race. 


WKATH    ARD    IBKCT. 

'TwAB  dark  around  the  throne, 
And  thunders  shook  the  sky, 

When  Christ  His  life  pledged  to  atone 
For  rebels  doomed  to  die. 

The  harps  were  hushed  in  awe, 
In  dread  and  rev'rence  bowed 

The  hosts  of  heaven,  that  trembling  saw 
That  dark  and  fearful  cloud. 
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But  li^t  in  softest  glow 

Spread  through  the  awftil  shade. 
Sure  promise  with  her  brightest  bow 

The  passing  cloud  arrayed. 

The  wondrous  plan  reyealed. 

All  heaven  in  ecstacy 
The  glorious  theme  in  thunders  pealed 

Throu^out  immensity. 

To  Cbd  the  Triune  praise, 
Who  pardons,  stiU  is  just ; 

How  deep,  unsearchable  His  ways, — 
Let  all  rejoice  and  trust. 


8AGKEB    80HG8    IHTITIHG. 

Sweet  music  floated  round 

The  hallowed  place  of  prayer, 

My  spirit  caught  the  sound 

As  if  from  heaven  a&r 

The  notes  of  angels  poured  along, 

Bedemption  still  the  blissful  song. 

"With  joyful  feet  I  came. 

The  happy  band  to  join, 
Whose  souls  with  heavenly  flame 
Now  ofiered  praise  divine  ; 
Each  heart  a  censor,,  odors  rise 
In  clouds  of  incense  to  the  sides. 

9i 
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Sweet  harmonj  and  loye 

Link  in  a  galden  chain, 
Hope  snulmg  points  above. 
Where  saintB  forever  reign ; 
What  jojs  the  ardent  Christian  feels, 
What  bliss  his  steady  faith  reveals. 

Ye  faithful  in  the  Lord, 

Let  me  your  partner  be. 
And  share  your  great  reward 
In  blest  eternity ; 
There  sweeter  songs  and  higher  joy. 
Our  ransomed  spirits  shall  employ. 


8AIHT8'    TKIBVLATIOH* 

Acts  14 :  22. 

Thbough  much  tribulation  the  faithful  nlust  go, 
Ere  they  can  arrive  at  their  kingdom  above. 
Through  deserts  so  drear  and  where  rivers  overflow. 
Led  on  by  correcting  yet  unfailing  love. 

Temptations  abound,  and  they  sometimes  prevail. 
Yet  teach  the  believer  a  lesson  for  good. 
His  own  strength  and  vows  as  security  faQ, 
YThere  trusting  the  Lord  he  securely  had  stood. 

The  world  with  allurements,  so  blighting  yet  fair, 
Infests  every  pathway  the  Christian  may  take. 
The  flesh  and  the  Devil  combined  lay  their  snare. 
And  flatter  and  harass  his  purpose  to  break. 
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Ahy  yeSy  tribulalion  and  sorrow  pursue 
To  portals  of  glory  the  children  of  grace. 
Their  path  and  their  jSHow  with  tears  they  bedew. 
Tan  brought  to  behold  their  Immanners  face. 

But  heirs  of  the  kingdom  they  enter  at  last. 
And  crowns  of  salvation  forever  shall  wear, 
Their  great  tribulations  eternally  past, 
All  glory  and  rapture  unending  they  share. 


AWAIB    0    WIH9. 

Cart.  4 :  16. 

Hbavbnlt  wind,  awake  and  blow, 
Let  tiie  spicy  fra«mice  flow 
From  my  garden  of  perfume. 

As  from  Eden  in  its  bloom. 

« 

Wake  the  sleeping  flowers  and  bear 
All  their  sweetness  through  the  air, 
Pleasing  heaven,  refreshing  earth. 
Giving  joy  and  gladness  birth. 

• 

Let  my  sole  Beloved  come. 
In  my  garden  make  Ss  home, 
All  BQs  pleasant  fruits  enjoy. 
Nor  a  care  our  bliss  alloy. 


Planted  by  His  gracious  hand, 
See  the  lovely  fruit-trees  stand  ; 
Mark,  what  beds  of  spicy  flowers 
nil  with  sweets  these  sacred  bowers. 
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Let  no  evil  enter  here 
To  disturb  a  guest  so  dear,- 
Purity  and  bliss  unite 
In  a  stream  of  full  delight. 


CHARIOTS    OF    AIIIHADIB. 

Cant.  6 :  12. 

Or  ever  my  soul  was  aware, 
It  seemed  to  be  carried  aboye  ; 
The  raptures  of  seraphs  I  share. 
And  drink  in  Immanuel's  love. 

The  sorrows  that  burdened  me  so, 
Have  fled  like  a  shadow  away ; 
Salvation  and  glory  o'erflow, 
'And  bear  my  rapt  spirit  away. 

0  Saviour,  my  God,  and  my  King ! 
Forever  let  ecstacy  swell, 
While  all  thy  perfections  I  sing, 
And^while  thy  rich  mercies  I  tell. 

Borne  upward  and  glowing  like  flame. 
While  ages  unending  endure. 
Ascribing  all  praise  to  thy  name 
That  makes  my  felicity  sure. 
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WHAT    HATB    I    TS    DO    WITH    iPOLIt 

HosBA  14  :  8. 

Idolb  of  a  worldly  heart. 
From  my  soul  forever  part, 
Never  more  with  guileful  art 
Tempt  me  from  my  Lord. 

Be  ye  dashed  to  atoms  all, 
Scattered,  nor  find  place  to  fall 
On  the  wide  terraqueous  ball, — 
This  your  just  reward : 

Nought  remain  to  sever  me, 
From  the  glorious  Deity, 
Through  the  vast  eternity — 
He  allots  my  soul. 

Let  me  rise  and  love,  adore. 
Praises  rapt,  unending  pour, 
Nearer,  nearer  evermore. 
My  eternal  Ooal. 

While  with  seraphs  I  unite 
To  extol  in  pure  delist, 
Never  let  me  torn  my  sight 
From  my  glorious  King* 


Shining  in  His  beaming  rays. 
Lost  in  rapture,  love  and  praise. 
Ever,  ever  let  me  gaze. 
And  in  triumph  sing. 

34* 
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PKATBK  IBETIM6  KEIEIBBKBD. 

The  loyed  ones  I  was  wont  to  meet 
On  favored  Thursdaj  ni^t, 

Before  the  gracious  mercy-seat. 
In  praises  to  unite, 

Perhaps  this  eve  assembled  there. 

Remember  me  in  fervent  prayer. 

Afar,  amid  a  stranger  train, 

I  bend  the  suppliant  knee. 
Then  think  those  seasons  o'er  again, 

Still  dear  and  sweet  to  me  ; 
Loved  friends,  do  ye  remember  yet, 
The  scenes  that  I  can  ne'er  forget  ? 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  warm  our  hearts 

"With  true  celestial  fire. 
The  zeal,  the  joy  thy  aid  imparts,' 

TVithin  our  breasts  inspire, — 
Bear  upward  on  thy  wings  of  love, 
Till  we  unite  with  those  above. 

When  shall  we  all  be  gathered  home, 

To  share  our  great  reward, 
None  sent  afar,  forlorn  to  roam. 

All  ever  with  the  Lord : 
The  day  of  our  redemption's  near. 
Its  dawning  rays  the  darkness  cheer. 
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80AKIHG    ABOTB. 

Mt  aqul  18  on  the  wing. 

To  mount  above  the  skieB ; 
To  hear  the  seraphs  singy 
And  see  the  cherubs  rise 
In  perfect  bliss,  in  glory  bright. 
While  saints  in  all  their  joys  unite. 

Amid  their  radiant  ranks, 
0  when  shall  I  appear ! 
And  give  immortal  thanks 
To  Him  who  loved  me  here  ! 
Who  stooped  my  wretched  soul  to  save, 
Endured  the  shame,  the  cross,  the  grave. 

Who  there  will  gladden  me 

With  mutual  joy  and  love  ? 
Who  my  companions  be 
In  happy  courts  above  ? 
Will  those  I  love  so  fondly  here 
In  heaven  forever  be  most  dear  ? 

Will  kindred  ties  resume 

Immortal  vigor  there  ? — 
Affections  deathless  bloom, 
Whose  budding  joys  I  share  ? 
Or  will  no  trace  of  earth  remain 
Where  heavenly  beingp  ever  reign  ? 

Methinks  I  there  shall  know, 
And  if  I  know  shall  love, 
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The  souls  that  here  below 
My  best  affections  prove ; 
With  them  throughout  eternal  days 
I  shall  rejoice,  adore  and  praise* 


^  FDTUBB    JOI. 

The  soul  in  this  body  of  clay 
Thrills  oft  with  extatic  delight, 
And  bears  the  dull  matter  away 
With  short  irresistible  might. 

Nor  would  it  sink  under  the  weight 
And  writhe  as  if  crushed  in  the  dust, 
If  still  in  its  primitive  state, 
If  stiU  it  were  perfect  and  just. 

The  body  were  then  like  a  wing, 
Assisting  the  soul  in  its  flight ; 
A  harp,  when  the  spirit  would  sing. 
And  sound  forth  celestial  delight. 

If  such  be  a  body  of  earth, 
Witii  spirit  so  crippled  as  ours, 
When  both  are  renewed  by  a  birth 
Imparting  ine&ble  powers, 

How  will  the  rapt  spirit  rejoice 

In  spiritual  body  to  rise, 

And  shouting  with  triumphant  voice 

Dart  up  through  the  brightening  skies : 
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What  raptarey  what  glory  pervade 

The  being  aU  spirit  and  pure  ! 

In  robes  of  salvation  arrayed, 

To  bri^ten  while  heaven  shall  endore. 

A  body  Uke  that  of  our  Lord, 
Whose  glory  no  mind  can  conceive, 
Bestowed  as  the  priceless  reward 
Of  those  who  in  Jesus  believe. 

No  heaviness  then  will  oppress 
The  soul  or  the  body  refined, 
No  sorrow  or  fear  e'er  distress 
The  blissful,  immaculate  mind. 

To  rapture  and  glory  like  this 
Do  I  a  poor  mortal  aspire  7 
Why  seek  then  ephemeral  bliss  ? 
Why  perishing  pleasures  desire  ? 

K  certain  that  heaven  is  my  own, 
Why  anxious  for  earth  and  its  care  ? 
If  mine  be  a  kingdom  and  throne 
Why  eager  vain  honors  to  share  7 

If  sure  that  eternity's  mine, 
To  dwell  at  the  right  hand  of  God, 
Approved  in  His  likeness  to  shine, 
Why  heed  then  the  popular  nod  7 

My  spirit  scarce  dares  to  explore 
The  glory  awaiting  above, 
In  outset  she  stops  to  adore. 
In  gratitude,  wonder,  and  love. 
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HI6HT    80N6S. 

Job  85  :  10. 

Ik  night's  dark  and  dreary  gloom 
Shading  like  the  rajless  tomb, 
When  dire  fancies  come  in  throngg^ 
Where  is  He  who  ^yeth  songs  ? 

When  as  with  a  thundercloud^ 
Troubles  all  the  heavens  enshroud,- 
Every  change  the  woe  prolongs, 
Where  is  He  who  ^yeth  songs  ? 

Mourning  o'er  a  hardened  race 
Who  requite  the  Gospel's  grace 
With  disdain  or  cruel  wrongs, — 
Where  is  He  who  giveth  songs  ? 

But  though  all  be  dark  and  cold 
To  a  soul  of  heayenlj  mould, 
And  nought  on  earth  to  it  belongs, 
Still  God  my  Maker  g^veth  songs. 


BAFTISI    AT    A     II88I0N. 

Buds  and  blossoms  of  our  race 

In  this  desert  wild  appear. 
What  but  genial  dews  of  grace 

Can  their  darksome  prospect  cheer ; 
Beset  with  evil  thorns  around. 
And  drooping  on  accursed  ground. 
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As  the  rills  in  eastern  lands, 
Turned  in  fertilizing  flow. 
Cause  e'en  sultry  barren  sands 
Eden's  comeliness  to  show, 
So  fix>m  heaven's  current,  fiiH  and  clear, 
Fain  would  we  pour  some  life-drops  here. 

Here  we  sprinkle  on  their  brows 
Symbol  dews  of  Gospel  love, 
Here  record  parental  vows. 
Them  to  train  for  climes  above  ; 
0  may  sweet  grace,  like  heavenly  rain, 
Wash  from  their  spirit  every  stain. 

Precious  plants,*  in  former  days. 

Watered  by  baptismal  showers, , 
Bloom  now  in  celestial  rays. 

Twined  with  trees  of  life  in  bowers  ; 
These  tender  buds  of  hope  and  prayer. 
At  length  we  trust  will  flourish  there. 


SABBATH    AT    8BA. 

While  sailing  on  the  pathless  sea, 
0  (Jod  of  grace,  remember  me  ; 
Thy  holy  Sabbaths  help  me  keep. 
And  praise  thee  <m  the  mighty  deep. 

«  AUading  to  the  deceMed  duldren  of  the  mwrion. 
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Thy  temples  in  my  natiye  land, 
How  fair,  invitinglj  thej  stand, 
My  spirit  wings  away  to  hear 
The  songs  and  word  which  echo  there. 

Be  thou  my  sanctuary,  Lord, 

Pour  light  divine  upon  thy  word ; 

0  let  the  Holy  Spirit  prove 

My  heirship  through  the  Saviour's  love. 

Conduct  me  safe,  life's  voyage  o'er. 
To  that  delightful  happy  diore. 
Where  thy  glorious  temple  stands. 
The  home  of  saints  and  angel  bands. 


SABBATH  OH  THE  BEEP. 

How  charming  is  the  Sabbath  mom. 
Sweet  zephyrs  gently  breathe  ; 

Bright  beams  of  gold  the  sky  adorn. 
In  smiles  the  light  waves  wreathe. 

Upon  the  bosom  of  the  sea 

We  smoothly  glide  along. 
And  heavenly  hosts  look  down  to  see,- 

They  join  our  morning  song. 

Ye  sister  spirits,  blest  above, 

Our  voyage  will  be  o'er 
Ere  long,  we'll  then  unite  in  love 

On  heaven's  eternal  shore. 
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That  Sabbath  of  celestial  rest 
We  seek  with  strong  desire  ; 

Immortal  joys  will  fill  our  breast| 
And  love  divine  inspire. 


DITOTHR    OH    THE    BEEP. 

Upon  the  Gallilean  wave. 
Once  Christ  divine  instmction  gave, 
A  fisher's  bark  His  chapel  stood. 
Poised  lightly  on  the  yielding  flood. 

Throngs  forward  bend  with  listening  ear, — 
The  winds  and  waves  seem  hushed  to  hear ; 
Bjs  voice  in  majesty  serene 
With  solemn  grandeur  crowns  the  scene. 

Hadst  thoa  been  there,  son  of  the  sea, 
Thou  wouldst  have  heard  attentively. 
Attend  to4ay,  here  Christ  the  Lord 
Proclaims  salvation  through  His  word. 

Obey  ffis  voice,  secure  BBs  love. 
Make  for  the  port  of  peace  above ; 
Avoid  where  waves  of  folly  roll. 
Beware  the  shipwreck  of  tiie  soul. 


35 
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PlATIl    PeR    SEAIEH. 

0  Gfod,  have  mercy  on  the  race 

That  rove  the  restless  sea^ 
Grant  them  thy  blesang  and  thy  grace^ 

To  fear  and  follow  thee.  - 

WhOe  every  cfime  and  coast  they  rore, 

And  often  peril  all, 
Give  them  a  heart  to  look  aboye^ 

On  one  trae  Friend  to  call. 

May  heavenly  hope,  an  anchor  sore^ 

Save  them  in  every  gale, 
And  hold  their  soul  in  courses  pure, 

When  trying  storms  assail. 

To  that  fair  haven  in  the  sky, 
Where  wind  and  wave  no  more 

Shall  howling  come  with  nuseiy, 
Guide  them  when  life  is  o'er. 

The  joyous  home,  the  quiet  rest, 

They  little  share  below, 
On  better  shores  may  they  be  blest, 

While  endless  ages  flow. 
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M«    I9RE    SEA. 

Rsv.  21  :  1. 

I  saw  {he  old  creation  go, 
The  heayeius  and  earih  all  flee, 

The  new  creation's  mommg  ^ow, — 
And  there  was  no  more  sea. 

No  snr^g  billows  smote  the  shore, 
No  shipwrecks  lined  the  lee, 

Hushed  was  the  blast  of  ocean's  roar, 
For  there  was  no  more  sea. 

The  howling  ^d,  and  hardened  heart, 

The  seaborn  blasphemy, 
The  reckless  life,  its  fatal  smart. 

The  fierce  low  tyranny, 

All  yanished  with  the  angry  foam, 
And  left  all  creatures  firee, 

In  one  unbounded  happy  home, 
For  there  was  no  more  sea. 

A  paradise  from  east  to  west, 

From  north  to  south  I  see, 
Immortal  hosts  in  union  blest. 

For  there  is  no  more  sea. 

Nought  kindred  spirits  to  diyide, 

Or  mar  their  ecstacy, 
TVbile  ranging  new  creation  wide, 

Unsevered  by  a  sea. 
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IILARI    OF    lORTAlITT. 

What  oceans  of  trouble  and  sorrow  surroimd 

The  island  of  mortals  below ! 
What  tempests  of  trial  sweep  o'er  the  profound 

And  plough  np  the  channels  of  woe. 

What  spectres  and  spirits  of  evil  career, 

like  pirates  of  hell  on  this  sea  1 
What  monsters  in  shoals  of  destraction  appear, 

To  gorge  on  poor  creatures  like  me. 

Yet  through  these  dark  waters  of  horror  and  death, 
Poor  mortals  must  swim  for  a  shore ; 

And  struggle  with  furies,  while  panting  for  breath. 
Beach  land,  or  sink  down  erermore. 

What  millions  untold  are  devoured  on  the  deep ! 

How  bloody  the  dark  waters  roll ! 
So  awful  the  ruin,  a  God  e'en  might  weep 

This  anguish  and  loss  of  the  soul. 

And  did  not  sweet  mercy,  so  lovely,  divine, 

Oome  down  on  an  errand  of  love  ? 
To  save  sinful  man  from  the  foes  of  the  brine. 

And  bear  lum  to  havens  above  ? 

Sure  hope's  life  preserver  she  bound  on  his  breast. 

And  fsdth  as  a  talisman  gave. 
To  guide  and  protect  to  the  shores  of  the  blest. 

And  strengthen  to  combat  the  wave. 
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Fear  not !  she  enjoined,  an  inyiflible  Friend 
WJl  walk  o'er  fhe  wave  with  fhee  there, 

Ahmghly  to  succor,  and  quick  to  defend, — 
Swim  boldly,  and  never  despair. 

This  isle  thou  must  leare,  and  no  option  remains, 

But  cross  or  forever  sink  down, 
Haste  then  for  the  far,  the  bright  happy  plains, — 

The  bliss  of  the  conqueror's  crown. 


SABBATH    WILCOIID. 

Holy  Sabbath,  glad  I  hail  thee^ 
In  this  dark  and  weary  land ; 

May  no  worldly  cares  assail  me, 
While  before  the  Lord  I  stand. 

Let  me  feel  the  Spirit  moving 
Sweet  and  strongly  on  my  heart, 

With  the  proof  He'll  ne'er  depart. 

Gates  of  glory,  open  o'er  me, 
Downward  roll  immortal  songs, 

101  attuned  my  heart  adores  thee, 
Thee  to  whom  all  praise  belongs* 

0  for  wings  of  serltph  fieetness. 
Heaven  to  scale  and  there  to  dng 

Anthems  of  celestial  sweetness. 
Glory  to  my  God  and  Bling. 

33« 
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A    lARATAN    8ABBATI. 

0  when  will  the  Sabbath  come, 
Of  everlasting  rest ! 

0  when  wilt  thou  take  me  home, 
Dear  Saviour,  to  thj  breast. 

My  spirit  in  sadness  oghs 
For  peace  and  joy  above ; 

1  gaee  on  the  distant  skies. 
With  lon^g,  ardent  love. 

The  sounds  of  earth,  how  they  pain 
And  vex  my  ear  to-day ! 

And  my  eyes,  they  search  in  vain, 
For  throngs  on  Son's  way. 

A  thousand  karavan  bells, 
With  ceaseless  jingling  sound, 

And  blending  shouts  and  yells, 
This  blessed  day  confound. 

Shall  another  rest  of  mine. 

Labor  like  this  away  ? 
Ere  the  happy  mom  shall  shine, 

Of  heaven's  eternal  day. 
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8ABBATI    PRIZED. 

Holt  Sabbafh,  swifUy  gliding, 
Bear  me  on  thy  wings  along/ 

Where  fhe  hours,  so  blest,  abiding, 
Swell  redemption's  endless  song. 

Sabbath  days  on  earth  are  fleeting, 
And  oft  broke  by  worldly  things, 

And  the  Christian's  sweetest  meeting 
Speedy  separation  brings. 

But  the  day  of  praise  and  glory. 
That  awaits  the  saint  above, 

Knows  no  moments  transitory. 
No  decline  of  holy  love. 

Soon  will  rise  that  blessed  morning. 
Beaming  brightly  in  our  eyes'. 

Soon  with  robes  and  crowns  adorning, 
Christ  will  bear  us  to  the  sides. 


SABBATI    TWILISHT. 

How  sweet  is  the  twilight,  how  soft  it  is  fading 
Away  from  the  mellow  and  beauteous  sky ; 

And  east  where  the  evening  more  darkly  is  shading. 
Faint  glimmer  the  orbs  that  bespan^e  the  sky. 
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Afl  balmy  the  air  as  a  zephyr  of  Eden 
When  silently  breathing  o'er  flowers  asleep, 

And  as  peaceful  the  scene  as  if  men  -were  heeding 
The  mandate  of  Heaven,  the  blest  Sabbath  to  keep. 

Alas,  the  blesfr  Sabbath  so  often  returning 
To  &yor  the  pious  with  prospects  of  heaven, 

It  camiot  be  hallowed  by  &ose  that  are  spuming 
The  Grospel  of  Him  who  the  Sabbath  has  ^ven. 

0  when  will  this  day  waken  fervent  devotion 
In  all  who  inhabit  this  beautiful  plain ;  * 

And  the  church-going  bell  rouse  pious  emotion, 
And  Christ  here  descend  by  His  Spirit  to  reign. 


PUBLIC    WORSHIP. 

Hbae  the  songs  of  2iion  sounding 
From  the  temple  of  the  Lord  ; 

Grace  and  joy  divine  abounding, 
Free  to  all  who  seek  His  word. 

Now  the  notes  more  lofly  swelling 

Echo  upward  to  the  sky. 
Peace  and  blest  redemption  telling, 

Bought  for  sinners  such  as  I. 

Come,  0  friends,  and  join  the  chorus. 
Shout  the  Saviour's  matchless  name, 

Bless  the  gracious  hand  that  bore  us 
Here  His  glory  to  proclaim. 

*  Ehoy,  Persia. 
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Come,  ye  people  of  Ws  pleasure, 
Seek  and  serve  the  Lord  to-day, 

Take  the  Gospel's  boundless  treasure, 
This  the  hour,  make  no  delay. 

Hark,  the  choirs  of  heaven  are  snn^ng, 
0  what  rapture  pours  along ! 

Through  the  blissful  mansions  rin^g, 
Swells  the  new  the  glorious  song. 


SABBATH    DB8IBID. 

Mt  soul  it  is  weary 

With  labor  and  care. 
In  re^ons  so  dreary, 
I'm  lon^g  to  share 
The  rest  and  the  joy  of  the  sweet  Sabbath  day, 
To  strengthen  my  spirit  to  speed  on  its  way. 

Descend,  King  of  glory. 

And  bear  me  above. 
Repeat  the  blest  story 
Of  infinite  love : 
0  grant  me  the  rapture  I  often  have  known. 
Communing  so  free  at  the  foot  of  thy  throne. 

Though  weak  and  unworthy 

Thy  favor  to  share. 
Let  this  not  deter  thee 
To  make  me  thy  care ; 
0  sanctify,  robe  me  in  mercy  divine. 
And  let  thine  own  merits  imputed  be  mine. 
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ynk  hariB  HoA  adore  ihee 

In  ^oiy  on  hig^ 
Let  me  bow  before  thee, 
And  find  tbee  m  mgb, 
Thou  great  Onmipresent,  thou  Lord  oyer  aU, 
0  hear  me  and  bless  me,  respond  to  my  call. 


^0^^^^^^'^K^^^f^^^^tr 


DAWN    OF    THE    SIBBATH. 

Lo,  the  shadows  flee  away, 
Haily  the  blessed  Sabbath  day, 
Ebste  we  joyful  on  our  way 
To  the  house  of  God. 

Earth  is  now  a  peaceful  scene, 
Heaven  in  brightness  shines  serene, 
While  we  throng  with  solemn  mein 
Where  our  fSEkthers  trod. 

Praise  the  Lord  wiih  all  our  powers. 
Bless  Him  for  these  sacred  hours, — 
Friends  of  Zion,  count  her  towers, 
Safe  we  worship  here. 

Free  salvation  we  proclaim, 
Glory  in  our  Saviour's  name, 
Who  our  foes  for  us  overcame, — 
Banished  every  fear. 

0  descend  celestial  Dove, 
lire  our  hearts  anew  with  love, 
Bear  us  on  thy  wings  above, 
Singling  in  the  throng. 
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Who  with  ceaseless  joy  and  pnuse, 
Blissful  alleluias  raise. 
And  mid  ^ory's  brightest  blaze, 
Tune  their  rapt'rous  song. 


s^^^*^^^^^*^^^«^^^^^ 


PRECIOUS    SABBITI. 

PRBCfious  Sabbath,  kindly  given, 
Antepast  of  that  in  heaven. 
Where  eternal  praise  and  joy 
Saints  and  angels  e'er  employ. 

0  they  glory  in  the  day. 
Which  to  them  ne'er  fades  away ; 
Holy  they  in  rapture  sing. 
Hymning  the  thrice  holy  King. 

Careless  mortals,  why  despise 
Hours  descended  from  the  skies ; — 
Scattering  on  the  downward  road 
BlessingB  that  should  lead  to  God. 

Why,  0  why  neglect  the  soul, 
YHiy  r<  j  ict  the  Lord's  control, 
Why  so  madly  cast  away 
Each  returning  Sabbath  day. 

Sabbaths  ne'er  are  known  in  hell, 
Would  you  there  forever  dweU  f 
Heaven  keeps  entfiess  day  of  rest, 
Will  you  liiere  with  saints  be  Uert  ! 


420 


SIBBITI    SUIieNB. 

Wakb,  je  heralds  of  salyatioiiy 
^Tis  Hie  Lord's  appointed  day ; 

Joyful  hasten  to  your  station, 
Graoe  proclaiining,  praise  and  pray. 

By  the  foolishness  of  preaching, 
Gfod  is  pleased  the  soul  to  save, 

Warn  ye  all,  with  tears  beseeching 
To  ayoid  a  ednner's  grave. 

Tell  redemption's  matchless  story, 
Charge  the  careless  to  ^ye  ear, 

Cheer  the  Christian  on  to  glory. 
Showing  his  redemption's  near. 

God  of  grace  aud  consolation. 
Think  on  those  thou  dost  employ ! 

Clothe  thy  servants  with  salvation. 
That  thy  saints  may  shout  for  joy. 


THUD    8ERTICE. 

Thb  blessed  Sabbath's  evening  shade 

Is  stealing  on  the  sky, 
The  record  for  the  day  is  made, 

And  sealed  of  God  on  high. 
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Tet  once  again  tibda  dosing  hour. 

The  Goepel  is  proclaimed, 
Oome,  ye  who  &in  would  feel  its  power^ 

Come,  all  who  Christ  have  naitied. 

The  moments  misimproyed  to^ay, 

Now  labor  to  redeem, 
While  JesoB  waits  to  hear  joa  pray. 

And  grace  is  still  ihe  theme. 

Your  Sabbaths  soon  will  haye  an  end. 

Yea,  this  may  be  the  last ; 
Gome,  make  your  final  Judge  your  Friend, 

Ere  this  brief  hour  is  past. 

0  Christian,  is  thy  work  complete, 
If  this  your  last  should  proye  ? 

Are  you  prepared  the  Lord  to  meet. 
And  reign  with  Him  aboye. 


QUI    INTERCI8S01. 

Awake,  my  ransomed  soul, 
To  smg  the  Sayiour's  loye. 

On  Him  thy  cares  and  sorrows  roU^ 
And  mount  with  joy  aboye. 

Thy  trials  and  thy  woe 

^  Attract  His  pit'ing  eyes. 
His  tender  sympathies  o'erflow 
E'en  at  thy  secret  sighs. 

30 
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Before  ik*  eternal  throne 
He  intercedes  for  tiiee ; 

Mid  foes  ihoa  art  not  left  alone^ 
He  ^ves  thee  victory. 

Yes,  triumph  in  His  name 
Shall  crown  thy  latest  honr, 

When  rising  with  seraphic  flame, 
And  wifli  immortal  power. 

Then  let  thy  anthems  rise, 

And  raptaroas  adore, 
Join  in  the  worship  of  the  sides, 

And  praise  Sm  evermore. 


'WW*^  ^W>^^WVW*^rf*<"»/ 


WORSHIP    AB§TS. 

Say,  what  notes  of  n^>tare  rise 
Mid  the  saint  and  angel  throng  ? 
What  glad  anthem  through  the  sidea 
Poors  melodiously  along  ? 

In  these  haBowed  evening  hoora 
Of  Hie  blessed  Sabbath  day, 
What  is  heard  in  Eden's  bowers  ? 
Ever  bright  with  heavenly  ray. 

Has  redemption  lost  its  ohanns  ? 
Sing  they  now  another  theme  ? 
What  the  strain  their  spirit  warms, 
Makes  their  fi^ce  with  gjlory  beam. 
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Bark!  die  niine  of  Jeeus  swelb 
From  their  soimdiiig  harps  of  gold ; 
Ust  apuB  1  the  chorus  tells 
*nB  itte  song  neW  ^noM  old* 

Mortal  Yoioes  join  the  strain, 
Catch  the  true  seraphic  firCi 
Bought  inth  blood  and  bom  again. 
Soon  to  sweep  a  beayenly  lyre. 


SillATI  ITIR. 

Wakb,  my  soul,  and  tone  thy  lyre, 
Shines  the  blessed  Sabbath  day. 
Catch  the  music  and  tlie  fire 
Of  a  serq[ih's  blissfiil  lay. 

This  the  day  salration  bringi 
From  the  gates  of  glory  wide ; 
Hark !  the  hearenly  choros  sings 
Man  is  saved  throng  Him  who  died. 

See  the  churches  militant 
Moving  on  in  long  array, 
How  their  sonls  with  ardor  pant. 
Victory  to  win  to-day. 

Viotory  throagh  Christ  their  Kmg^ 
Captain  of  their  gknrions  host ; 
Hark !  their  shouts  triumphant  ring^ 
Now  he  meets  them  at  their  post. 
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See  their  banners  proadly  vrwe. 
Fair  and  lovely  as  the  moon, 
Shedding  radiance  o'er  the  brayOi 
lake  the  cloadlesB  son  at  noon. 

Shan  the  field  be  fought  and  won. 
Nor  this  longing  soul  be  there  7 
Let  me  aid  in  battle  done. 
Ere  the  priceless  spoils  I  share. 


SABBATH    NIBIT. 

Thb  Sabbath  sun  has  set, 
Its  hours  irill  soon  be  o'er, 
But  noon  is  shining  yet 
Where  spirits  blest  adore. 

No  evening  shade  they  fear 
To  close  their  Sabbath  day, 
The  Sun  of  glory  near 
Shines  vrith  refulgent  ray. 

Ifid  brightness  increate, 
Eternal  still  the  same, 
They  in  the  temple  wait. 
Themselves  a  shining  flame. 

Ah,  do  they  stoop  to  hear 
Our  brief  and  feeble  praise  ? 
In  places  chill  and  drear 
Compared  with  heavenly  blaie. 
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Yet  Gody  their  soTereign  Lord, 
GomeB  down  our  souk  to  blew, 
When  we  with  Bweet  accord 
Implore  Bis  bounteous  grace. 

The  happy  choirs  on  high, 
Our  envy  shall  not  move, 
We'll  meet  them  when  we  die, 
In  prnse  and  bliss  and  loye. 


P1AI8S    FOl    BABBATI    IBBCIB8. 

0  Lord  of  the  Sabbath,  we  praise  and  adore. 
For  all  the  rich  mercies  enjoyed  to4ay ; 
And  now  when  the  hour  of  our  worship  is  o^er, 
We  join  in  an  anthem,  iben  part  on  our  way. 

Thy  temples  we  lore,  we  would  make  them  our  home, 
And  praise  till  our  Saviour  conveys  us  on  high. 
But  duties  thou  ^vest  compel  us  to  roam. 
Where  labor  and  sorrow  oA  eaioses  the  sigh. 

Almighty  Jehovah,  go  with  us  in  love, 

Secure  us  from  evil  and  comfort  our  heart, 

Till  meeting  again,  or  united  above. 

Where  blest  with  thy  presence  we  never  shall  part. 

How  long,  blessed  Saviour,  ere  we  shall  appear 
As  princes  in  glory,  adorned  with  thy  grace, 
We  snners  unworthy  yet  ransomed  so  dear, 
When  shall  we  forever  behold  fiEU^e  to  fistce. 


BACIED    inSIC. 

Stbieb  the  lyre  so  loud  and  clear 
Drowsy  souls  ma7*wake  and  hear, 
Hear  inth  joy  and  join  the  song, 
And  its  gladsome  notes  prolong. 

GiTe  it  all  the  channing  ihrill 
That  an  angel's  heart  might  fill ; 
Fully  resistless,  like  the  sea, 
Pour  its  tonefiil  waves  on  me. 

Let  it  echo  to  the  lyres 
Struck  by  heaven's  eztatic  choirs, 
And  in  sweetest  melody 
Blend  with  heavenly  harmony. 

Let  redemption  task  the  chords. 
Tell  the  infinite  rewards 
That  await  the  spirits  pure, 
Who  in  faith  and  love  endure. 

Soon  the  d^wsy  chills  below 
Never  more  shall  damp  thy  glow, 
like  the  sun's  ezhaustiess  rays 
Joy  shaU  beam  and  ardor  blase. 
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LilT    SABBATI   llfilT    Of    TIB    TBAB. 

Thb  last  Sabbath  ni^t  of  the  year 
Is  rilently  gliding  away. 
These  fifty-two  Sabbatfis  appear 
Scarce  more  than  a  short  irinter  day. 

Ahy  have  they  brought  over  my  heart 
A  winter  of  deadness  and  gloom  I 
Intended  by  Hearen  \o  impart 
Bright  verdure  and  sweetest  perfiune. 

The  softest  and  pleasantest  shower 
That  ever  cUsiils  from  the  skies 
Stem  winter  transformsy  and  the  flower 
It  touches  is  frosen  and  dies. 

So  mercies  upon  a  cold  heart 
Fall  heavy  and  chilling  as  hail, 
0  Lordy  let  not  this  be  my  part. 
Let  love  o'er  my  coldness  prevail. 

Sweet  mercies  as  fresh  as  they  leave 
The  portals  of  goodness  on  high, 
So  glowing,  0  may  I  receive 
Each  blessing  henceforth  till  I  die. 

0  help  me  with  seal  to  improve 
Each  Sabbath  with  which  I  am  blessed, 
And  soar  on  ihe  latest  above 
To  the  Sabbath  of  infinite  rest 
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lOPl    II    flOUBIl* 

Mt  hope  18  firm,  an  anohor  rare, 
Nor  shipwreck  do  Z  feaar ; 

But  oh  how  long  diall  ni^t  endim, 
0  when  will  mom  appear! 

The  storms  of  sin  are  howling  load, 
The  waves  of  tronble  rise, 

And  dismal  is  the  midnight  cloud 
ThmJt  yeils  the  threat'ning 


My  little  baik  is  sorely  tossed 

Upon  the  ra^ng  sea. 
And  quickly  wotdd  be  whelmed  and  lost. 

If  only  stayed  by  me. 


Sach  fearfnl  sights  and  soonds 

And  tempt  me  to  despair. 
My  strength  and  courage  sure  would  fiol, 

Alone  these  ills  to  bear. 

But  Ood  imseen  is  guarding  me, 
The  Saviour's  with  me  here ; 

Thou^  now  Ss  face  I  cannot  see, 
At  length  He  will  appear. 

Then  hi j^er  joy  and  purer  praise 
Shall  swel  my  grateftd  breast, 

And  long  unclouded  happy  days 
Lead  to  eternal  rest 
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PATIBHTLT    WilTIHfi. 

On  the  Lord  ?rith  patience  irait, 
0  my  botAj  and  ne'er  despair, 
Hnmblj  knock  at  mercy's  gate, 
None  e'er  perished  pleading  there. 

For  thy  good  He  now  delays 
Peace  and  rapture  to  bestow ; 
But  at  length  with  joy  and  praise 
Shall  thy  bosom  overflow. 

When  thy  vaunting  pride  is  dead, 
When  self-confidence  abased, 
When  all  unbelief  has  fled, 
Then  shalt  thou  His  goodness  taste. 

Ohast'ning  with  paternal  care, 
fitting  ihee  on  high  to  shine. 
Now  He  makes  thee  trials  bear. 
That  a  crown  may  then  be  thine. 


FOl    A    lOIENT    FORBAIBH. 

I  wondered  my  comfort  had  fled, 
That  Jesus  no  longer  appeared, 
Hjs  smiles  and  His  blesongis  to  shed 
On  work  EGs  own  Spirit  had  reared. 


4M 

Snce  all  He  has  done,  irill  He  leave— 
Reject  His  own  labor  of  lore  ? 
Of  hope  my  poor  spirit  bereave  7 
The  hope  of  His  presenoe  above. 

No ;  only  a  aeaBQii  removed, 

That  tune  may  eonfinii  vrhat  is  mroo^ht, 

Which  irilly  hj  a  trial  improved^ 

To  glori^ons  perfection  be  bron^t. 

His  &vor  wiU  soon  be  restored, 
Oraoe  richer  than  ever  bel(»e 
Upon  me  in  fiilneas  be  poured. 
And  He  then  will  leave  me  no  more. 


iJIDlESS    TO    COITBITS. 

Yb  happy  converts  of  the  Lord, 
Glorying  in  His  grace  and  word, 
0  let  me  join  your  heavenly  song, 
For  to  your  Saviour  I  belong. 

Long  have  I  been  for  Tiou  bound. 
And  many  joys  and  trials  found, 
Jonmeyi  on  to  heayen  my  home, 
Where  arrived  no  more  I'll  roam. 

The  rapture  of  your  song  inspires 
My  heart  with  new  and  strong  desires 
To  see  my  Sariour,  Gk)d  above, 
And  share  and  sing  His  boundless  love. 


ii 
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0  troit  and  triumph  in  BBb  graee^ 
And  ong  unceasii^y  His  praise, 
His  goodness  and  His  power  prodiaun, 
*SS1  all  shall  learn  and  k>ye  His  name. 

And  while  ye  lore  Him  more  and  more. 
In  growing  n^ptores  nng,  adore, 
P  let  your  hearts  forever  be 
Joined  in  the  bonds  of  unity. 


COHFEISRCE    ETERIRB. 

Thk  Conference  eve  again  returns, 
Come,  dearest  neighbors,  let  us  join. 
While  holy  zeal  within  us  bums, 
In  prayer  and  praises  sweet,  divine. 

We'll  cheer  the  days  of  toil  and  care 
Now  with  an  hour  of  heavenly  rest, 
And  contemplate  the  prospect  fSsdr, 
When  we  with  Jesus  shall  be  blest. 

0  let  onr  hearts  united  rise 
To  God  our  Father  and  our  Friend, 
Who  watches  o'er  ns  from  the  skies. 
Whose  blessing?  free  on  us  descend. 

From  every  heart  let  hardness  flee. 
And  all  be  linked  in  bonds  of  love, 
Our  union  and  our  spirit  be 
like  that  inspring  joy  above. 
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Soon  we  a  band  irho  lore  the  Lord 
Shan  meet  annmd  our  SaYiour'a  tbrooe, 
To  ^17  in  the  rich  lewaxd 
He  purchased  with  a  djing  groaa. 


■i»N^^^^%^^»^^»*%^^^»#^^^#^ 


PlATIl    F«l    lITITil. 

CtoD  of  lore  and  finee  salyaiion) 
Hear  onr  fenrent  aappUcation^ 

Send  the  blessed  Spirit  down ; 
Fioos  sods  in  love  awaking, 
Stabbom  hearts  with  terror  shaking, 

Now  ihy  word  with  &Yor  crown. 

Let  each  dull,  each  false  professor, 
To  the  glorious  Litercessor, 

Now  for  hope  and  pardon  flee  ; 
On  Ihe  careless  ponr  conviction, 
ISJl  in  penitent  affiction. 

At  thy  throne  they  bend  the  knee. 

May  the  conrert  train  increamng. 
Shout  thy  praise  with  joy  unceasing, 

While  the  angels  join  above. 
To  recount  the  wondrous  story. 
Sinners  made  the  heirs  of  glory. 

And  exalt  redeeming  love. 

Blessed  Saviour,  leave  us  never, 
Gradoue  Spirit,  stay  forever, 
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Cany  on  the  work  diyine ; 
True  repentancey  faith  bestowing, 
TiU  the  world  with  grace  o'erflowing, 

Shan  with  heavenly  radiance  shine. 


cm    TO    SIIIBII. 

Attend,  0  sinner,  God  is  near, 

Repentance  to  bestow, 
Bjs  Sprit  wakes  your  anxious  fear, 

And  warns  of  endless  woe. 

Let  not  a  proud  rebellious  heart 
Betray  you  down  to  hell ; 

Avoid  the  tempter's  guileful  art, 
And  aim  with  saints  to  dwell. 

A  hope  of  heaven  you  cherish  now^ 
Though  conscious  it  is  vain. 

You  know  you  must  to  Jesus  bowj 
If  you  would  with  Him  reign. 


Grieve  not  the  Holy  Ghost  away, 
While  grace  i$  fireely  given^ 

What  multitudes  by  proud  delay 
H]ave  lost  ^  hop^  of  heaven*. 

Coxae  humbly  at  this  solemn  hour. 
And  pard'ning  grace  implore. 

Believe  the  Saviour's  will  and  power 
To  save  you  evennore« 
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ITUBBOIR    IIRREI. 

Stubborn,  unrelenting  soul, 
Fearing  neither  God  nor  man. 
While  the  distant  thunders  roll, 
Rest  in  your  rebellions  plan. 

Bat  the  storm  of  wrath  divine, 
Speedily  is  coming  on, 
And  that  hardened  soul  of  thine^ 
Win  forever  be  undone. 

Whelmed  like  Sodom  in  a  flood 
Of  undying  dreadful  flame, 
You  may  think  on  Jesus'  blood, 
How  you  scorned  Bis  precious  name. 

Sinner,  by  the  woes  that  wait, 
Ever  on  your  soul  to  prey, 
And  by  mercy's  open  gate, — 
Turn  and  flee  the  downward  way. 

Haughty  spirit,  weak  as  proud, 
Now  the  warning  voice  obey, 
Better  to  be  lowly  bowed. 
Than  be  crushed  in  terror's  day. 


i 
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CONTBITE    IIRRBI. 

WsBPiNa  mmiery  ne^er  despair, 
JesoB  heara  jcmr  bitter  cry ; 
Humbled  souIb  are  still  His  care. 
To  His  cross  for  safety  fly. 

Hasten  wbile  the  Sjmt  strives, 
Wbile  the  woe  of  sin  you  feel, 
While  distress  your  bosom  rives. 
To  the  duuer's  Friend  appeal. 

lingering  yet !  poor  sinner,  why 
Sit  and  weep  at  mercy's  door  ? 
Enter  while  the  Saviour's  nigh. 
Falling  at  His  feet  adore. 

He  will  wash  your  guilt  away. 
Clothe  you  in  His  righteousness, 
And  redeeming  love  display, 
miing  you  mih.  happiness. 


COITBST'S    JOT    III    CIBI8T. 

0  the  Saviour !  bless  Ss  name, 
Praise  Him  with  seraphic  flame, 
0  I  feel  His  love  divine, 
lulling  this  poor  heart  of  mine. 
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How  could  Z  reject  Him  so, 
Ohoose  the  ways  of  ffln  and  woe  ; 
Long  despised,  how  could  He  smilci 
On  a  sinful  wretch  so  vile. 

Saints  proclaim  1^  power  and  loTe, 
Let  us  join  the  songs  abore, 
0  ye  sinners,  come  and  bow, 
Love  the  blessed  Jesus  now  t 

Gracious  Saviour,  I  am  thine. 
And  I  feel  that  thou  art  mine. 
Let  me  rest  in  thy  dear  arms. 
And  foreyer  view  iliy  charms. 


PIATER    FOR    8IRRE1I. 

Friekds  of  Jesus,  all  who  share 
Int'rest  at  His  gracious  throne, 
Thither  now  in  faith  repair. 
Make  these  sinners'  case  your  own. 

Plead  with  agonizing  heart 
All  the  merits  of  the  Cross, 
Till  the  Lord  doth  grace  impart, 
Souls  to  save  from  endless  loss. 

Humbly  yet  with  boldness  come, 
Lnportune  with  faith  and  zeal, 
GBll  He  take  the  mourning  home. 
Till  He  melt  the  heart  of  steel. 
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Int'resis  of  immortal  irorih 
Hang  upon  this  fleeting  hour, 
Sealed  may  be  the  second  birth, 
Or  destmction's  fsAisl  power. 


CORTBRT'S    PEACE. 

My  burden  of  sorrow  has  fled, 
And  peace  in  my  bosom  now  reigns, 
Each  foe  and  each  trouble  seems  dead, 
I  cannot  recover  my  pains. 

I  try,  yet  no  more  can  I  weep. 
Nor  longer  am  able  to  mourn, 
like  vessels  upon  the  smooth  deep, 
My  soul  now  is  tranquilly  borne. 

Has  the  Spirit  forsaken  me  quite. 
To  float  down  the  stream  of  despair  ? 
O  how  can  such  peaceful  delight 
Be  found  by  lost  wanderers  tiiere. 

The  Saviour  I  love  and  aclore. 
And  thougjh  he  should  bid  me  depart, 
Yet  still  I  must  love  more  and  more. 
And  pour  forth  the  praise  of  my  heart. 

These  feelings,  delightfidly  strange, 
0  why  in  my  heart  do  fliey  rise ! 
Oan  it  be  the  great  merciful  change 
Has  made  me  an  heir  of  the  skies. 

37» 
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CONTEBT'8    TBIAL. 

Ah,  wherefore  has  sorvow  returned, 
And  how  have  my  foes  all  revived ! 
My  spirit  seraphicly  burned, 
But  now  e'en  of  hope  is  deprived. 

Z  thought  every  enemy  slain, 
That  earth  was  an  Eden  to  me, 
That  trouble  I  never  again 
Nor  doubt  of  my  safety  should  see. 

But  0  what  a  conflict  I  feel, 
A  battle  at  midnight  is  fought, 
And  though  to  my  God  I  appeal, 
My  soul  in  captivity's  brought. 

My  enemies  vaunt  and  deride. 
And  conscience  reproaches  me  too. 
Was  spirit  like  mine  ever  tried ! 
Ye  Christians,  say,  what  must  Z  do  ? 

Z  neither  can  hope  nor  despair, 

The  heavens  are  all  closed  when  Z  pray ; 

0  let  me  to  Jesus  repcur. 

Ye  servants  of  His,  show  the  way. 

And  why  from  His  side  did  you  part. 
And  wander  away  among  foes  ; 
ZiCt  penitence  melt  down  your  heart. 
For  here  is  the  cause  of  your  woes. 
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A88AnLT8    OF    8IH. 

Ah,  when  inll  sin  assail  no  more, 
When  will  my  sorrows  all  be  o'er, 
And  perfect  purity  be  ^yen 
To  qualify  mj  sonl  for  heayen. 

When  will  temptation  cease  to  find 
The  least  approaches  to  my  mind, 
And  an  the  gnilefol  arts  of  hell 
Forever  bid  my  soul  &rewell. 

0  let  an  infinite  remoye 
IXyide  firom  all  I  cUsapproye, 

From  all  my  spirit  loathes,  contemns, 
From  an  my  blessed  Lord  condemns. 

My  gradous  God,  before  thy  face 

1  humbly  bow  and  sue  for  grace, 
To  help  me  fight  the  fight  of  faidi, 
And  die  a  victor's  glorious  death. 


COHTEKT'S    80H0. 

Wake  again  the^  conyert's  song. 
Pour  the  joyful  notes  along, 

Hope  is  shining  clear. 
Let  triumphant  accents  sweU, 
O'er  the  vanquished  host  of  hell,- 

Our  Redeemer's  here. 
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In  His  blesBed,  matcUeflB  name, 
We  the  hxa^tj  foe  o'ercame. 

Praise  Him  joyM  band ; 
Sing  EBs  bonndlefls  grace  and  loye^ 
All  onr  sins  and  woes  aboye. 

And  the  law's  demand. 

Elder  brother,  Lord  divine, 
Maike  bs  all  forever  thine, 

Ne'er  to  leave  thee  more ; 
Whatsoe'er  the  trial  be, 
Help  us  still  to  follow  Ihee, 

Trust  thee  and  adore. 

In  onr  last  expiring  honr, 
Grant  ns  comfort,  joj  and  power. 

Death  to  overcome ; 
Waft  oar  parting  souls  away, 
To  the  realms  of  endless  daj. 

Our  eternal  home. 


^>^^^^^>^«^^i^^i^^>^^ 


KBTITIHfi    IIPIOKED. 

LoBD,  ^ve  our  Mth  increase, 
Grant  fervor  to  our  prayer. 
Let  heavenly  joy  and  peace 
Now  banish  every  care. 
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Awake  the  sixpifiiB  rooud^ 
And  bring  Hiem  to  Hie  croB0| 
TiSL  not  a  sonl  is  found 
Exposed  to  endless  loss. 

0  may  the  Spirit  come 
And  quicken  eyery  heart, 
And  make  with  us  BSs  home 
Hence  never  to  depart. 

How  long,  0  God  of  grace, 
Shall  sm  and  darkness  reign, 
Beyeal  thj  smiling  face, 
Nor  let  onr  hope  be  yain. 

Salyation  shed  abroad. 
Till,  sharing,  all  rejoice, 
And  join  thy  name  to  land, 
With  grateful  heart  and  voice. 


KETITIHB    SOneiT. 

0  LoKD,  reyive  mj  drdbping  heart 
With  graces  from  above. 

The  Holy  Spirit  free  impart 
To  fire  my  soul  with  love. 

1  mourn  my  deadness  to  the  joy 

Of  intercourse  with  thee, 
And  grieve  that  vanities  destroy 
The  peace  imparted  me. 
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0  send  the  Comforter  to  dwell 

Forerer  in  my  breast, 
Nor  let  one  wrong  emotion  sweQ 

To  mar  the  heayenly  rest. 

May  He  direct,  sustain,  and  bless 
Each  effort,  plan,  and  aim, 

My  dnty  make  my  happness,— 
My  soul  a  heayenly  flame. 


CHAPTER     X. 


DEYOTEDNESS,    MISSIONARY,    THANKSGIVING. 
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fiUAKD    TIT    CKOWH. 

Sbt.  3 :  11. 

GuAKD  the  graces,  0  my  soul, 
Christ  on  thee  has  showered  down. 
Lest  floine  am  should  gain  control^ 
Lest  a  foe  should  take  thy  crown* 

See  it  beaming  there  aboye, 
Gemmed  with  stars  so  brilliantly ; 
Shall  that  ff&  ciJems?  love 
Be  foreyer  lost  to  Hiee  ? 


OniUe  tad  maliee  plot  to  win. 
Force  would  wrest  it  from  thy  hand, 
Now  allnsret  the  fiurest  81% 
Then  a9Baib  the  fiercesi  band. 

Wilt  thou  ]rield  tb»  glorioiis  piine  ? 
Faith  exalting  just  attains ; 
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See  it  deck  Hie  distant  skies  t 
Whelmed,  poor  soul,  in  endless  pains. 

What  to  ihee  earth's  diadems. 
What  its  pleasures,  or  renown! 
What  fiur  learning's  choicest  gems, 
If  thou  lose  that  heayenly  crown. 


^0^^^^^0^0^0*0^0^^0^^^^^^ 


IIITATIOH    OF    CIKIST. 

LiEB  thee,  blest  Saviour,  fain  would  I 
My  God,  Creator,  glorify ; 
Uke  thee,  what  He  appoints  pursue. 
And  finish  what  He  giyes  to  do. 

My  zeal  the  day  should  witness  bear, 
The  night  be  hallowed  by  my  prayer. 
Each  act,  each  thought,  each  pulse  should  tell 
What  pure  desires,  my  bosom  swell. 

I  would  in  holy  ardor  be 

A  living  sacrifice  to  thee ; 

Through  Christ  I  should  acceptance  find. 

And  draw  down  blessings  on  mankind. 

My  duties  done,  my  work  complete, 
I  should  k  welcome  plaudit  meet, 
A  glorious  crown,  reserved  above. 
Would  then  reward  my  pious  love. 
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LOOIIHfi    fO    JBSng. 

0  when,  dear  Saviour,  shall  my  heart 
O'erflow  unceafflng  inth  thj  love ; 
And  sin's  last  lingering  stdn  depart, 
And  leave  me  like  a  samt  above. 

When  shall  I  feel  and  toil  for  thee 
As  would  a  seraph  from  the  skies  ; 
When  shall  this  soul  and  body  be 
To  Ood  a  constant  sacrifice. 

0  when  shall  I  transformed  appear 
In  those  bright  graces  thou  didst  wear, 
While  toiling,  suffering,  dying  here, 
That  I  eternal  bliss  might  share. 

Thy  life  for  man  a  ransom  gjlven, 
Th'  eternal  glories  brighter  shine, — 
To  guide  souls  in  the  way  to  heaven, 
Exalt  thy  name  and  praise  be  mine. 


^W^»^^^«^«^^«^^i*N^^^^ 


WATCHINfi    UNTO    PKATEl. 

Psalm  130 :  0-8. 

As  the  weary  watch  at  night 
Look  and  long  for  morning  light. 
While  the  dang'rous  post  they  keep^ 
Or  the  sick,  deprived  of  sleep :. 
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So,  more  anxioiu  fiir  than  fliey. 
Waits  my  soul,  till  God  display 
SoyereigQ  graoe,  my  heart  to  bless,- 
Siimers  tarn  to  righteousness. 

I  will  Im^  in  QcA  my  shield, 
TOl  salvation  be  revealed  ; 
With  the  Lord  is  mercy  found, 
Grace  and  love  with  Him  abomid. 

Thou  the  sinner  wilt  redeem, 
Washed  in  the  atoning  stream  , 
From  his  guilt,  he  will  |ffoolaim 
Free  redemption  in  thy  name. 


:^^^^>^^^*^l^^*^t»*^^^<f» 


iniAN    AND    BITIHE    LOTE. 

If  all  the  pure  and  tender  love 

That  mortal  bosoms  know. 
And  crowned  with  blessings  from  above, 

In  full  and  peaceful  flow, 

Were  poured  into  my  thrilling  heart. 

In  one  unceaedng  tide, 
1^  rapture  swelled  through  every  part. 

Nor  thought  wished  aught  beside  : 

ft 

Through  graee,  with  joy,  I'd  leave  it  aQ, 

If  duty  should  require. 
And  follow  at  the  Saviour's  call 

Through  hatred's  fiercest  fire. 


The  loye  of  Christ,  supreme  alone^ 

So  blissftily  so  divine, 
Shall  reiga  unriralled  on  the  throne 

Of  this  poor  heart  of  mine. 


^^^^^^^^^^t^^^S^^^^^^*^^^^ 


CHRISTIAH    C0N91ICT. 

ROK.  7  :  21— 2S. 

Ybs,  I  too  suffer  like  to  ihee, 

Beloved  brother  Paul ; 
And  crushed  with  death  and  misery. 

For  some  deliverer  call. 

The  law  of  sin  that  still  retains 

Such  power  within  my  breast, 
Oft  leads  me  captive,  bound  in  chains, 

With  shame  and  guilt  oppressed. 

Yet  'tis  my  inward  chief  deligibt 

The  holy  law  to  keep, 
*Tis  dearer  to  me  than  my  sight, — 

Transgression  makes  me  weep. 

But  when  I  would  with  purpose  trtte 

My  heart  to  it  apply, 
And  paths  of  righteousness  pursue. 

Some  evil  then  is  nigh. 

Thanks  be  to  Ood,  through  Christ  my  King 

This  war  will  soon  be  o'er. 
And  victory  with  joy  I'll  sing, 

Where  sin  assays  no  more. 
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SISIS    OF    IIBRBSS. 

Mt  heart  wiih  sorrow  swells 

For  follies  of  its  own, 
And  conscience  all  my  enois  tells, 

And  I  am  left  to  moan. 

But  deeper  is  my  grief 
A  world  in  sin  to  see ; 

0  shall  I  never  find  relief 
From  all  this  misery ! 

Through  waters  deep  and  dark, 
By  howling  winds  I'm  driven, 

Will  not  my  trembling  feeble  bark 
By  ^ant  waves  be  riven? 

No ;  One  nnseen  is  near 
Who  rales  the  raging  sea ; 

1  will  not  yield  my  heart  to  fear, 

Since  He  remembers  me. 

These  troubles  soon  will  end. 
And  peace  and  joy  be  mine  ; 

My  voice  with  saints  and  seraphs  blend 
In  melodies  divine. 
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IT    18    BROUfil! 

I  Kiii«a  19 :  4» 

It  is  enough !  iihe  prophet  cries, 

Now  take  my  life  away  I 
But  God  the  rash  request  denies, 

And  sends  a  brighter  day. 

It  is  enongh !  my  fiEuthless  soial 

Too  often  doth  repeat, 
When  waves  of  disappointment  roll 

And  all  my  hopes  defeat. 

But  'tis  enough  that  I  have  sinned, 
Enough  provoked  my  Lord, 

Enough  pursued  the  fleeting  wind. 
And  found  a  vain  reward. 

O  let  me  strive  enough  of  grace— 

Of  duty  to  achieve, 
And  haste  to  see  my  ^viour's  &oe| 

And  in  His  bosom  live. 


TI1HK8    FOB    BOIBiRCl. 

Globt  to  Him  who  guides  my  way. 
And  kindly  checks  me,  when  I  stray. 
With  providential  hand ; 
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Who  gives  me  grace  to  bear  the  paiiiy 
In  love  inflicted  to  restrain 
To  His  divine  command. 

How  had  my  erring  soul  been  lost, 
When  on  the  waves  of  pasdon  tossed, 

Had  He  not  quelled  the  flood ; 
And  brought  me  to  the  peaceful  shore, 
Him,  Him  alone  to  love,  adore, 

With  heart,  tongue,  hands,  or  blood. 

To  Him  I  consecrate  mj  all, 
And  only  wait  to  hear  His  call. 

That  I  may  quick  obey  ; 
Experience  has  been  my  test, 
I  blow  what  He  ordains  is  best. 

Whatever  my  wishes  say. 

He  knows  my  nature  and  my  frame, 
The  influence  and  future  aim 

Of  every  act  and  thou^t ; 
And  if  He  doth  in  me  delight, 
0  will  He  not  direct  me  right, 

When  I  His  will  have  sought. 

Will  He  who  gives  a  crown  above. 
Yes,  infinite  eternal  love, 

Deny  a  blessing  here, 
Which  on  the  whole  is  best  for  me, 
0  no^  this  cannot,  cannot  be 

Of  God  my  Saviour  dear. 
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TIBLSIRB    TO    TIB    DITIHB    Will. 

How  sweet  to  yield  me  to  the  will 

Of  Him  whom  I  adore ; 
And  feel  His  gradous  presence  fill 

Mj  bosom  more  and  more. 

How  sweet  to  feel  EBs  sympathy 

In  eyeiy  cross  I  bear, 
Assured  He  doth  remember  me, — 

Doth  in  the  trial  share. 

How  sweet  myself  to  sacrifice 

For  Him  who  died  for  me, 
And  in  the  altar's  flame  to  rise. 

His  smiling  face  to  see. 

How  sweet  to  trust  with  all  my  heart 
EBm  whom  my  soul  doth  loye  ; 

And  know  that  I  shall  share  a  part 
In  His  blest  reign  above. 


SUBIIS81TB    IHllDIBT. 

Acts  9 :  0. 

What  wilt  tiioa  that  I  should  do  ? 
Speak,  0  Lord,  and  guide  me  right, 
Duty  place  before  my  view. 
Gird  me  with  thy  grace  and  might. 
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Shall  I  stay  and  straggle  here  ? 
Wilt  ihou  my  poor  efforts  bless  ? 
Shall  I  leave  my  hopes  held  dear,* 
And  this  race  to  wickedness  ? 

Tell  we  where  to  go  or  stay, 
Teach  me  what  to  do  for  thee, 
Give  me  faith  to  work  and  prsjr, 
Let  me  ever  &ithful  be. 

Hear  me,  Lord,  I  do  imploroi 
0  reveal  thy  blessed  will ; 
Shine  upon  me  more  and  more, 
Guide  and  make  me  useful  still. 


WATCHINB. 

Hab  2  :  1. 

Wakeful  on  my  watch  I'll  stand, 
Set  me  careful  on  my  tower. 
Watch  and  wait  for  BSs  conmiand. 
Beady  for  my  judgment  hour. 

Here  my  God  has  stationed  me, 
Bid  me  watch  each  movement  weDt 
True  reporting  all  t  see, 
like  a  fiutiiful  sentineU 

Though  it  may  be  hard  to  gaie 
With  a  steady  watchful  eye, 
Through  unnumbered  nights  and  days, 
Nor  a  single  sign  espy ; 
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Yet  till  He  relieyes  flie  post, 
And  commands  to  march  away, 
Let  me  watch  as  if  a  host 
Threat'ning  came  in  proud  array. 

He  who  stationed  me  doth  know, 
Why  the  post  should  be  maiatained  ; 
When  He  bids  me  leave  I'll  go. 
Sure  His  purpose  is  attained. 


GROSS    ARD    GKOWN. 

Mortal  !  wouldst  thou  wear  a  crown  7 

Here  is  one  with  gems  divine. 
Giving  empire  and  renown ; 
Take  it — all  forever  thine  : 
But  see,  'tis  hung  upon  a  cross 
In  sign  you  count  all  else  but  loss. 

See  its  radiant  glories  beam ! 

Such  as  angels  never  wore : 
Mortal  seize  it  ere  the  dream 
Of  thy  fleeting  life  be  o'er ! 
And  you  shall  reign  in  bright  array 
When  earth  and  time  have  passed  away, 

m 

Does  a  royal  soul  inspire 
What  tiiy  hand  can  ne'er  attain  ? 


454 

TIus  confeis  beyond  desire 
BoxmdleBB  and  eternal  reign : 
But,  mortal !  who  the  crown  would  wear 
Must  first  the  cross  with  patience  bear. 


'^^k^i^^N^^^^^t^^^^h^k^ 


<TIT    IINBDOl    COIB.' 

OuB  Father  ahnightj,  enthroned  high  in  ^oiy, 
The  prayer  of  our  Saviour  we  urge  at  thy  throne, 
Imploring  thee,  Lord,  to  diffuse  wide  the  story 
Of  Christ  and  His  cross,  that  thy  kingdom  may  come. 

We  pray  for  the  millions  bewildered  in  error, 
And  groping  their  way  in  traditional  night ; 
Deliyer  them  from  superstition's  fEkke  terror, 
By  spreading  around  them  true  scriptural  light. 

We  pray  for  those  sects  in  each  Protestant  nation. 
Where  light  from  above  is  so  richly  enjoyed. 
Who  mat  and  corrupt  the  glad  news  of  mlvation, 
[nil  spirits  immortal  are  by  them  destroyed. 

Descend,  0  our  God,  and  the  churches  deliver. 
The  Jew  and  the  Moslim,  the  pagan  redeem. 
Let  righteousness  flow  o'er  the  earth  like  a  river, 
And  light  of  salvation  on  every  soul  beam. 
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COAST    OF    BABBAST. 

Onoe  ou  this  dread  Barbaiic  shore 
The  Gospel  morning  brightlj  shone ; 
Alas,  that  dayspring  now  is  o'er, 
And  all  its  trophies  oyerthrown. 

How  gloomy  now,  deserted,  bare, 
Those  hills  and  yales  once  green  and  gaj. 
Yet  this  sad  change  cannot  compare 
TVith  that  which  swept  the  truth  awaj. 

Benighted  in  the  pitchj  smoke 
That  issaed  from  the  deepest  pit. 
And  chamed  as  by  a  palsy  stroke, 
The  hapless  dwellers,  hopeless  sit. 

How  long,  0  Lord,  this  wretched  night, 
These  galling  chains,  how  long  t'  endure ; 
Shed  on  these  shores  celestial  light, 
Bestow  a  faith,  redeenung,  pure. 

Let  Afric  throng  her  wide  domain, 
0  God  of  love,  thy  mercy  riiare ; 
O'er  all  her  tribes,  Immanuel,  reign. 
Set  up  thy  throne  eternal  there. 
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CONCERT    OF    PtllEt. 

GoMBy  ye  whose  supplications 

With  God  acceptance  find, 
Unite  firom  yarioos  nations. 

To  pray  for  all  mankind : 
In  sin  and  anguish  lying, 

The  ruined  world  appears, 
For  millions  hopeless  dying. 

We  pour  our  burning  tea^. 

Hark,  from  death's  dismal  valley 

Comes  their  expiring  wail ; 
See  hosts  infernal  rally 

Our  Son  to  assail : 
Her  beauteous  walls  and  towers, 

Shall  they  in  ruin  fisJl  ? 
And  now  shall  adverse  powers 

Complete  earth's  dreadful  thrall. 

Are  we  the  generation. 

To  leave  the  world  forlorn  ? 
So  blest,  yet  bar  salvation 

From  ages  yet  unborn? 
Shall  we  this  life  enjoying. 

With  crowns  beyond  the  grave. 
No  effort  be  employing 

The  dying  world  to  save. 

No ;  while  the  spirit  glowing 
Within  our  breasts  we  feel, 

If  blood  and  treasure  flowing 
With  apostolic  2seal, 
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If  prayer,  if  £uth  victoriousy 
The  triamph  can  obtain^ 

Soon,  King  Lmnanuel  glorious 
O'er  all  the  earth  shall  reign. 


II88I0HABT    THOUBITS. 

Pilgrim  saint,  what  dost  thou  here, 
In  this  dark  and  cruel  land  7 
I  teach  the  nations  Ood  to  fear, 
Obeying  Jesus'  last  command. 

session  child  how  dar'st  thou  face 
Dangers  that  beset  thee  round  ? 
I  trust  the  Lord's  protecting  grace, — 
High  walls  of  fire  his  friends  surround. 

Canst  thou  hope,  so  weak,  forlorn, 
Scoffing  foes  to  win,  reclaim  ? 
Though  I  meet  reproach  and  scom^. 
At  length  they'll  love  the  Saviour's  name. 

Doet  with  zeal  and  fervor  preach  7 
Making  the  reluctant  hear ; 
I  in  the  Saviour's  manner  teach. 
As  different  minds  the  truth  can  bear- 
Say,  and  dost  thou  sinners  seek,. 
As  the  Saviour  sought  the  lost  7 
I  temper  zeal  with  wisdom  meek. 
Nor  ask  what  toil  what  p£n  'iwill  cost. 

39 
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Wherefore  leave  thy  happy  home—* 
Toil  and  wander  here  away  ? 
Did  not  the  Lord  of  glory  come 
To  ruined  earth  from  heavenly  day  ? 

Think  of  cocmtry,  parents'  tears. 
When  your  canvass  was  unfurled ! 
Remember  heaven,  lo,  Ood  appears 
Giving  His  Son  to  save  the  world ! 

Saint,  and  what  is  thy  reward 
For  privation,  toU  and  pain  ? 
My  hope,  my  portion  is  the  Lord, 
And  Christ  is  my  eternal  gain. 


COHCEKT    CRIBS. 

GK)D  of  sessions,  hear  our  prayer^ 
Mid  benighted  nations  kneeling, 
Weak,  we  to  thy  throne  repair. 
To  thy  promise  firm  appealing. 

Grant  us  more  of  love  divine, 
Faith  and  works  in  us  exciting ; 
Let  Christ  in  our  conduct  shine, 
Gfod  and  all  the  good  delighting. 

Gird  us  with  thy  mighiy  power, 
Sin  and  Satan's  wiles  defeating ; 
0  bring  near  the  joyful  hour. 
All  thy  gracious  work  completing. 
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Pour  upon  us  from  on  high 
Grace  like  rivers  oyerflowing, 
Jesus'  name  now  glorify, 
Goodness  on  each  soul  bestowing. 

Let  the  nations  join  their  voice. 
Blissful  alleluias  dn^ng ; 
Let  earth  in  thy  smile  rejoice. 
Glory,  praise  to  high  heaven  ringing. 


PKAIER    FOR    TIB    WORLD. 

Almtqhty  God,  we  seek  thj  grace 
To  save  our  lost  and  guilty  race  ; 
With  bleeding  hearts  we  see  them  go 
Down  blindly  to  eternal  woe. 

From  mighty  foes  the  captive  prey 
We  fain  would  take  by  force  away ; 
But  ah,  so  feeble  is  our  arm, 
We  cannot  shield  ourselves  from  hann« 

We  plead  what  Christ  our  Lord  has  done, 
We  plead  the  promise  that  thy  Son 
The  blood-bought  world  shall  all  possess, 
To  role  and  fill  with  righteousness. 

O  Lord,  our  trust  is  firm  in  thee, 
We  look  thy  mighty  power  to  see ; 
The  world  convert,  thy  grace  display. 
Salvation  send  while  yet  we  pray. 
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PRlIEt    OR    IISSIOHIKT    HROVND. 

*TwAS  sweet  when  in  our  native  land 

In  social  scenes  we  met, 
And  cordial  pressed  each  other's  hand^ 

With  love  we  can't  forget. 

'Twas  sweeter  when  in  prayer  and  praise. 
In  some  blest  heayenly  place, 

We  felt  and  witnessed  rich  displays 
Of  free  and  saying  grace. 

And  was  not  that  a  favored  hour 

We  left,  no  more  to  meet, 
Beloved  ones  in  our  native  bower  ? 

Yes,  our  farewells  were  sweet. 

Bat  sweeter,  sweeter  to  unite 

On  miasionary  groTmd, 
In  social  joy^  in  pure  delight, 

Though  darkness  broods  around. 

And  sweetest  is  the  breath  of  praise, 
The  voice  of  grateful  prayer, 

Which  meeting  missionaries  raise, 
And  God  meets  with  them  there. 
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TUtlUI    WILDS, 

Thb  wildenieBB  shall  hear  tiimr  Toiae, 

The  solitary  shade 
At  prayer  and  praise  shall  load  wjAee^ 

And  be  ^th  charms  arrayed. 

The  desert  shall  eztdt  to  hear 

Salvation  free  proclaimed, 
And  blossoms  like  the  rose  shall  bear, 

Where  Christ  has  ne'er  been  named. 

The  lofty  hills,  where  shepherds  rove 
Their  flocks  and  herds  to  tend, 

With  craggy  cloud-capt  peaks  aboye, 
A  listening  car  shall  bend. 

The  swelling  joy  from  toirents  loud 
Shall  rise  on  moontains  hi^ 

While  peaks  enveloped  in  their  doad 
Bdl  down  the  glad  reply, — 

Hosanna !  for  the  Prince  of  peace 

Is  come  with  happy  days, 
The  dagger  break,  from  plonder  cease. 

Let  heaven  respond  the  praise. 
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COICBKT    BT    SVPISITEB. 

The  Concert  hour  again  has  come, 
Away  with  gloom  and  Badness ; 

For  now  they  pray  for  us  at  home. 
Gome,  join  their  voice  with  gladness. 

The  showy  head  of  Ararat 

Before  ns  is  appearing. 
Oar  tent  is  pitched  beside  the  Fr&t,* 

Yet  home  is  more  endearing. 

For  there  our  fiiends  and  kindred  dwell. 

There  they  are  interceding, 
How  fondly  now  their  bosoms  swell, 

While  fervent  for  us  pleading. 

We^U  meet  them  at  the  Saviour's  throne. 

And  mingle  supplication. 
Our  prayers  united,  He  will  own. 

And  send  us  down  salvation. 


PRITEB    FOR    II8SI0M1RIES. 

Ablbbp  on  his  pillow  the  missionary  lay, 
Where  the  East  lies  in  darkness  and  sorrow  afar. 
When  the  lovers  of  Zion  were  seen  on  their  way 
To  the  Concert  of  Prayer  with  the  earliest  star. 

*  Oriental  name  of  Eaphratet. 
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The  anihem  was  chaated,  and  the  promiBe  rehearsedi 
That  throughout  the  wide  world  the  blest  Saviour  shall 

reign, 
And  the  fervor  of  prajer  &om  their  spirit  that  burst, 
Arose  to  the  mercy-seat,  nor  pleaded  in  vain. 

But  for  whom  did  they  pray  with  strong  crying  and  tears. 
That  Jehovah  would  crown  all  his  work  with  success  ? 
Behold,  toil-worn  and  sleeping,  afar  he  appears, 
Where  hard  labors  and  cares  oft  his  spirits  oppress. 

G3ie  true  prayer  is  accepted,  and  grace  from  the  throne 
Now  descends  on  the  sleeper,  and  when  he  awakes, 
With  rich  blessings  he'  finds  all  his  pathway  is  strewn. 
And  he  wonders,  adores,  yet  unknown  for  whose  sakes. 

Now  new  blossoms  unfold  and  a  harvest  is  near. 
And  his  labor  of  love  is  now  pleasant  to  bear ; 
Stall  he  knows  not,  and  haply  may  never  know  here. 
That  these  blessings  were  gained  at  that  Concert  of  Prayer. 


<^^^^^M^^^^^*»^»<»*»^N 


lOHTILT    CONCERT. 

*Tis  the  Concert  of  Prayer, 

And  we  hasten  to  bear 
Our  petitions  to  Jesus  our  King ; 

For  the  souls  we  now  plead. 

Which  to  save  He  did  bleed. 
And  salvation  in  triumph  we  sing. 
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0  look  down  from  thy  throne 

And  thy  heritage  own. 
And  reclaim  all  the  worid  to  thy  Bway ; 

Heaven's  curtains  now  r^id, 

King  of  kings,  0  descend, 
Let  all  nations  thy  sceptre  obey. 

0  what  wonders  of  old, 

Of  thy  power  are  told, 
Now,  we  pray,  thy  omnipotence  show ; 

Let  the  world  be  renewed. 

Let  each  heart  be  imbued 
'With  thy  loye,  and  grace  earth  overflow. 


SABBATH    PBAIEB. 

Riy.  14 :  6. 

AiiBaGHTT  God,  enthroned  on  hig|h. 
Now  bid  the  Grospel  angel  fly. 
And  everlasting  truth  proclaim 
To  all  who  bear  a  mortal's  name. 

Let  blinded  Jews  with  rapture  see 
Redemption's  glorious  mystery ; 
The  Moslim  and  the  pagan  hear, — 
GK)d  and  His  Christ  adore  and  fear. 

Let  every  sect  and  name  below 
Thy  great  salvation  fully  know, 
And  all  in  harmony  combine 
To  celebrate  thy  praise  divine. 
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Be  this  the  day,  and  this  the  hour, 
To  manifeBt  thy  gloriotis  power, 
And  qoicklj  let  the  trimnph  ran 
To  all  who  dwell  below  the  Ban, 

Eternal,  great  and  holy  King, 
Onrselves  we  make  thy  offering  ; 
On  earth  we  glad  hosaonas  raise, — 
In  heaven  with  alleluias  pndse. 


TIB    DTINO    HISSIONAKT. 

Fbom  parents,  brothers,  sisters'  care, 
From  kindred,  friends,  a  sigh  to  share, 
From  home  and  country  far  away. 
The  dying  missionary  lay. 

Long  years  of  anxious  toil  had  passed, 
Since  he  beheld  his  coantry  last, 
And  gave  the  thrilling  fond  farewell ! 
To  all  on  earth  he  loved  so  weU. 

Back  to  that  hour  with  fervent  glow, 
His  swelling  thoughts  and  feelingp  flow. 
To  kindred  loved,  to  every  friend, 
A  dying  blessing  he  would  send« 

To  heaven  he  lifts  his  languid  eyes. 
In  falt'ring  accents  meekly  cries. 
My  friends  afar — this  people  bless ! 
0  God  of  grace  and  righteousness ! 
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His  soul  departed  for  the  Bkies, 
A  stranger  closed  his  sightless  ejes, 
And  bore  hb  poor  remains  awBj, 
To  wait  the  resurrection  day. 


CONCERT    PETITI0K8. 

Thou  Grod  of  righteousness  and  grace, 

We  hnmblj  sue  to  theCi 
For  Jesus'  sake,  0  may  onr  race 

In  love  remembered  be. 

PoUtitedy  proad,  rebellious,  lost, 

Blind  captiyes  of  despairy 
By  every  wind  of  falsehood  tost,*- 

Wiib  grief  we  own  they  are* 

And  such  were  we  till  grace  diyine 
Benewed  these  hearts  of  ours, 

Tau^t  us  to  loye  this  law  of  ibine, 
And  keep  with  all  our  powers. 

Pour  down  on  every  tribe  below, 

Truth  in  a  radiant  flood  ; 
Convert  from  sin  and  save  from  Woe, 

Throu^  the  Bedeemer's  blood. 

Our  efforts  urged  with  flaming  seal. 
Not  one  will  e'er  reclaim  ; 

Our  hopes,  our  hearts  to  thee  appeal, 
0  save  for  Jesus'  name. 
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<THT    WILL    BE    DOHB.' 

Thou  righteous  Lord,  and  Judge  of  all 

That  dwell  below  the  sun, 
On  tiiee  for  help  we  humbly  call| — 

But  let  "  thy  will  be  done." 

For  nations  sinking  in  despair, 

If  grace  may- yet  be  won. 
We  pour  our  warm  united  prayer, 

But  add — thy  will  be  done. 

Behold  what  numbers  through  the  earth 

With  heavenly  tidings  run. 
But  still  we  mourn  an  awfol  dearth, — 

Great  God,  thy  will  be  done. 

Has  not  our  onful  race  beeu  bought 

By  thine  all-worthy  Son  ? 
Deni'st  thou  grace  when  throu^  Bim  sou^t  T 

Father,  thy  will  be  done. 


■^^■■#^^p^^^^^#^^^»%^%^^^^^^ 


BBATEFUL    BELIBTEK. 

Wake^  ye  ransomed,  chosen  band^ 
Strains  beyond  an  angePs  lyre, 
Rescued  by  Jehovah's  hand. 
From  the  doom  of  endless  fire. 
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Why  did  lore  and  grace  dime 
Choose  jou  from  a  rebel  race, 
Thus  in  heavenly  robes  to  shine. 
Well  approved  before  His  face. 

Many  bound  bj  nature's  tie 
To  your  once  benighted  heart, 
Mercy  passed  forever  by, 
Justice  sternly  bids — ^  depart,' 

Humbly  bow  before  the  throne, 
High  the  grateful  anthem  swell, 
Let  the  praise  through  heaven  be  known, 
Loud,  electing  goodness  tell. 


POWER    OF    ETIL. 

This  is  a  dreadful  world. 

It  darkens  on  my  sight ; 
Vast  ruin  wide  is  hurled 
To  whelm  each  pure  delight : 
My  soul  is  sick  of  wand'ring  here, 
And  sighs  for  some  more  happy  sphere. 

Where  I  had  hoped  for  joy, 

I  am  beset  with  woe ; 
What  ceaseless  cares  annoy, — 
0  whither  shall  I  go ! 
How  scape  this  dreadful  world  of  sin. 
When  win  my  heavenly  rest  be^. 
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To  suffer  for  my  Lord, 

And  see  His  grace  abound. 
Would  well  itself  reward, 
Be  balm  for  its  own  wound  ; 
like  siunts  of  old  for  His  dear  name, 
I  might  rejoice  to  suffer  shame. 

But  prisoner  of  state, 

With  Satan  for  a  guard, 
In  calm  despair  to  wait. 
From  action  bold  debarred — 
Ah,  how  it  stings ! — ^but  peace  my  soul, 
'!ns  all  beneath  diyine  control. 


HEATERLT    JOT. 

0  let  me  rejoice  in  the  Lord, 
Whatever  oppresses  below ; 
He  is  my  exceeding  reward 
In  trouble  and  bitterest  woe. 

If  He  but  endue  me  with  grace, 
The  victory  sure  will  be  mine. 
His  hand  will  remove  every  trace 
Of  sorrow  with  goodness  divine. 

To  fall  at  His  feet  and  adore. 
Robed  in  His  own  righteousness  bri^t. 
And  feel  sJll  my  troubles  are  o'er. 
Will  heighten  my  heavenly  delight. 

40 
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In  patience  then  let  me  endure^ 
And  on  my  dear  Saviour  lely, 
Wb  love  and  protection  are  shtd, 
Thou^  eViy  hope  earthly  may  die* 

The  Borrows  and  sighs  of  to-day 
Will  soon  in  oblivion  lie^ 
Tomorrow  conveys  me  away. 
In  triumph  and  gladness  on  high. 


IIW    inCI    IIOULB    Wl    flEISTir 

How  much  should  a  Ohristian  sigb 
O'er  a  hardened  hopeless  race  ? 
How  long  on  the  ground  should  lie, 
Imploring  withhoMen  grace  ? 

Should  he  ffre  his  soul  no  rest 
In  joys  of  a  world  to  come  ? 
Not  lean  on  the  Saviour's  breast, 
And  already  feel  at  home. 

When  glory  beams  in  the  skies, 
And  seraphs  beckon  him  there, 
0  may  he  not  turn  his  eyes 
From  gloomy  shades  of  despair  ? 

Alas,  it  is  hard  to  leave 
What's  bound  in  religious  love  ; 
We  linger  and  look  and  grieve. 
When  we  might  have  joys  above. 
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There  ynH  come  a  welcome  day, 
And  all  these  trials  be  o*er ; 
The  wicked  be  fieur  away, — 
The  saint  rejoice  eyermore. 


tf^^^^^f^^^^^m^^^mmmm 


COHCEET    lUPPLIGiTIOIB. 

O  they  are  praying !  fervently  praying ! 

For  the  conversion  of  the  w<»rld ; 
Gracious  Saviour,  why  art  thou  delaying  T 

0  let  thy  bauners  be  nnfiiried. 

Bide  forth,  Immannel,  victorious, 

Conquer  nations  bou^t  by  thy  blood ; 
Be  thy  name  praised,  exalted  glorious. 

And  fill  all  the  earth  like  a  flood. 

Ehsten  the  day  we  wait  for,  denring, 

More  than  gold  or  earthly  renown; 
Wealth  and  ourselves  we  devote  now  aspiring 

To  aid  in  preparing  thy  crown« 

So  they  are  praying !  God  in  ]EGs  kindness  « 

WSl  hear  them  and  answer  their  cry ; 
Though  His  decrees  leave  millions  in  blindness, 

To  wander  in  error  and  die. 
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<TIB    FIELD    IS    TIB    WORLD.' 

Ye  who  strive  a  world  to  save 
From  a  dread  eternal  grave, 
And  in  zeal  pass  land  and  wave, 
Distant  sonls  to  bless ; 

Ne'er  forget  your  neighbors  near,' 
Kindred  linked  in  bonds  so  dear, — 
Poor  and  the  neglected  cheer 
With  Jesus'  ri^teousness. 

At  the  earth's  remotest  ends 
Not  more  freely  grace  descends 
Than  upon  your  neighbors,  friends 
Whom  you  daily  meet* 

Why  should  those  beneath  your  eye 
Unreclaimed  in  darkness  die. 
And  against  you  loudly  cry 
At  the  judgment  seat. 

Spread  your  blessing?  far  and  wide, 
Cheering  realms  beyond  the  tide. 
But  let  those  just  at  your  side 
Share  as  ample  grace. 

Native  land,  an  infant  yet. 
May  thy  guardians  ne'er  forget 
To  discharge  the  mighty  debt 
Due  thy  future  race. 
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EBBIIZBI— IICI    OF    HIP. 

Bock  of  help  with  joy  we  raise, 
God  of  mercy,  thee  we  praise, 
Thither  thine  almi^ty  hand, 
Brings  us  from  our  native  land. 

Through  ihe  long  and  toilsome  way 
God  has  kept  ns  mght  and  day ; 
He  has  heen  our  strength  and  shield, 
We  our  grateful  praises  yield. 

Par  away  on  Modim  ground, 
Hemmed  by  sin  and  woe  around. 
All  our  hope  is  in  the  Lord, 
Trusting  in  His  gracious  word« 


illBlUIi. 

RsT.  16 :  1—6. 

AitLELUiA !  loud  proclaim 
Glory  to  Jehovah's  name, 

Alleluia,  swell  the  song ! 
Power,  salvation,  honor,  might, 
Judgments  holy,  true  and  right, 

Ever  to  our  God  belong. 

40* 
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Alleltiia!  every  foe 

Now  is  chcdned  in  endless  woe, 

Alleluia  o*er  their  fall ! 
Bow  before  the  Lord  our  King, 
Amen,  Alleluia !  sing, 

God  He  rules  and  judges  all. 

Alleluia !  shout  Bis  praise, 
Great  and  small  the  chorus  raise, 

Allelma,  thunder  now  1 
God  the  Lord  almighty  reigns, 
Louder  swell  the  highest  strains, 

Alleluia !  j^raise  and  bow. 


EIEOtTATIOR    TO    PRAISE. 

Wake  thy  music,  0  my  soul. 
Let  thy  joys  like  rivers  roll, 
Onward  to  the  boundless  sea 
Of  a  blest  eternity. 

• 

Long  thy  harp  unused,  unstrung. 
Has  upon  the  willows  hung. 
Take  it  down,  and  tuning  well. 
Bid  its  notes  of  rapture  swell. 

Thou,  my  soul,  must  learn  to  sing 
Strains  that  please  th'  eternal  King, 
Melodies  that  fill  the  skies. 
When  all  heaven  in  rapture  vies. 
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Share  tiie  fhU  traDsportang  joj, 
Give  ihy  tnnefbl  powers  emploj, 
Rising  witii  seraphic  flame, 
Shoat  and  nng  thy  Savionr's  name. 

From  ihj  vileneas,  firom  despair, 
Thee  He  ransoms,  makes  His  care, 
Try  the  anthems  sung  above. 
Glory  in  His  matchless  love. 


BIN'S    DEATH. 

Shout  the  triumph  through  the  sides, 
Sin  the  guileful  monster  dies. 

Dies  endless  death  in  woe ; 
From  the  gates  of  glory  wave 
Banners  o*er  the  pit  her  grare, — 

The  trump  of  victory  blow. 

Down  to  earth  salvation  sound, 
Let  joy  ring  the  world  around. 

For  holiness  now  reigns ; 
Every  heart  is  pure  and  blest, 
Qoi  is  all  in  all  confest, 

And  endless  bliss  ordains. 

Cycles  of  etemiiy, 
Bear  us  from  the  memory 

Of  sin  and  sorrow  here ; — 
Bising  on  seraphic  wing, 
Glory  in  the  eternal  King, 

Forever  drawing  near. 
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TIAHKSGITIIG    ITIH. 

Abobino  tiianks  and  praiBe, 
In  joyfbl  anthems  raise, 

To  God  Most  High ; 
EBs  boundless  grace  display, 
This  blest  Thanks^ving  daj, 

Come,  all  draw  nigh. 

What  numbers  have  been  laid 

« 

Boieath  the  villow^s  shade 

The  vanished  jesat ; 
Though  pleasure  rules  the  day, 
We  to  their  mem'rj  pay 

A  tender  tear. 

The  Lord  our  life  prolongs, 
Praise  Ffim  in  grateful  songg, 

Te  favored  race ; 
Tell  an  His  mercies  o'er. 
Come,  joyfullj  adore 

Before  His  face. 

Qs  bounties  richly  stored, 
Appear  on  every  board. 

With  thanks  surround ; 
The  poor  now  make  your  care. 
Let  them  your  fulness  share. 

And  joys  abound. 
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But  let  joor  hi^est  pnuse 
Record  Wa  precious  grace  ^ 

So  freelj  ^ven ; 
Come,  ye  who  feel  His  lore. 
Send  jojfol  ihanks  above, 

For  hopes  of  heayen. 


NATAL    SOIB. 

Wake,  my  soul,  new  anthems  raise, 
Fraught  with  joyful  thanks  and  praise, 

Another  natal  day, 
O'er  the  awful  heights  of  crime, 
Stretching  far  through  childhood's  time. 

Comes  with  resplendent  ray. 

Through  the  past  reyolving  years, 
Mercy,  mercy  still  appears 

A  bright  and  spreading  cloud, 
Mantling  o'er  the  hills  of  shame. 
Echoing  thy  guilty  name 

With  call  for  vengeance  loud. 

0  what  grace  this  cloud  distils, 
Melting  down  the  frowning  hills 

That  locked  thee  in  despair, 
Op'ning  wide  a  door  of  hope, 
YHiere  in  darkness  thou  didst  grope. 

Of  death  and  woe  the  heir. 
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Here  m  npfc  aoMUEe  I  stuoA^ 
Mercies,  nns  exceed  the  sand, 

And  scarce  hare  power  to  tell, 
If  this  grace  can  save  m j  soul, 
Or  my  crimes  with  moantain  roU 

Will  dash  me  down  to  heU. 

Lo,  a  form  of  glory  see, — 
Jesns !  He  who  died  for  me, 

On  mercy's  cloud  appears  ; 
Hark!  His  Toice,  with  love  divine, 
Well  assures  that  heaven  is  mine, 

In  some  few  days  or  years. 

Let  the  notes  of  rapture  swell, 
Grace  in  songs  of  triumph  tell. 

This  fleeting  season  o'er, 
life  eternal  with  my  Lord 
Is  my  boundless  blest  reward, 

]EGs  goodness  to  adore. 


^w^«^^M^^^^^< 


lAT&L    EBTIEW. 

0  how  unknown  the  way 

My  weary  feet  have  ianod. 
That  brings  to  see  this  day. 
My  Quide,  my  gracious  God ; 
In  childhood  at  my  rural  home, 
Who  would  have  bought  I  thus  should  roam. 
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When  aclcnesB  laid  her  snare 

To  take  my  life  away, 
A  goardian  hand  was  there 
From  danger  to  convey : 
the  balmy  Eephyrs  fed 
The  qpirit  that  had  well  nigh  fled. 

IQd  strangers  far  and  lone 

At  length  my  lot  was  cast, 
But  mercies  still  were  strown, 
Where'er  my  footsteps  passed ; 
Warm  friendship  soon  between  us  grew. 
My  grateful  love  is  still  their  due. 

Far  o*er  the  bill'wy  deep 
A  pilgrim  I  was  borne, 
Though  loved  ones  left  did  weep, 
I  could  not  sigh  and  mourn, 
For  hope,  a  star  of  promise  bright. 
Beamed  ever  in  my  ravished  sdght. 

Away  through  darkened  lands 

My  ardent  spirit  flew, 
Nor  feared  the  bigot  bands 
That  fierce  the  dagger  drew ; 
The  Lord  was  still  my  dueld  and  guide, 
AlUiough  to  win  I  could  have  died. 

But  now  what  midnight  gloom 
My  future  pathway  shrouds ! 
Dark  as  the  silent  tomb 
Are  these  impending  clouds ; 
Yet  let  me  trust  and  meek  obey 
The  Hand  that  brin^  to  see  this  day. 
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PRilSl    FOB    lEABLT    lEICISI. 

0  praise  ye  the  Lord,  our  Protector  and  Gkdde, 
Who  through  the  past  year  all  our  wants  has  supplied, 
Who  shielded  our  spirit  when  death  passed  us  near, 
And  brings  us  in  gladness  to  hail  this  New  Year. 

How  many  are  sleeping  beneath  the  cold  ground, 
Who  hailed  the  past  year  in  health  blooming  and  sound, 
While  we  still  remain  to  rejoice,  though  with  fear. 
O'er  prospects  presented  this  happy  New  Year. 

Our  hopes  for  the  future  may  brighten  this  mom, 
Till  we  have  forgotten  past  seasons  forlorn ; 
But  let  us  remember  that  earth  has  a  tear 
To  course  o'er  the  smiles  of  this  joyful  New  Year* 

Ah,  hearts  that  are  beating  with  rapturous  thrill. 
Ere  close  of  the  year  will  be  palsied  and  still ; 
And  many  the  train  that  must  follow  the  bier. 
In  anguish  of  sorrow  this  changeful  New  Year. 

This  mom,  by  devotion,  then  let  us  prepare 
To  pass  down  the  valley,  or  follow  finends  there, 
For  soon  some  of  us  the  stem  message  may  hear, — 
Your  days  are  now  ended,  this  fleeting  New  Year. 

0  earth,  thou  art  changeful !  l^e,  rapid  thy  flight. 
But  faith  sees  beyond  ye  scenes  lasting  and  bright ; 
0  when,  gracious  Saviour,  when  wilt  thou  appear  T 
And  we  hail  in  glory  a  heavenly  New  Year ! 
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TIB    LORD    IT    BTlERfiTI    AID    BOIt. 

PSAUC  118 :  14. 

Thb  Lord  is  my  strength  and  my  song, 
He  is  my  salvation  and  joj, 
Though  nations  enraged  round  me  throng. 
Their  plans  He  will  qoickly  destroy. 

Let  them  in  their  malice  agree 
To  drag  me  in  scorn  to  the  grare, 
And  foam  ont  their  wrath  like  the  sea, 
My  fortress  is  safe  from  the  wave. 

While  God  my  Protector  is  near, 
And  circles  me  round  with  His  shield, 
How  can  I  surrender  to  fear, 
Why  fly  from  sure  victory's  field. 

My  foes  are  but  chaff  in  Bis  hand. 
Devoted  to  winds  or  the  fire, 
Fve  nought  but  in  wonder  to  stand. 
And  witness  Bis  grace  and  His  ire 

Salvation,  salvation  proclaim. 
Triumphant  Ws  praises  extol,. 
Dominion  ascribe  to  His  name, 
A  Sovereign,  a  God  over  all. 

41 
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PRAISB    TB    THE    LORD. 

Psalm  150. 

PbAiSB  the  Lord,  in  His  temple  praise, 
Ye  in  His  heavens  your  anthems  rabe, 
Ptaise  for  His  mightj  works  declare 
Greatness,  gloiy  bejond  compare. 

Praise  with  the  trump  that  shakes  the  ground, 
Psalter  and  harp  of  soothing  sound, 
Praise  with  the  timbrel  deep  and  clear, 
And  luUiog  late  that  charms  the  ear. 

Praise  Him  each  melodious  chord. 
With  organ  breath  in  sweet  accord, 
Praise  with  the  cymbals  loud  aikd  hi^^ 
Till  music  echoes  from  the  sky. 

Let  all  endowed  with  breath  or  sound 
Jsx  chorus  loud  His  throne  surround^ 
Ptaise  Him^  glorious  in  ]ffis  ways, 
Praise  ye  the  Lord^  forever  praise* 


rf»»»^^<»^i^»«^^»^i»^>^ 


UNWSillSB    PBilSB. 

Thby  never  grow  weary  above, 
For  there  are  no  bodies  of  clay 
To  damp  and  to  tire  out  their  love. 
In  ceaseless  devotions  they  pay. 
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Our  spirit  is  willing  below, 
But  flesh  is  reluctant  and  weak, 
The  strength  of  a  seraph,  the  ^w,  ' 
With  longing  we  constantly  seek. 

Our  Maker  remembers  our  frame. 
He  pities  when  nature  is  faint. 
The  sigh  that  is  breathed  in  His  name 
Is  precious  thou^  feeble  the  saint* 

Our  weakness  wiU  leave  us  ere  long 
In  vigor  immortal  to  rise, 
And  pour  forth  enraptured  the  song, 
And  join  in  the  praise  of  the  skies* 


LORBLT    PSAI8E. 

Yb  spirits  blest,  assist  my  praise. 

For  mortal  helps  are  none, 
I  hail  and  pass  my  Sabbath  days. 

Secluded  and  alone* 

No  cheering  voice  of  Idndred  soul, 

Falls  thrilling  on  my  ear ; 
No  friend  in  sorrow  to  condole. 

Or  share  in  joy  is  near* 

How  sweet  the  Saviour's  predous  name 

Be-echoed  from  a  heart 
That  swells  with  love's  seraphic  flame,— 

A  cure  for  every  smart. 
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Bat  far  away  in  hostile  lands, 

Ifid  Bolitade  I  cdj^, 
And  nearest  seem  the  radiant  hands 

That  worship  now  on  hi^. 

Then  let  me  j(»n  your  rapturona  song, 

Nor  longer  praise  alone ; 
Teach  me  the  joj  that  pours  along 

Before  th'  eternal  throne. 


TRUST    IS    THB    LORD. 

Gbateful  nnmbers,  wake  the  song, 

Mercies  yet  are  mine  ; 
Love  and  praise  to  God  belong, 

For  His  grace  divine. 

Trials  bound  my  lonely  way. 

Favor  spreads  my  path, 
Those  forbid  my  feet  to  stray, 

This  secures  from  wrath. 

Dark  as  midnight  all  around, 

Save  the  circling  light. 
That  my  footsteps  e'er  surrounds, 

To  direct  me  right. 

What  the  morrow  may  unfold 

Is  a  mystery, 
Present  duty,  plainly  told, 

Is  enough  for  me. 
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This  I  know,  that  I  must  die,— 

Go  to  my  reward ; 
This  my  trust,  to  reign  on  high 

T^th  my  Sayioor  Lord^ 


■»»^*^^*^^^^^^^^^^ 


FIEST    8F    iUTUII. 

Lord  of  the  circling  seasons,  hear 
The  hynm  of  thanks  we  raise 

For  mercies  through  the  rolling  year, 
Renewing  still  thy  praise. 

Fair  autumn  with  her  firuitf ul  store 
Comes  breathing  healthful  gales. 

As  if  from  Eden's  happy  shore 
Where  fragrance  neyer  fails. 

Tet  penriye  oft  these  pleasant  hours, 

Reminding  us  how  brief 
Is  mortal  life,  by  withering  flowers—- 

The  &ding,  fidling  leaf^ 

0  may  I  heed  &e  seasons'  Yoioe, 
For  brighter  worids  prepare. 

That  I  may  in  the  bliss  rejoice 
Of  fadeless  glories  there. 
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CHAPTER     XI. 


DEATH,    IMMORTALITY,    HEAVEN. 


DEATH    WELCOIEi 

How  sweet  to  lay  this  aching  head. 
These  weary  limbs  in  their  low  bed. 
And  haste  to  heaven's  eternal  rest, 
And  soothe  me  on  my  Saviour's  breast. 

This  mortal  frame,  where  with  me  dwell, 
Pains,  sorrows,  sins,  no  tongue  can  tell, 
This  toilsome,  gravitating  clay, 
Yfh&a  shall  I  leave,  and  flee  away. 

My  longmg,  panting  spirit  tries 
On  wings  of  love  and  faith  to  rise, 
I  grasp  at  heaven's  inviting  door, 
Yet  scarce  from  earth's  low  surface  soar. 

Patient  and  faithful,  wait  my  soul. 
On  Jesus'  arm  thy  troubles  roll, 
Thy  days  are  few,  and  fleeting  fast. 
Strive,  end  thy  work,  ere  ends  the  last. 
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Te  happy  hosts,  so  blest  aboye. 
Sing  on  in  strains  of  Jesus'  love, 
A  Bdncle  of  grace  ere  long 
Will  meekly  join  your  blisirfnl  song. 


^>^***f*0*0*0*f*f^^^0^^^^^^^*m 


ABRAIAI'8  LAIBHT  OTBR  8ABAI. 

She's  gone !  and  how  dark  is  my  dwelling, 
How  dreary  and  sad  it  appears ! 
The  waters  of  sorrow  are  swelling 
Too  fast  for  the  channel  of  tears ; 

My  heart  seems  breaking, 

like  aspen  shaking, 
I  mourn  o'er  the  love  of  my  youthful  years. 

The  harp  of  delist  quickly  hushing 
The  notes  that  were  erewhile  so  sweet. 
Then  tempests  of  woe  fiercely  rushing. 
In  fury  its  thrilling  cords  beat ; 

Ah,  they  are  broken  1 

A  mournful  token 
!Fhat  harp  unstrung  hangs  where  we  used  to  meet. 

The  beauty  and  grace  that  were  shining 
So  bri^t  in  that  image  of  clay, 
Beli^on  those  charms  all  refining, 
E'n  death  cannot  take  quite  away ; 

Sweet,  pale,  cold  features ! 

How  few  the  creatures — 
In  life  such  ezpresdye  goodness  display. 
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She  shone  ¥ke  the  star  of  the  monung, 
So  bright  by  her  dear  mother's  side, 
With  hope,  light  and  gladness  adcnang'— 
She  came  to  my  dwdling  my  bride : 

like  eye-star  setting, 

Life's  day  forgetting, 
She's  gone  in  the  realms  of  bliss  to  reside. 

The  low  narrow  bed  is  preparing, 
I  sigh  ihere  my  parting  farewell, 
O'er  precious  remains  I  am  bearing 
Where  too  in  few  days  I  most  dwell ; 

Pains  tr«»it(«7, 

Grave  gate  to  glory, 
Why  chide  ?  rest  here,  dear  love,  fiarewell,  fiurewell ! 

My  loye  is  not  there,  she's  ascending 
With  music  of  seraphs  the  skies, 
Her  voice  in  their  anthems  is  blending. 
Heaven — glory  enraptures  her  eyes : 

There  reunited. 

Divine  love  pli^ted. 
We'll  sing,  love,  fair  one,  grace  that  won  the  prise. 


REFLBCTIORS    ON    LIFE. 

Mt  years  grow  happy  as  they  glide, 

Ajid  blessings  multiply, 
But  here  I  would  not  e'er  abide,— < 

0  no,  once  let  me  die. 


/ 
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When  all  mj  duties  well  are  done, 

M J  Lord  to  glorify ; 
When  I  life's  victory  have  won, 

In  trium]^  let  me  die. 

When  I  have  seen  salvation  flow 
To  (Gentiles  far  and  nigh, 

And  converts  rise  as  willows  grow, 
In  joj  then  let  jne  die. 

When  Fm  prepared  to  join  the  song 

The  ransomed  sing  on  high, 
0  do  not  then  my  days  prolong, 
•  In  rapture  let  me  die. 


LONGING    TO    DEPART. 

My  gracious  Saviour,  let  me  go 
This  blessed  Sabbalh  mom ! 

And  leave  this  land  of  sin  and  woe, 
That  makes  me  so  forlorn. 

Oppressed  and  &int  and  crushed  I  lie. 
With  trembUng  broken  heart, 

In  anguish  deep  I  mourn  and  sigh. 
Sore  lon^ng  to  depart. 

0  let  me  go,  this  body  leave, 
Corrupt  with  sin  and  death ! 

Why  suflfor  more  ?  why  longer  grieve  ? 
With  this  short  tainted  breath. 
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0  let  me  go  tibia  holy  day, 
And  join  the  hosts  above  ; 

Lord  Jesus,  come,  bear  me  awaj. 
Now  in  thine  anns  of  love. 


LET    IE    GO    HOIB. 

Tender  friends,  0  do  not  stay  me ! 

Let  me  go  to  Jesus'  breast ! 
Eindlj  leave  me,  only  lay  me 

Here  to  die  and  be  at  rest. 

Do  not  longer  so  distress  me 
With  attempts  my  life  to  save  ; 

Why  vdih  all  this  care  oppress  me, 
Li  my  passage  to  the  grave. 

Sure  the  pangs  that  now  assail  me 
Are  enough  for  me  to  bear ; 

Very  soon  my  life  will  fail  me, 
Dearest  friends,  I  pray,  forbear. 

Gome,  receive  my  parting  blesmng, 
Let  me  my  last  wishes  tell ; 

Then  on  these  pale  lips  impressing 
Each  a  feeling  long  fitrewell : — 

Let  me  now  in  peace  departing, 
Cahnly  enter  heaven  my  home  ; 

Check  the  tear  in  sorrow  starting, 
There  I  si^  no  more  nor  roam. 
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CONTBBSB  WITH  DEATH. 

Comb,  death,  and  let  me  talk  with  thee, 

Since  one  day  we  must  meet ; 
I  do  not  fear  thee— ahaU  not  flee. 

Nor  ftkYixr  I  entreat. 

Thou  wilt  not  harm — nay,  thou  wilt  bring 

X  Sweet  tidings  to  my  ear ; 
And  laying  by  thy  bitter  sting, 
In  peace  and  smiles  appear. 

Come,  let  me  look  upon  thee  now, 

For  I  am  faint  and  pale ;— * 
There  are  no  terrors  on  thy  brow, 

0  death,  I  shall  preysal ! 

Come  nearer,  let  me  take  thy  hand, 

It  chills,  but  not  with  fear ; 
Lead  on  to  that  delightful  land. 

Whose  golden  gates  appear. 

Death,  thou  may^st  watch  my  sleeping  dust 

mi  I  come  back  again. 
With  !EQm  almighty,  good  and  just. 

Then  yield  thy  charge  and  reign. 

Dost  thou  not  know  that  God  decrees 

A  resurrection  day, 
When  all  thy  countiess  yictories 

With  thee  shall  pass  away. 
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SAINT     AT    118    FVmSAL. 

To  his  own  funeral  came 
One  glowing  from  the  skies*. 
And  heard  them  call  his  name. 
And  saw  their  streaming  eyes  ; 
Their  life  to  weep  away, 
There  hanging  o'er  his  claj, 
'FiUs  him  with  yast  surprise. 

They  kiss  the  pallid  brow 
Where  grace  once  sat  enthroned, 
Their  heads  like  willows  bow 
O'er  clay  his  sprit  owned : 
That  body  wrought  him  woe 
And  made  his  grief  o'erfiow. 
Why  should  it  be  bemoaned. 

He  would  have  hushed  their  sighs. 
And  dried  up  every  tear, 
But  Heaven  the  wish  denies, — 
They  bear  away  the  bier ; 
The  melancholy  band 
Beside  the  grave  now  stand, 
Lamenting  one  so  dear. 

0  how  his  spirit  burned. 
To  see  them  mourn  the  dross. 
So  gladly  he  had  spumed, — 
Eternal  gain  that  loss ; 
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That  claj  hk  boqI  had  stained, 
Sin  e'er  had  in  it  reigned, 
Had  he  not  found  the  cross. 

He  speeds  his  way  above, 
And  they  return  to  weep ; 
He  shouts  redeeming  love, 
Thej  mourn  in  silence  deep ; 
0  could  they  hear  him  praise, 
Amid  heaven's  circling  blaze. 
Their  hearts  with  joy  would  leap. 

But  so  it  is  below. 

Where  fiaith  with  feeble  sight, 

Discerns  through  storms  of  woe. 

Immortal  glories  bright ; 

So  dim  the  scenes  appear. 

We  still  would  linger  here, 

Avoidmg  heaven's  delight. 


^^^^K^^»M^^»MWM^^ 


IIHISTEIINa   8PIIIT8 

Thby  came  to  waft  him  home 
On  downy  wings  of  love  ; — 
On  earth  why  longer  roam. 
When  goodness  calls  above  ? 

He  sighed,  but  gave  his  hand,. 
They  ask  him  why  this  grief? 

42 
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HeaTea  sends  an  wogA  band 
To  giTe  jonr  aonl  reli^ 


He  said,  Mj  work  I  fear 
Is  not  yet  whoD j  dooe : 
With  this  a  alent  tear 
Soft  o'er  his  cheek  did  nm. 

A  seraph  wiped  lus  e  jes 
With  idiite  celestial  {Anme, 
When  strai^t  the  op'ning  sUes 
SmpasBuig  charms  assume. 

0  haste  and  bear  me  there ! 
He  cries  with  raptured  soul, 
T31 1  those  glories  ahare^ 
The  seasons  useless  roll. 

A  thousand  yean  below 
To  toil  and  tionble  ^yen. 
Cannot  prepare  me  so. 
As  moment  spent  in  heaven. 


^m^s^n^^0m^^^m0m0^^^^^^^^^m 


BTIRB  8AIL0K. 

Hb  trembled  to  part  with  the  clay 
That  kept  him  at  anchor  below^ 
All  spirit,  were  this  cut  away, 
Where  should  he  forever  then  go. 
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But  tempests  came  down  <m  the  set, 
Hb  cable  in  sunder  was  riven, 
A  shipwreck  for  earth  it  might  be, 
But  proved  a  safe  passage  to  heaven. 

Yes,  long  by  the  compass  of  truth, 
Whatever  the  wind  he  had  steered. 
In  manhood  and  gaj  witching  youth, 
The  Lord  and  His  word  he  revered. 

We'll  follow  then  close  in  his  wake. 
Yet  strive  to  be  better  prepared,    - 
When  tempests  of  death  shall  o'ertake. 
And  send  us  a  final  reward* 


^<^M«l»W^^^^II^*Mi  »»>«l<»^^ 


WHE5    WEAI    THEN    STRORB. 

2  Cob.  12 :  la 

Whek  fflckness  melts  my  strength  away, 
And  nature's  strongest  works  decay, 

Nor  can  she  hold  out  long ; 
'Tis  then  I  feel  a  power  divine 
Shoot  through  this  deathless  soul  of  mine. 

Yes,  then  I'm  truly  strong. 

When  all  the  graces  of  my  heart 

Seem  overturned  by  Satan's  art. 

And  every  thing  goes  wrong ; 
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To  cast  me  helpless  on  the  Lord, 
Implidt  trust  His  hsAj  irord, 
Makes  me  a  yietor  straig. 

When  death  I  see  approaching  near, 
And  nature  fain  would  flee  in  fear. 

This,  tiiis  is  still  mj  song, 
The  gracious  Saviour  died  for  me, 
He  ffres  a  blest  eternity. 

In  Him  Fm  ever  strong. 


i^»<^%^»MM»»»»»»MW^*%»M^ 


DBPiRTBD    CHILD. 

Sleep  on,  dear  child,  for  fear  and  pain 

Can  now  disturb  no  more ; 
Here  peace  and  gentle  silence  reign. 

Till  time  and  grief  are  o'er.      ' 

How  sweetlj  calm  those  features  now, 
Where  sorrow  nestling  lay. 

While  slow  disease  did  break  and  bow 
Thy  nature  day  by  day. 

Sleep  on  till  Jesus  from  above 

Gomes  to  awake  thy  dust. 
And  form  and  robe  it  in  His  love, 

To  shine  among  the  just. 
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0  glorious  mom !  T?hen  fran  the  tomb 
Our  lifeless  clay  shall  rise, 

And  triumph,  in  immortal  bloomi 
O'er  all  death's  yiot^Hies. 


ol,  immortality  divine ! 
In  rapture  soar  above, 
In  our  Redeemer's  image  shine, 
And  gloij  in  His  love. 


**^*f*f^f*^^^^t^^^^^*^»^^ 


TIE    F0SEI6R    OlirS. 

Home,  country  and  friends,  i^e  can  cheerfully  leave, 
Undaunted  the  trials  of  distant  climes  brave. 
But  few  are  the  spirits  too  hardy  to  grieve 
In  view  of  the  gloom  of  a  cold  foreign  grave. 

On  re^ons  remote  youth  its  tendrils  may  twine. 
And  £Euicy  with  pearls  every  future  step  pave, 
But  when  did  youth  whisper,  0  may  it  be  mine 
To  lie  down  at  last  in  a  lone  foreign  grave  I 

The  tomb  of  our  fathers,  so  solemn  and  dear. 
Which  we  and  our  kindred  with  sorrow  did  lave. 
Ah,  there  we  would  rest,  oft  bedewed  with  the  tear 
That  love  comes  to  shed  on  the  family  grave. 

Yet  why  should  we  mourn  though  our  dearest  are  laid 
Where  fain  we  firom  strangers  the  narrow  cell  crave ; 
None  stronger  than  death  can  our  darlings  invade, 
And  he  must  surrender  the  far  foreign  grave. 

4S« 
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When  Christ  in  Wa  Glory  descends  from  Ws  throne. 
The  dust  of  His  chosen  to  gather  and  save, 
However  forgotten,  on  earth,  and  unknown, 
He  still  will  remember  the  lost  foreign  grave. 

0  may  He  prepare  us  in  triumph  to  rise, 
If  laid  in  strange  lands,  or  beneath  the  wild  wave. 
And  grant  us  the  rapture  to  meet  in  the  skies. 
All  dear,  though  some  sleep  in  a  lorn  foreign  grave. 


^W^'WN»^'^'»»^^<^^^^*«*^ 


LONGING    FOR    IIIORTILITT. 

0  when  shall  I  leave  this  heavy  clay. 
And  away  like  a  seraph  soar, 

To  the  happy  realms  of  life  and  day, 
Where  sorrow  oppresses  no  more. 

0  when  shall  I  fly  as  angels  do. 

On  errands  of  love  divine. 
Nor  tardily  thus  or  weak  pursue 

EBs  glory  whose  wishes  are  mine. 

0  when  shall  my  blest  expanding  soul 
The  wisdom  of  Deity  trace. 

And  while  etemiiy's  ages  roll, 
Sing  and  extol  redeeming  grace. 

0  when  shall  I  stand  at  Jesus'  throne, 
And  know  I  shall  never  transgress; 

No  sin  e'er  inflict  the  bitter  moan,— 
Temptation  no  longer  cUstress. 
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0  when  shall  I  view  my  Sayiour's  tauoe^ 
With  saintB  and  with  seraphs  aboye, 

Encircled  in  His  divine  embrace. 
And  drink  in  His  infinite  love. 


THE    RESURRECTION. 

Globious  doctrine !  there  will  come 
A  day  to  burst  the  mould'ring  tomb, 
To  wake  the  dead,  and  death  destroy, 
A  day  of  terrors  and  of  joy. 

Perfected  bliss  will  then  begin, — 
Complete  the  dread  reward  of  sin ; 
Jehovah's  ways  approved  appear. 
And  every  soul  ador^and  fear. 

Hail,  ye  whose  robes  of  triumph  shine. 
Hail,  immortality  divine. 
Hail,  heaven  and  all  ye  hosts  above. 
Thrice  hail,  eternal  God  of  love ! 


BRACE    AB0CII0IH6    OTER    811. 

What  will  the  sdnts  and  seraphs  say, 

When  one  so  vile  as  I, 
Through  grace  shall  join  their  bright  array. 

And  heavenly  anthems  try. 
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0  how  asaaied  to  see  me  tibere, 

Whom  sin  80  oft  defiled : 
And  to  the  brink  of  black  despair, 

Mj  wand'ring  soul  beguiled. 

The  robe  in  which  I  shall  be  drest, 

To  prove  no  ill  remains, 
Thej  may  uncover  from  mj  breaat, 

Ere  ihej  resume  their  strains  : 

Then  bursting  loud  from  all  the  Ifanrngf 
The  blood  of  Christ  they  sing ; 

And  Jesus*  merits  swell  the  song, 
All  glory  to  our  King ! 

My  soul  responds,  with  love  divine, 
To  Christ  the  praise  be  given, 

'Tis  not  by  righteousness  of  mine. 
That  I  am  here  in  heaven. 


"»J~i-rnLfU'>.r  jrtj~M*T — i  r^i — €~^''i^ 


TIE    JDD6IENT. 

m 

Who  shall  shout  victorious. 
When  our  God  most  glorious. 

Descends  in  flaming  fire  ; 
When  heaven  and  earth  are  fleeing, 
And  vanish  out  of  being, 

Before  IBs  dreadfiod  ire. 
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The  tnunpet  ahak^s  cr3rtiony 
The  dead  of  every  nation 

Starfc,&om  their  bursting  tomb ! — 
Are  rapt  from  ruins  blaadng, 
Where  heayenlj  hosts  are  praising, 

To  hear  their  final  doom. 

Hell  from  her  gloomy  regions, 
Pours  out  her  countless  legions. 

To  be  condemned  anew  ; 
The  arch-apostate  quaking, 
Beholds  with  terror  shaking, 

The  whole  infernal  crew. 

Jehovah's  awful  glory, 
Redemption's  wondrous  story, 

The  universe  engage ; 
The  shouts  and  thunders  ending, 
In  dreadful  silence  bending,' 

All  view  the  op'ning  page. 

By  what  is  here  recorded, 
Bight  judgment  is  awarded. 

To  all  before  the  throne  ; 
To  hell  the  rebel  driven, 
The  saint  received  to  heaven, — 

Shout !  the  great  work  is  done ! 
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TIE    BPniTUil    B9DT. 

Thib  weariflome  body  of  clay, 
f[ow  Boon  all  its  energieB  fidl, 
It  sinks  in  the  arms  of.decaj 
If  labors  and  sorrows  assail. 

But  when  with  creation  renewed. 
Immortal  it  wakes  from  the  tomb. 
With  power  celestial  endued, 
No  service  shall  wither  its  bloom. 

Then  never  again  will  it  tire, 
'Twill  clog  the  glad  spirit  no  more, 
But  formed  like  a  seraph  all  fire. 
Unceasing,  enraptured  will  soar. 

And  will  such  a  body  be  mine  ? 
A  stranger  to  weakness  and  pain ! 
So  holy  and  bright  shall  I  shine, 
There  ever  with  Jesus  to  reign ! 


m^*0^m^t^^^^^t^^^i^^^^ 


THE    OLOIIFIED    BOOT. 

This  mortal  body  vile  and  frail, 
Where  carnal  appetites  prevail, 
0  will  it  be  renewed  to  shine 
Like  Christ's  ?  a  glorious  form  divine ! 
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Will  immortality  Msume 

Its  fatal  tendance  to  the  tomb  ? 

And  hoUneas  foreyer  dwell 

Where  now  corruption  works  her  spell  ? 

With  vast  and  evergrowing  powers 
Shall  I  exult  in  heayenlj  bowers  ? 
Or  through  the  miiyerae  expbre 
The  wa js  of  Him  whom  I  adore  ? 

No  moie  a  &intmg  pUgrim  lost 
Wd  wilds  and  foes^  with  prospects  crossed, 
Bat  crowned  with  glor j,  clad  in  mi^^t, 
In  triumph  soar,  in  fall  dehght  ? 

M J  Crod  and  Sariour,  this  for  me  ? 
Shall  I  behold— be  like  to  thee  ? 
Thj  glory  shar^  thj  praise  proclaim, 
While  endless  years  exalt  thy  name  ? 


TRIAL    AID    JOT. 

I  know  that  a  world  of  delij^t 
Awsuts  the  believer  above ; 
That  glories  no  evil  can  blight, 
There  shine  in  the  treasures  of  love. 

^en  why  should  I  linger  below  ? 
Enchanted  with  what  is  so  vain ; 
Why  seek  in  the  bosom  of  woe, 
A  balm  &r  incurable  pain  ? 
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When  nozioofl  miasma  of  earth, 
So  loathsome,  Tm  forced  to  inhale ; 
When  mocking  delnsons  of  mirth 
Are  borne  on  the  pcuaoiioiis  gale ; 

When  like  a  poor  Tictim  I  feel| 
In  hands  of  tormentors  so  fierce, 
When  bomingB  and  bitingi  of  steel, 
Nay,  worse,  mj  poor  spirit  transpieree  ; 


0  may  I  not  long  to  be 

To  rest  in  the  mansions  on  high  ? 

0  is  it  forbidden  to  me 

To  long  in  my  spirit  to  die ! 


SIfilING    FOB    lEBT. 

The  weary  who  toil  in  the  son 
Are  glad  when  the  shadows  extend. 
Oft  wishing  their  labor  was  done. 
And  homeward  their  footsteps  to  bend. 

They  look  for  their  slender  reward 
With  eager  and  coyetous  eye, 
Nor  fear  a  kind  neighbor  or  lord 
The  hire  they  have  earned  will  deny. 

0  may  not  my  spirit  desire,         « 
Oppressed  by  the  heat  of  the  day. 
Like  them  to  the  shade  to  retire, 
And  sleep  all  my  toil-pains  away. 
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The  shadoTTS  of  age  and  the  tomb 
Look  cool  and  inviting  to  me, 
They  frown  not  with  terror  and  gjioom,*— 
How  quiet,  how  peacefol  they  be. 

When  life's  sultry  sun  shall  go  down, 
And  I  from  my  labor  return. 
Will  God  give  a  Idngdom  and  crown !; 
Such  wages  I  never  can  earn. 

A  popr  worthless  servant  am  I, 
Too  worthless  to  look  for  reward ; 
I  only  desire,  when  I  die. 
To  enter  the  rest  of  my  Lord. 


THOUGHTS    OF    HBATEH. 

Hare,  I  hear  the  Seraphs  singing 
Alleluias  round  the  throne ; 

Look,  a  glorious  band  is  winging 
Swift  as  light  their  journey  down. 

Lron  chains  of  sin  and  anguish, 
Cank'ring  deeply  in  my  soul. 

Toils  beneath  whose  load  I  langtdsh,- 
Ends  forever  your  control. 

Hail,  ye  sister  spirits,  glowing 
With  celestial  light  and  love  ! 

Earth,  farewell !  with  joy  I'm  going^ 
To  behold  my  God  above. 
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WriihiDg  pains,  ftod  labors  onshmgy 
Long  emdoredy  bow  li^t  ye  seem, 

ITow  I  feel  beaven's  raptures  gosbinj 
In  my  soul  a  migbty  stream. 

Gates  of  Wss,  and  sons  of  gbry, 
God  <^  grace, — mj  ransomed  sobI 

Here  sball  sing  redemptuMi's  story, 
Wbile  etenial  ag^s  rolL 


lOKT    AHD    lAPPT. 

How  happy  are  the  holy  ones. 
Rejoicing  round  the  throne ; 

Beloved  of  Ood,  His  darling  sons, 
All  mn  to  them  unknown. 

Their  happy  home,  so  blest,  so  brij^t, 

No  ill  shall  e'er  invade ;  ^ 
That  peace,  that  rapturous  deh^t, 

Temptations  never  shade. 

The  blissful  gates  of  their  abode 

In  distant  view  I  see. 
But  on  and  woe  along  the  road 

Still  vex  and  torture  me. 

0  how  I  long  for  holiness. 

For  purity  divine  ! — 
Nor  fflght  nor  sound  of  sin  distress 

This  throbbing  heart  of  mine. 
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fiOINfi    HOME. 

Fm  going,  going,  I'm  going  liome  1 

Farewell  ye  scenes  below ; 
No  more,  no  more  shall  I  sigh  and  roam. 

Nor  tasie  the  cup  of  woe. 

O  fiun  ye  well,  tme  and  dearest  friends, 

I  bid  you  all  adieu  I 
This  bursting  heart  in  affection  sends 

Its  latest  love  to  you. 

Fm  going,  going,  when  Fm  away, 

0  Ibaste  flie  work  of  love  ; 
For  the  blood-bought  souls  unceasing  pray, 

Until  we  meet  abore. 

Fm  going,  yes,  0  Fm  going  now  I 
0  death,  where  is  thy  sting ! — 

0  see  Him  throned !  see  the  seraphs  bow ! 
0  hear  the  ransomed  smg ! 

And  I  am  mn^g  and  shouting  too, 

My  blessed  Jesus,  hail ! 
All  glory,  praise  toothy  name  is  due, 

Thy  saints  will  all  prevail. 
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IITII    All    T1IE8    or   IIFB. 

Rbt.  23  :  1,  9l 

Wb've  paflsed  through  the  desert  of  woes. 
And  thirsty  and  hnngiy  we  moan ; 
But  see  what  a  riyer  here  flows, 
XJDfailing  and  fresh  from  the  throne. 

The  trees  life-mspiring  that  rise 
And  shed  their  rich  fruits  on  the  bank, 
How  pleasant  thej  seem  to  the  eyes. 
Now  we  the  blest  waters  haye  dunk. 

0  come,  let  us  rest  in  the  shade, 
Here  close  by  the  life-giving  stream ; 
The  burdens  that  on  ta  were  laid, 
How  li^t,  yea,  now  joyfdl  they  seem. 

0  shall  we  forever  here  dwell, 
In  all  this  enjoyment  and  bliss  ; 
What  tongue  the  dear  transport  can  tell, 
0  what  an  inheritance  this. 


TIEV8    OF    FAITH. 

Whbn  faith  witii  strong,  unclouded  eyes. 
Surveys  the  glories  of  the  skies, 
The  soul  enraptured  longs  to  soar, 
And  there  rejoice  forevermore. 
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The  prospect  bright  unyeik  the  woe 
That,  half  concealed,  abounds  below, 
And  like  the  stars  before  the  son, 
So  all  the  joys  of  earth  are  gone. 

More  glorious  still  the  view  appears, 
And  now  the  happy  spirit  hears 
The  rapt'rous  echoes  of  the  song, 
That  bursts  from  all  the  heavenly  throng. 

The  gracious  Sariour  from  above 
Sheds  sweet  influence  of  His  love. 
Yea,  more,  descends  Blmself  to  bless 
The  soul  that  trusts  His  righteousness. 

The  vision  blest  is  soon  concealed, 
A  foretaste  only  ]b  revealed ; 
*Tia  all  that  mortals  here  can  know^ 
And  still  submit  t^  dwell  below. 


^*f*^*0*0*^»^^m^'^'t^^^^>^>^^ 


b£b88Bd  are  tie  dead. 

&>▼.  14 :  13. 

Blbst,  thrice  blest,  are  all  the  dead^ 
Who  have  trusted  in  the  Lord, 
Passing  from  a  dying  bed 
To'  an  infinite  reward. 

Yea,  the  Spirit  saitfa  they're  blest, 
In  the  New- Jerusalem ; 
From  their  labors  now  they  rest. 
And  their  works  do  follow  them. 
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Precious  works  of  fidtb  and  loye, 
Wrought  through  grace  for  Christ  Hieir  King, 
Now  thej  see  His  face  above. 
And  Bis  praise  in  glory  sing. 

Sweet  they  rest,  in  Jesus'  arms, 
From  their  painful  toils  below,       ^ 
And  enraptured  with  EGb  charms, 
Heed  no  more  their  former  woe. 

When  shall  I  their  praises  join, 
When  their  glowing  rf^tures  share  : 
Quickly  come,  my  Lord  divine, 
To  thy  courts  my  spirit  bear. 


IHAIL    I    IE    IR    lEATER. 

0  shall  I  be  there, 

The  rapture  to  share, 
Where  multitudes  join  in  the  song ! 

Nor  more  feel  alone. 

Approaching' the  throne. 
Where  lonely  IVe  worshipped  so  long. 

So  soon  shall  I  meet, 

In  transports  so  sweet. 
All  whom  I  have  best  loved  below, 

And  in  their  embrace, 

Forget  every  trace. 
Of  solitude,  nn,  and  of  woe. 
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While  JesoB  our  King 

Enraptured  we  mng, 
And  triumph,  and  lowly  adore ; 

0  shall  one  like  me, 

In  that  circle  be, 
To  stay  and  rejoice  eyeimore  I 

Shall  I  haye  a  crown 
With  joy  to  cast  down 

Before  my  dear  Saviour  and  Lord ! 
What  wonder  to  see, 
Qrace  granted  to  me, 

The  grace  of  a  bomidlesB  reward. 


lEATER  TIB  REFUSE. 

Whsrb  should  the  troubled  spirit  go, 
When  sorrow  in  increaong  flow 
Sweeps  off  and  drowns  its  hopes  below  ? 
Where  but  to  heayen ! 

When  earth  has  cast  her  autumn  leaf, 
From  wintry  winds  of  piercing  grief, 
Can  tempest-beaten  souls  relief 
find  this  side  heayen  ? 

When  manhood's  hopes,  that  promised  fSur, 
Haye  yamshed  into  empty  air. 
Escapes  the  sick'ning  soul  despair. 
Except  m  heayen  ? 
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All  yes,  "wlieii  gkming  lore  and  seal 
Are  spent  on  hearts  of  fimen  stod, 
Nor  gains  the  tearfhl  iraon  appeal 
The  ear  of  Heaven ; 

What  bafan  on  earth  can  heal  the  heart 
Pierced,  croshed  and  broke  in  erery  paii ! 
Ahy  nought  can  soothe  wridiing  smart-^ 
Bat  Christand  heaven. 

Eternal  praise  to-Ood  be  {pven, 
Though  here  by  stonns  of  tnmble  driven. 
And  every  hope  and  comfort  riven, — 
There  is  a  heaven. 


lEATER    IIIIIBBRBD. 

When  love  divine  inth  fteble  flame 
But  half  iUmnes  Hie  heart, 

And  coldly  falk  the  Saviour's  name, 
Which  raptures  should  impart, — 

How  sweet  in  this  our  low  ecrt»te. 

To  think  what  joys  in  heaven  await. 

0  how  ineflhble  the  glow 

Of  every  spirit  there  ; 
When,  Lord,  shall  I  that  ardor  know, 

That  blissful  ^ry  share : 
My  fkinting  soul  would  flee  away 
From  this  dull  load  of  mortal  clay. 
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When  nn  creeps  in  upon  the  soul, 

Polluting  mih  its  breaih| 
As  Satan  into  Eden  stole. 

And  ruin  brought  and  death ; 
0  how  the  spirit  fighting  flies 
To  gain  the  ^te  of  paradise. 

Immortal  holiness  there  reigns. 
There  sin  can  never  come, 

And  gloiy  in  eternal  strains 

Swells  through  mj  heayenly  home  : 

When,  0  when  shall  I  be  there. 

The  humblest  note  of  bliss  to  bear. 


TIIHIINfi    OF    lEiTEH. 

I  love  to  think  of  heaven, 

It  soothes  mj  troubled  soul. 
The  waves  on  which  I'm  driven 
Win  not  forever  roll ; 
0  no ;  the  coast  of  glory  see ! 
There  peace  and  rapture  wait  for  me. 

Let  winds  of  dark  despair 

From  earth  in  tempests  blow. 
And  legions  fill  the  air 
From  gloomy  realms  below ; 
The  happier  shall  I  hail  the  shore. 
These  transient  woes  forever  o'er. 
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Dear  Saivioar,  0  how  sweet 
Immortal  kre's  embrace. 
When  in  thy  form  I  meet. 
And  see  thee  face  to  fiioe : 
0  rapture,  gloiy,  bliss  divine  I 
When  will  the  bomidless  joj  be  mine. 

With  rapt  and  tireless  gaze 

Thy  glories  to  behold, 
And  hymn  thy  matchless  praise 
To  harps  of  heavenly  gold ; 
Can  mortal  or  angelic  powers 
Conceive  what  transports  will  be  ours. 


^N^^^«MM^#^^«^^#^#*^a^i^k^ 


KB8EKTED  6L0KT. 

Mt  soul  is  struck  with  awe  to  see 

The  glory  in  reserve, 
And  trembling  asks— all  this  for  me  ? 

Who  oiher  &te  deserve ! 

SbaD  one  unworthy  vile  as  I 
Be  heaven's  eternal  heir  ? 

Possess  the  glories  of  the  sky? 
Tet  merit  black  despair ! 

*TiB  not  your  works  of  rij^teousness^ 

A  heavenly  voice  replies. 
That  crown  with  endless  happness,— * 

For  yon  a  Saviour  dies.  . 
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« 

The  purohafle  of  His  blood,  HiB  love, 

So  deari  is  fredj  ^yeiii 
Believer,  lift  your  eyes  aboye, 

Christ  10  your  li^t  to  heayen. 


^A^^t^^^^^^V^^^^W^^ 


TI8I0H    OF    BLISS. 

MsTHOUQHT  it  was  the  ocean's  roar. 
Such  ihund'ring  echoes  rang ! 

But  notes  like  these  ne'er  heard  beforei 
A  moment  rapt  I  hmig. 

When  heavenly  harmony  overcame 

My  soul  with  sound  of  Jesus'  name. 

I  longed  yet  trembled  to  advance 
Where  light  and  mu£dc  poured, 

And  falling  in  extatic  trance, 
Bereft  of  sense  adored : 

Unable  to  cast  off  this  clay. 

Or  bear  it  back  to  earth  away. 

My  hand  had  cau^t  a  harp  of  gold 
Just  on  the  verge  of  heaven, 

While  on  my  feet  a  mag^c  hold 
To  earthly.powers  were  given  ; 

And  there  my  soul  enraptured  dung. 

Bewildered  in  the  joy  iiiat  rung. 

I  touched  tiie  cords  with  <duldMke  hand, 
What  transport  thrilled  my  soul ! 
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When  anthems  from  the  heayenljr  band 

More  high,  immortal  roll ; 
Borne  on  a  flood  of  harmonji 
Blest  being  only  left  to  me. 

Mj  spirit  seemed  disaolyed  in  praise. 

Saw  nought  but  Deitj, 
And  floating  in  His  blissful  rays, 

Beheld  Him  smile  on  me : 
Too  blest,  too  bright,  for  one  still  bouud 
To  this  low,  chilling,  darksome  ground  I 

The  body  held  in  g^mt  arms 

My  soul  that  strove  to  soar, 
But  loyelier  grew  the  heavenly  charms, 

Till  I  could  gaze  no  more  ; 
Celestial  sleep  closed  up  my  eyes, 
And  bore  me  from  the  blisstful  sides. 

0  earth !  thou  world  of  gloom  and  woe ! 

Accursed  realm  of  sin ! 
Where  waves  of  rank  pollution  flow ! 

And  swells  infernal  din ! 
Must  I  still  tread  thy  dust  of  death ! 
And  feed  on  thy  infected  breath ! 

0  let  me  go  !  I  cannot  stay ! 

Take  all  thou  call'st  thine  own !  % 

Content  with  this  thy  kindred  clay  I 

Let  me  approach  the  throne ; 
0  heaven !  0  harmony  and  love ! 
0  God,  my  all,  take  me  above ! 
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lKIflITNB88    OF    ISiTSH. 

I 

When  from  this  spot  of  changing  shade. 
Where  cares  in  varied  circles  ran, 
The  world  of  glory  is  surveyed, 
It  dazzles  like  the  noonday  sun« 

The  eye  of  faith,  too  weak  to  bear 
The  glowing  beams  of  heavenly  li^t, 
A  trembling  glance  can  only  dare. 
On  so  ine£Garble  a  sight. 

The  shades  of  earth  relieve  the  pain 
Of  mortal  powers  by  glory  tired^ 
And  thns  complacency  obtain, 
Till  more  than  heaven  are  oft  admiredl 

But  let  the  spirit  pass  the  rays, 
And  reach  the  orb  of  glory  bright. 
The  dread,  intolerable  blaze 
Is  changed  tomildness  and  delight. 

The  soul  seems  in  her  native  sphere. 
Nor  thinks  of  other  realm  than  this,. 
Perfected  love  expels  her  fear. 
She  glories  in  immortal  bliss. 

Point  out  the  downward  dark'xung  road 
That  leads  to  earth,  to  woe  and  care, 
And  bid  her  seek  her  old  abode, 
And  she  is  whelmed  in  deep  despair. 
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,8H0DT8    IH    &LOIT. 

0  they  are  shouSng,  rapturous  shouting. 
Around  our  Redeemer's  glorious  Uirone  I 
While  we  Christians  are  trembling  and  doubting 
If  He  at  length  our  poor  spirits  will  own. 

Away  our  fears  our  doubts  and  our  sadness. 
Mount  up  our  souls  on  the  wingis  of  His  loye. 
Leaving  our  sorrow,  rising  in  gladness, 
Share  in  the  anthems  and  raptures  above. 

Why  should  angels  surpass  us  in  praises, 
Bansomed  from  ruin  by  Jesus  their  Lord, 
Whom  His  grace  and  omnipotence  raises 
To  share  with  them  in  an  equal  reward. 

Shall  blest  saints  gone  before  us  to  glory. 
Our  kindred  and  friends,  so  dear  to  our  heart, 
Transported  sing  redemption'si  glad  story. 
Nor  we  in  th*  anthem  and  joy  bear  a  part. 

Rise,  souls  of  flame,  in  purest  devotion, 
Mingle  and  worship  with  spirits  above, 
Can  ye  rest  void  of  heavenly  emotion. 
Bought  and  pervaded  by  infinite  love. 
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IBATEN    ANTICIPATED. 

The  daj  of  sweet  release 
From  ey'ry  care  and  fear, 
The  day  of  joy  and  peace, 
With  hasty  speed  draws  near. 

The  passions  I  detest, 
Of  diverse  power  and  name, 
Be  banished  from  my  breast, 
Nor  more  cause  woe  or  shame. 

The  tempter  ne'er  again 
My  spirit  shall  assail, 
His  art  and  force  be  vain, 
For  heaven  he  cannot  scale. 

0  there  how  blest  to  be, 
With  spirits  perfect,  pnre, 
And  praise  the  Deity, 
While  endless  years  endnre. 

What  friends  I  there  shall  meet ! 
And  0  what  mutaal  love. 
In  sympathy  so  sweet. 
Will  gladden  us  above. 

While  we  as  one  adore 
Before  our  Saviour's  face. 
What  transport  can  be  more 
Than  His  divine  embrace. 
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UIKIOWI    BLISS    ABeTB. 

When  one  reared  in  some  dusky  mine, 

Deep  in  the  hollowed  ground. 
Where  glimm'ring  lanterns  dimlj  shine 

Upon  the  darkness  round. 
Is  brought  to  hail  the  cloudless  skies, 
What  rapt  emotions  in  him  rise. 

The  stars  how  bright,  the  moon  how  fiur, 
What  steady  course  they  run ! 

But,  oh !  what  eye  the  light  can  bear 
And  glory  of  the  sun ! 

In  wonder  and  delight  he  stands, 

Enraptured  waving  high  his  hands. 

So  when  a  soul  escaped  on  hi^ 
From  this  low  world  of  gloom. 

And  scenes  celestial  fill  its  eye. 
All  brightness  and  all  bloom, 

Through  all  its  powers  what  raptures  swell. 

Nor  man  nor  angel's  tongue  can  tell. 

^TiB  brightness,  bliss  and  love  divine, 

*TiB  glory  in  the  Lord  ! — 
Shall  all  this  joy  so  soon  be  mine, 

Tins  infinite  reward ! 
My  God,  I  tremble  to  conceive 
What  joys  await  those  who  believe. 
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GItlBTIAI'S    LAST    SAGKAIBIT. 

A  Christian  at  the  laored  board 

Sat  with  a  tearful  look, 
Bjb  inmost  soul  his  Lord  adored, 

While  one  the  emblems  broke. 

Wb  head  reclines  upon  his  hand 

To  soreen  a  gath'ring  tear. 
Emotions  he  can  scarce  command 

In  every  look  appear. 

His  soul  has  traced  to  Calvary 
His  Saviour  and  his  King  :— 

And  dies  the  son  of  God  for  me, 
In  shame  and  sufEering  I 

He  looks  above  ;  his  Lord  appears 

In  radiant  glories  bright, 
Joy  strangely  mingles  with  his  tea^rg. 

And  £Eulth  seems  changed  to  oght. 

When  they  again  with  love  sonouBd 

The  sacramental  board. 
That  pious  brother  was  not  found, 

For  He  was  with  his  Lord. 
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lOTI    Tt    801. 


FsAUi  73:  2SL 


Whom  have  I  in  kearen  bat  thee  ? 
Whom  or  what  on  earth  desire  ? 
Onlj  thee !  my  God,  to  thee 
Doih  mj  longing  heart  aspire. 

What  in  heaven  can  fill  the  soni 
With  unfading,  bonndless  bliss  ? 
Search  the  earth  firom  jxde  to  pole, 
None  but  Qod  can  grant  me  this. 

Seraphs  and  the  saints  above 
Maj  exhaust  their  sympathy, 
Earthly  weal  and  fondest  love 
All  combined  be  showered  on  me ; 

Bat  if  God,  my  all  in  all, 
Bar  me  from  His  loved  embrace, 
Down  to  darkness,  woe,  I  fall. 
And  despair's  my  dwelling  place. 

Whom  ?  ah,  none !  have  I  bat  thee, 
None  my  spirit  fills  and  charms, 
Lord  and  Saviour,  smile  on  me, 
Best  me  ever  in  thine  arms. 
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TIB    LOKD    18    THESE. 

Ezxx.  48 :  36. 

Happy  city,  great  and  fair, 
Named  of  Heaven — The  Lord  is  there ! 
May  I  ia  thy  walls  appear, 
Thoagh  a  stranger  still  held  dear. 

Let  me  at  thy  temple  gate, 
With  my  thankful  off'ring  wait ; 
Let  me  share  the  grace  that  flows, 
Healing  wrongs,  removing  woes. 

Happy  they  whose  home  is  where 
Evermore  the  Lord  is  there  ; 
Happy  thrice  who  ever  see 
And  adore  the  Deity. 

Haste  the  work,  0  God  of  grace, 
Build  this  city  in  its  place  ; 
Bid  the  healing  waters  rise. 
Blessing  all  beneath  the  skies. 

Long  in  desolation  laid, 
Be  the  land  with  hosts  arrayed, 
Who  with  gladness  shall  repair 
To  the  place — The  Lord  is  there. 
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Tllll    WIPIB    IWIT! 

Rsv.21:4. 

Iir  tliat  wofU  of  bGflB  oo  U^ 
Crod  shall  wipe  firom  ereiy  eye 
An  the  briny  dew  which  here 
Gathered  in  the  bitter  tear. 

Death  itwlf  ahall  be  no  more. 
Pain  and  crying  all  be  o*er, 
For  the  ilk  of  mortal  clay 
Th^re  forerw  paaa  away. 

Nought  than  yex  the  hdy  mind. 
Or  its  body  now  refined 
From  the  droes  of  earthly  tfaingjB^— 
Fnmiahed  with  seraphic  wing^ 

0  what  rapture  waits  the  hoar 
When  eternal  love  and  power 
Shan  combine  to  ^ye  ns  rest, — 
Make  ns  infinitely  blest. 


COIB    iWAT. 

Caht.  2 :  10—13. 

Hear  the  gracious  Saviotir  say. 
Rise,  my  love,  and  come  away 
To  the  realms  of  endless  day,^- 
In  my  bosom  rest. 
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Eartih's  stem  winter  now  is  o'er, 
Life's  cold  tempests  beat  no  m orSi 
Hasten  to  this  happy  shore, — 
Be  forever  blest. 

Lo,  immortal  flowers  bloom, 
Far  beyond  the  wintry  tomb, 
Here,  my  love,  for  thee  is  room, — 
Haste,  0  haste  away. 

Songs  of  rapture  fill  the  sky, — 
Glory,  praise  to  God  Most  High, 
Love,  thy  hsurp  in  rapture  try 
To  a  heavenly  lay. 

See  the  blissful  landscape  shine, 
Decked  with  flowers  and  fiiuts  divine. 
Come,  my  love,  and  msike  them  thine. 
Why,  0  why  delay. 

Will  not  endless  joys  above 
All  thy  sacred  passions  move  ? 
Full,  divine,  eternal  love  ? 
Come,  0  come  away ! 


FOIBTBI    BLB88BD. 

Hit.  7 :  16. 

Thet  shall  hunger  no  more. 

They  shall  thirst  never  more, 

Li  that  re^on  of  perfect  delight ; 
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Bat  iiBiuurlAliii  joj 
Which  no  want  can  alloj 
And  DO  weaknesB  e'er  touch  iriHi  %  lUi^iL 


Kerer  more  wriihiiig  pun 

From  these  caiues  again 
Shan  their  natures  with  aogoish  aasail ; 

No  more  fainting  and  death 

From  a  parched  fiumshed  breath 
Shall  e'er  seize  on  their  sonls  with  a  mSL 

No  more  appetite  vile 

Shall  their  spirits  begoile. 
And  poDute  them  with  brutal  excess ; 

No  more  lothing  and  shame, 

No  more  grading  and  blame 
From  that  scarce  mar  their  pore  happiness. 

When  shall  want  all  be  o'er, 

And  I  hanger  no  more, 
No,  not  even  for  heaven's  zi^teousness ; 

Bat  there  filled,  satisfied, 

In  bright  gloi^  abide. 
To  behold  and  be  like  Him  I  bless. 


CHAPTER     XII. 


THEMES    RELATING    TO     GOD    AND     THE 
PEESONS   OF   THE   DIVINE    TRINITY. 


PIATEt    TO    TIB    SPItlT. 

0  come,  Holy  Spirit,  and  bring 
Salvation  to  perishing  souls ; 
Death  pierces  them  through  with  his  sting, 
Wrath  sweeping  awaj  o*er  them  rolls. 

0  waken  the  slumbering  saints, 
In  faith  and  with  fervor  to  pray ; 
Let  weak  ones  forget  their  complaints, 
The  wayward  thy  precepts  obey. 

Convince  the  impenitent  heart 
Of  sin  and  of  judgment  to  come ; 
Thy  graces  and  joys  then  impart. 
To  guide  the  meek  penitent  home. 

0  visit  the  thoughtless  and  gay, 
The  hardened,  the  stupid,  the  vile ; 
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Thy  power  ifani^ty  display. 
On  SSoQ  beloved  now  smile. 

O  when  shall  the  young  conyeri's  song 
Break  sweetly  and  load  on  our' ear ; 
O  oome,  Holy  Spirit,  how  long 
Ere  thy  triumphs  of  grace  shall  appear. 


^^^^^^^^*^^^^mt^**^t»^^m» 


THE    BPItIT    IIPLOKED. 

Holt  Spirit,  come  and  bless  me 
With  the  comforts  of  thy  grace, 

Let  not  sin  or  care  distress  me. 
Lonely  in  this  tiresome  place. 

Worldly  joys  are  poor  and  fleeting, 
Nor  abundant  with  me  here, 

Li  the  blest  and'sacred  meeting, 
I,  alas,  cannnot  appear. 

Wilt  thou  leave  me  then  in  sadness  ? 

For  the  joys  of  heaven  to  mourn ; 
Come,  0  fill  my  soul  with  gladness, 

Blessed  Comforter,  return.     ~ 

Let  me  join  the  adoration 
Of  the  happy  hosts  above ; 

Jesus  praise,  and  sing  salvation, 
Glory  in  His  boundless  love. 
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SALTATION     IMPLORED. 

0  Spirit  almighty,  divine, 
Descend  on  our  perishing  race, 
In  beams  of  salvation  now  shine, 
And  flow  forth  in  rivers  of  grace. 

Thy  breath  giveth  being  to  all, 
Thy  presence  this  being  sustains, 
0  hear  then,  thy  poor  creature's  call. 
In  mercy  regarding  their  pains. 

True  all  are  unwortiiy  and  vile, 
Deserving  thy  heaviest  rod, 
But  in  kind  compassion  0  smile, 
Forpve  thine  own  creatures,  our  God. 

Almighty  to  form  and  create, 
Exert  the  same  power  to  renew  ; 
0  pity,  and  save  from  the  fate 
We  humbly  acknowledge  our  due. 

• 

Remember  what  ages  are  past 
Of  sorrow,  transgression  and  woe  ; 
Great  Spirit,  0  be  this  the  last ! 
0  come  and  reclaim  all  below. 

Let  righteousness,  peace,  joy  and  love 
Encircle  our  earth  like  the  air. 
And  grace,  still  our  passport  above, 
Bear  age  aflier  age  safely  there. 

45 
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CHRI8TIAS    ITHN. 

While  celestial  anthems  ring 
O'er  the  plains  of  Bethlehem, 
Wake,  my  soul,  with  seraphs  ong. 
Catch  the  fire  that  bums  in  them. 

While  the  shepherds,  filled  with  joy. 
Shout  aloud  the  Infant's  praise  ; 
Soul,  thy  sweetest  notes  employ. 
Songs  of  grateful  triumph  raise. 

While  the  Eastern  Sages  bring 
Gold  and  incense  and  adore  ; 
Soul,  hast  thou  no  offering  ? 
Il'one  than  thee  indebted  more. 

Deepest  sunk  in  woe  profound 
Of  thy  lost  and  sinful  race  ; 
On  the  verge  of  ruin  found, — 
Saved  by  free  and  sovereign  grace. 

Gold  nor  incense  can  I  bring. 
Nor  the  costly  works  of  art. 
To  the  mfant  Saviour,  King, 
All  I  have,  I  give,— my  heart. 

His  my  strength,  my  trust,  my  love, 
His  the  labor  of  my  hands  ; 
His  on  earth,  and  His  above. 
While  His  throne  eternal  stands. 


581 


MEETIR8    JE8U8. 

Weasilt  ihe'desert  passing 

To  our  home  of  rest  above, 
Hunger,  thirst  and  foes  harassing^ — 

Sweet,  0  sweet  is  Jesus'  love  ! 
Meetibg  us  in  kindest  manner, 
Cheering  us  beneath  His  banner. 

Strength  and  hope,  when  almost  failing, 
Bj  EQs  presence  are  restored, 

Foes  80  fierce,  the  soul  assailing, 
Flee  before  our  coming  Lord ; 

His  table  in  this  wilderness 

Gives  foretaste  of  celestial  bliss. 

On  IBQs  bosom  blest  reclining. 
Fear  and  famine  fled  away. 

Heaven  revealed  and  round  us  shining, 
Here  we  linger,  here  would  stay ; 

So  painful  is  the  desert  waj 

Beset  with  savage  beasts  of  prey. 

Christ,  our  love  and  strength  renewing, 
Is  received  to  heaven  ag^un ; 

While  we  stand  in  wonder  viewing, 
Foes  assail  and  urge  amain, — 

The  fight,  the  march,  we  must  resume. 

Our  crown  is  still  beyond  the  tomb. 

Toils  and  dangers  us  awaiting, 
fields  of  conquest  to  be  won, 
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This  a  time  finr  hemtating  ? 

Christian  heroes,  nobly — on ! 
The  fearfbl,  nnbelieying,  flee, 
The  fiuthfol  win  the  yictoiy. 

See  the  crown  of  triamph  shining 
On  the  turrets  of  the  skies, 

Immortal  flowers  ronnd  it  twining, — 
This  and  heaven  the  victor's  prize : 

Glory,  praise,  with  acclamation. 

To  our  Captain  of  salvation. 


W^^^0^^^0t^^^^^^^ 


CHRIST'S    LOTS. 

The  love  of  Christ  shall  be  my  song 

While  I  sojourn  below  ; 
To  Him  my  praise  and  strength  belong, 

From  Him  my  blessings  flow. 

• 

His  love  shall  cheer  my  fainting  heart 
Through  toils  cuid  wand'rings  here ; 

His  love  triumphant  joys  impart, 
When  death  approaches  near. 

Tes,  through  the  floods  and  fires  of  wrath 

That  may  in  fury  frown 
Across,  along  my  destined  path, 

His  love  shall  bear  me  on. 
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T3jb  love  shall  bless  m j  dying  hoor^ 
And  bear  my  sonl  above, 

To  celebrate  His  grace  and  power, 
And  endless  sing  His  love. 


TIE    lOTE    0F    CIRI8T. 

The  love  of  Christ,  the  love  of  Christ, 
Sweet  rapture,  glory,  praise  ; 

Hosannas  dng,  sweet  incense  bring,  ^ 
Loud  alleluias  raise. 

Ye  seraphs  bright,  endowed  with  might. 
Sweep  rapturous  your  lyres ; 

Olory  proclum,  for  Jesus'  name, 
A  matchless  theme,  inspires. 

Ye  saints  above,  saved  through  ]Ss  love, 
Heaven's  new  song  joyful  sing ; 

Extol  IBQs  name  who  death  o'ercame. 
Praise,  pndse  our  Gtoi  and  Bang. 

0  when  shall  I  ascend  on  high. 

The  ocean  to  possess. 
Of  love  so  dear,  whose  few  drops  here 

Are  glory,  happiness. 

45* 
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80N0    AT    BETILEIBI. 

Hare,  what  thtmd'ring  chorufl  breaks 
On  the  solemn  ear  of  night ! 
Startled  nature  sudden  wakes, 
Half  in  rapture,  half  affright. 

Glory  in  celestial  strains 

Bursts  aloud  o'er  Bethlehem, 

Swells  along  her  favored  plains,  | 

Onward  toward  Jerusalem. 

Wake,  0  Son,  lo,  the  mom 
Prayed  and  waited  for  so  long, 
Gomes  at  length,  thy  King  is  bom ! 
Wake,  and  join  His  natal  song. 

Shout  hosannas,  haste  to  own 
And  receive  your  King  and  Lord ; 
Seat  Him  high  on  David's  throne, 
Endless  years  to  be  adored. 

Wake,  ye  Gentiles,  leave  the  vale. 
Cast  away  death's  gloomy  pall ; 
Come,  your  great  Deliverer  hail, 
Help  to  crown  Him  Lord  of  all ! 
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JE8U8. 

Jbsu8  !  JestLS !  0  the  name 
That  has  chaaed  away  my  fears  ; 
Help  me,  saints,  His  love  proclaim, 
Love  that  dried  my  bitter  tears. 

On  the  verge  of  black  despair, 
Trembling  and  o'erwhelmed  I  lay, 
Jesus !  0  He  fonnd  me  there, 
Bore  me  in  £Gs  arms  away. 

Lore  and  joy  my  bosom  swell, 

0  I  glory  in  His  grace ; 
Loving  kindness,  help  me  tell. 
Dearest  brethren,  help  me  praise. 

Wondering  sinners,  come  and  see, 
Come  to  Jesns  and  believe  ; 
Mercy  he  has  shown  to  me, 
Ghrace  ye  freely  shall  receive. 

Gome,  and  taste  His  love  divine. 
Falling  in  EQs  arms  adore ; 
Jesus  I  Jesus !  0  He's  mine, — 

1  am  His  forevermore. 
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TIB    BHULillTS'S    SSilCI. 

GAifT.  3 :  3. 

Hast  thou  seen  Him  ?  stranger,  say, 
Tell  me  if  He  passed  this  way ; 
Shall  I  soon  BQs  steps  overtake  ? 
Tell  me,  tell  me  for  His  sake. 


Whom  dost  thou  so  anxious  seek  ? 
Why  these  tears  npon  thy  cheek  ? 
Tell  me,  and  I  haste  with  thee, 
Him  to  find  thou  long'st  to  see. 

Dost  thou  not  my  Sayionr  know ! 
Furer  than  the  sons  below ! 
Sweetest,  brightest,  best  above, 
Him  I  seek  with  fervent  lore. 

Why  release  Him  from  thy  arms, 
Thus  enraptured  with  His  charms  7 
Where  was  wanting  constancy, 
That  He's  gone  so  long  from  thee  ? 

Wne  the  blame,  and  mine  the  pain, 
But  if  Him  I  find  again, 
Me  He  never  more  shall  leave. 
Never,  never  Him  Fll  grieve. 

Let  us  swift  His  steps  pursue, 
See  Bxm  there.  He  waits  for  you ! 
On  yon  hill  behold  Wm  stand. 
See  for  us  He  waves  £Bs  hand. 
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KEJOIGIHS    IN    GISI8T. 

Jesus  !  0  I  love  to  hear 
Praises  showered  xm  the  name ; 
Jesus  calms  the  sinner's  fear, 
lights  the  saint's  most  holy  flame. 

Jesns  cheers  the  weary  way 
Through  this  dang'rous  wilderness ; 
Jesus  hears  and  helps  us  pray, 
Pleads  for  us  His  righteousness. 

Jesus  leads  us  down  the  vale, 
Bears  us  safe  o'er  Jordan's  tide  ; 
Yes,  when  strength  and  spirit  fail, 
He  is  nearest  to  our  side. 

Jesus  bears  our  souls  above, 
Crowns  and  seats  us  on  His  throne  ; 
Jesus  !  0  proclaim  His  love. 
This  dear  Jesus  is  our  own. 


f^n^^^^^^^^^^^t^^^^^^s^t^ 


fiLOBT    TO    CHIIST. 

Eterkal  glory  be 

To  Christ  my  gracious  King, 
Who  sorrow  bore  and  died  for  me,- 

Ss  matchless  name  I  cdng. 


688 

Ere  jet  the  heayens  were  made. 

Or  angel  praise  ordained ; 
In  everlasting  light  arrayed, 

Supremely  blest  He  reigned. 

When  countless  worlds  appeared, 

At  His  creating  word, 
Their  hosts  with  holy  rev'rence  feared. 

And  worshipped  Him  their  Lord. 

HiS  boundless  goodness  drew 
Their  highest  love  and  praise, 

On  wings  of  Ught  with  joy  they  flew 
To  execute  His  ways. 

Yet  when  our  rebel  race 
Provoked  a  dreadful  doom, 

He  came,  0  what  amazing  grace, 
And  suffered  in  our  room. 


lORD    COMB    dUICIIT. 

Gome,  Lord  Jesus,  0  come  quicUy, 
On  celestial  pinions  haste ; 

All  our  efforts,  hopes  are  sickly,    * 
All  our  labored  plans  are  waste. 

Come,  Lord  Jesus,  in  thy  glory, 
Li  the  power  of  Ck>dhead  speed. 

Well  thou  know'st  our  hapless  story, 
And  our  day  of  desp'rate  need. 


Gome,  Lord  Jesus,  kasien^  hasten, 
See  the  world  in  ruin  lie ; 

Do  not  more  thy  people  chasten,-^ 
To  the  rescue,  Saviour,  fly. 


CHRISTMAS    ANTHEM. 

Rejoice,  0  ye  Christians,  salvation  proclaim, 
And  spread  through  the  nations  Immanuel's  name ; 
0  let  his  high  praises  resound  through  the  earth, 
lYhen  glad  ye  remember  the  day  of  His  birth. 

For  you  he  descended  from  glory  above, 
Assuming  your  likeness  in  infinite  love. 
The  Babe  in  the  manger  0  come  and  behold, 
Such  deep  condescension  can  never  be  told. 

Ye  friends  of  the  Saviour,  come,  bow  and  adore. 
Let  love  warmer  kindle  than  ever  before, 
Pour  forth  the  aifection  His  goodness  inspires, 
Uniting  your  pruses  with  heaven's  glowing  choirs. 

Ye  wandering  sinners,  return  and  be  blest, 
The  contrite  have  promise  of  pardon  and  rest, 
0  come  while  He's  waiting  to  answer  your  cry, 
Bow  down  now  and  worship  for  why  irill  ye  die  ? 

Our  Lord  and  our  Saviour,  returned  to  thy  throne. 
Look  down  in  thy  goodness,  our  anthems  to  own, 
Though  feeble  our  voices,  yet  do  not  despise, 
Now  thou  art  receiving  the  praise  of  the  skies* 
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CIBI8T    COHIISSIONINfi    HI8    DI8CIPLB8. 

With  love,  almost  o'ercome  by  awe, 

I  on  the  Sayionr  gase, 
While  He  procl&ons  His  final  law, — 

^  Spread  through  the  world  my  praise.' 

Omnipotence  He  calls  His  own, 

Doth  omnipresence  claim ; 
Then  mounts  to  His  eternal  throne, 

Whence  winged  with  love  He  came. 

A  Being  clothed  in  mortal  form 

Draws  forth  mj  soul  in  sight, 
A  voice  that  stills  the  ocean's  storm, 

Thrills  me  with  awed  delight. 

A  man  ?  an  angel  ?  God  alone 

Claims  attributes  like  those ; 
What  majesty  around  Him  thrown ! 

Who  this  blest  Being  knows  ? 

'Tis  God,  eternal,  infinite. 

In  human  flesh  revealed  ; 
'Tis  Godhead  strikes  my  feeble  sight. 

In  my  own  form  concealed. 

And  wherefore  thus  ?  to  ransom  me 

From  sin's  destructive  ways  ; 
My  Maker,  Saviour,  here  I  see. 

Let  me  adore  and  praise. 
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lOTE    Ta    CIBI8T. 

Whsn  dn's  enyenomed  sting  I  feel 

Left  rankling  in  mj  heart, 
When  conscience  scarce  will  let  me  kneel 

To  pray  the  bitter  smart 
By  blood  of  Jesns  may  be  healed, 
My  pardon  through  His  merits  sealed, 

How  dear  Ihen,  Lord,  thou  art. 

When  I  am  dumb.  He  intercedes 

That  justice  may  me  spare, 
ECs  death.  His  righteousness  He  pleads 

To  save  me  from  despair. 
Then  washes  out  the  guilty  stain^ 
And  promises  that  I  shall  reign 

With  Him  in  heaven  j(nnt-heir. 

And  should  I  not  my  Saviour  love  1 

Who  saves  me  day  by  day ; 
Grants  antepasts  of  joy  above. 

Though  I  so  often  stray ; 
I  must,  I  do,  I  will  adore, 
TSl  deathless  being  is  no  more,-^ 

Years  endless  pass  away. 

46 
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BACtilBNTAL    ITIR* 

Whilb  kneeling  at  the  wondrous  crossy 

Where  mj  Redeemer  dies. 
The  world  appears  the  vilest  dross 

To  mj  overflowing  ejes. 

Not  Eden's  bowers  could  tempt  me  hence, 
While  here  He  bleeds  for  me  ; 

The  flowing  stream  is  mj  defence 
From  endless  misery. 

With  nn  and  deaih  oppressed  I  come 

life,  pardon,  to  receive. 
While  He  in  love  dies  in  my  room, — 

Can  I  this  Saviour  leave  ? 

Can  grudge  to  watch  and  pray  as  long 

As  on  tiie  cross  He  hangs  ? 
Or  tears  to  pour  in  sorrow  strong, 

While  blood  falls  m  Bis  pangs  ? 

What  heart  so  hard  as  here  to  take 

Salvation  from  his  side, 
And  then  the  scene  with  haste  forsake 

For  earthly  joy  and  pride. 
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CIBHT'S    BB8URBECTI0H. 

Hail  ihe  mom  of  viotory! 
See  Him  rise  in  majesty, 

From  the  goaarded  tomb ; 
Hoy'ring  lemons,  from  on  high, 
Through  your  ranka  the  tidings  fly, 

Make  the  Conq'ror  ro(»n. 

Peal  heaven's  hi^est  minstreLsry, 
While  He  leads  captivity 

Ci^tive  in  his  train ; 
Shout,  ye  mighty  hosts  of  God, 
Ekdunng  through  space  abroad, 

Glories  of  Bis  reign. 


Through  the  deepest  piis  of  woe, 
Where  God's  curses  overflow, 

Through  deaUi's  gloomy  shade. 
He  has  sought  the  lost  and  saved 
Those  to  mn  and  hell  enslaved, — 

See  SSm  'now  arrayed : 

Olad  in  glories  increate,  * 

He  resumes  his  former  state 

On  th'  eternal  throne ; 
Hail  and  crown  Him  Lord  of  all, 
Saviour  from  the  &tal  fieJl, 

life  and  death  Hjs  own ! 
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Great  the  nu^ty  mystery. 
Godhead  in  the  flesh  to  see, 

Ga«e,  ye  angels,  gase ! 
Matchless  glory  in  His  love. 
On  His  earth  or  throne  aboye,- 

Let  creation  pndse. 


^W^i^^»MMi^S^«^»^i<<i^rf^^ 


SIGBIIBNTIL    TIOIFBITS. 

Comb  around  the  table  spread 

With  the  signs  of  love  divine, 
View  His  body  in  the  bread. 
See  His  blood  flow  in  the  wine ; 
Oome,  here  your  faith  and  strength  renew. 
With  Him  who  loyed,  who  died  for  you. 

Lay  each  carnal  thought  asdde. 

Hush  each  earthly  feeling  still, 
Let  thy  soul,  wi&  Christ  allied. 
Full  reflect  His  holy  will ; 
Let  purity  and  love  divine 
Through  all  thy  powers  in  lustre  shine. 

While  thou  seest  the  Saviour's  face. 

Think  upon  thy  tm  and  woe. 
Besting  in  His  kind  embrace, 
Let  repentant  sorrows  flow  ; 
Yet,  still  rejoice  in  His  dear  love. 
And  antedate  thy  joys  above. 
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Idft  thine  ejee^  my  raDSomed  soul. 
See  the  marriage  sapper  spread, 
Hear  mmumbered  yoices  roU 
Praises  on  thy  Sayiour's  head ; 
O  shall  I  dwell  among  them  there, 
My  Jesns'  bliss  and  glory  share ! 


0»V^^>^^»M^^»«*^^*»^»*^ 


CIRI8TIA8    PRAI8E. 

Hakp,  that  erst  with  prdses  rang. 
Wherefore  now  thy  cords  onstrong, 
Why  apon  the  willows  hung 
Through  this  joyful  day  ? 

'Tis  the  Saviour's  natal  mom, 
When  redemption's  self  was  bom 
To  a  sinful  race  forlom 

Doomed  as  Satan's  prey. 

While  thy  grateful  feelings  swell, 
Let  thy  harp  melodious  tell 
How  He  saved  thy  soul  from  hell 
By  His  birth  and  death. 

Heavenly  choirs  their  anthems  raise, 
Hymning  all  His  wondrous  ways. 
Wake,  my  spirit,  join  the  praise, 
While  He  gives  thee  breath. 

Where  He  leads  with  joy  pursue. 
Though  throi:^  thorns,  idth  heaven  in  view, 
Cheered  by  smiles  and  promise  true, 
1SS1  arrived  above ; 

46* 
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There  amid  a  ^orious  tlirong, 
Swell  redemption's  bliBsful  song, 
And  through  endless  years  prolong— 
Storj  of  His  loye. 


PALI    8UHDAT. 

Hear  the  shout !  hosannas  ring. 
Swelling  loud  o'er  Kedron's  vale, 

See  on  Olives'  brow  a  King, 
Who  o'er  all  will  soon  prevail, 

By  His  death  g»in  victory, 

Captive  lead  captivity. 

Meek  and  lowly  in  Qb  mein. 
Humblest  of  the  brutes  He  rides. 

Yet  such  glory  ne'er  was  seen 
At  coronal  where  pomp  presides, 

Meekness  veiling  Majesty, — 

Mortal  dust  Divinity. 

Lo  He  comes,  'tis  David's  Son ! 

David's  Lord  of  wondrous  name. 
His  people's  heart  is  fired  and  won, 

In  echoes  roll  their  loud  acclaim, 
Hosanna !  in  the  highest  be. 
To  Him  ordained  our  race  to  free  ! 

Strew  His  path  with  victor  palms. 
Cast  your  garment  in  SQs  way, 
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Sound  His  praise  in  heayenly  psafansj 

Hell  His  fiiithfal  ones  array 
Id  robes  and  crowns  of  parity, 
To  reign  with  Him  eternally. 


^^^^^^^^^0^^^^^ 


BlILIHO    FROI    8ITRHA    lOIBWllD. 

Spbbd  ns,  Sayiour,  o'er  the  sea. 
To  our  haven  safely  speed, 
0  my  Lord,  remember  me, 
Leave  me  not  in  time  of  need. 

Homeward  now  my  course  is  set. 
Homeward  toward  the  settixig  son, 
Ne'er  my  Saviour,  me  forget, 
Though  my  eastern  course  be  run. 

Guide  me  to  the  distant  West, 
Strengthen  and  sustain  me  there. 
Let  my  soul  in  thee  be  blest,— 
Grace  and  peace  and  &yor  share* 

0  my  Lord,  my  swelling  soul 
Buns  the  past  excited  o'er, 
Waves  of  feeling  on  me  roU, — 
Let  me  to  thy  bosom  soar. 

Li  thy  presence  let  me  dwell, 
Whereso'er  my  footsteps  roam. 
And  the  Spirit's  witness  tell. 
Heaven  is  my  approaching  home. 
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TIB    TRIHITT. 

With  deepest  awe  and  holy  fear, 
Th'  eternal  throne  approaching  near, 
Mj  Bonl  wonld  fain  ^e  Godhead  see. 
And  learn  a  part  of  Deity. 

Ere  yet  creative  power  began 
To  execute  its  boundless  plan, 
Beigned  blest,  through  void  infinity, 
The  awful,  glorious  One  in  Three. 

Eternal,  infinite,  and  one. 
The  sacred  Persons  filled  the  throne, 
And  highest  bliss  the  Godhead  knows, 
From  this  blest  unity  arose. 

In  essence,  glory,  will,  and  mij^t. 
One  and  equal,  robed  in  light, 
Eternal  converse,  boundless  joy. 
The  blessed  Trinity  employ. 

My  soul  with  fear  and  love  ad<»e, 

Here  place  thy  trust,  hence  rove  no  more, 

A  triune  God,  His  word  reveals, 

Faith,  hope,  and  love,  here  fix  your  seals. 
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IT8TERT    OF    PIOTIDBHCB. 

Thy  way,  0  Qod,  is  in  the  sea. 
Thy  footsteps  who  can  traee  ? 

Who  there  can  follow  Deity, 
To  8can  His  wrath  or  grace. 

He  walks  at  leisure  on  the  wind 
When  fierce  tornadoes  sweep, 

His  padi,  Yun  mortal,  canst  thou  find  ? 
Career  like  this  canst  keep  ? 

Each  moment  that  prolongs  thy  days, 

He's  present  everywhere ; 
Canst  thou  then  understand  His  ways  ? 

Presumptiotts  worm^  forbear ! 

Why  judgment  or  why  grace  is  ^ven, 

How  little  canst  thou  tell ! 
The  reasons  reach  as  high  a^  heayen, 

Descend  as  deep  as  hell ; 

Tes,  stretch  through  vast  eternity 
Which  none  but  God  can  span, 

Why  grasp  then  at  infinity  ? 
Vain,  feeble  insect,  man ! 

To  the  eternal  great  first  Cause, 

All  holy  and  all  wise, 
Shall  atoms  of  a  world  give  laws. 

And  teach  to  role  the  skies ! 
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ELIGTIOfl. 

Whbk  from  electaon's  glorioiis  band. 
That  hymned  th'  Eternal  lomid  His  tlirtmey 

Th'  apostate  angeb  by  His  hand 
Doim  headlong  to  tlie  pit  were  tfaroTniy— - 

Vain  infimt  of  a  day,  canst  tell 

Why  those  were  true,  why  these  rebel  ? 

Here,  Gkbriel  strikes  his  matchless  lyre, 
And  leads  the  chorus  of  the  skies ; 

There,  Satan  writhes  in  quenchless  fire, 
And  teaches  hell  new  blasphemies ; 

Yet  once  alike  in  realms  of  light, 

They  shone  and  sung  with  rapt  delight. 

Why  were  the  Patriarchs  ere  the  flood 

Selected  l^m  an  impious  race. 
While  thousands  left,  of  kindred  blood, 

Share  Satan's  crimes  and  dreadful  place  : 
Jehovah  these  in  mercy  chose. 
To  £dn  and  wrath  abandoned  those. 

The  father  of  the  fiuthfiil  heard, 
And  followed  at  th'  Almighty's  call ; 

So  all  the  righteous  at  His  word 
Obedient  at  His  footstool  fall ; 

His  soyereign  and  electing  grace 

Brings  them  with  joy  before  His  &ce. 

Weak  sinful  man,  wilt  thou^-antdgn 
The  infinite  almighirjr  God ! 
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Who  shall  of  BQb  decrees  oomplain 
Thftt  suffers  jasUj  by  Bjb  rod  ? 
Forbear ;  in  deep  hiumHty  adore, 
Since  thou  canst  know  and  do  no  more. 


*^^lA<V«AA^AAA^^^«« 


FIHITE    SPANS    NOT    INFINITY. 

Mt  amdons  spirit  long  was  tossed 

Upon  a  troubled  sea, 
And  wandered  o'er  the  waves  tiU  lost 

In  vast  infinity. 

The  coast  and  depth  I  fain  would  know, 
The  winds  and  currents  scan, 

But  trial  only  served  to  show 
!Ehe  folly  of  my  plan. 

I  fancied  'twas  a  litUe  sea, 

By  continents  embraced. 
But  soon  the  world  appeared  to  be 

A  rock  mid  boundless  waste. 

What  line  can  sound  infinity ! 

What  eye  its  coast  explore ! 
Great  God,  forgive  my  vanity, 

And  I  will  roam  no  more. 
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BITIHE    PIOTIBSHCS    II6IT 

A  holy,  wise,  almi^ty  Ood 

The  nnivene  c<miax>ls, 
BSs  goodnoBS,  His  ayen^ng  rod 

Beach  to  the  utmoet  poles. 

Te  choseif  people  of  Ws  bve. 
There's  nought  for  you  but  praise, 

Needs  He  your  aid,  or  hosts  aboye, 
To  yindicate  Bjs  ways  ? 

Though  His  decrees  are  all  unknown, 
Yet  know  they  all  are  just ; 

Bow  then  submisdye  at  His  throne,— 
Here  fix  your  loye  and  trust. 

Who  would  the  ways  of  God  trace  out, 
Not  less  than  God  should  be  ; 

Man  sure  must  sink  in  deepest  doubt 
Amid  infinity. 

Where  reyelation  leads  the  way 

Contented  there  pursue ; 
Ere  long  will  rise  a  brighter  day. 

And  ^ye  you  ampler  yiew« 
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TIB    WRATI    OF    IAN    SHALL    PRAISE    THBI. 

P&ALM  76 :  10. 

The  wrath  of  every  sinful  soul, 
0  God,  shall  still  exalt  thy  praise, 
Thou  wilt  the  rage  of  heU  control, 
And  rapture  out  of  ruin  raise. 

All  evil,  in  thy  vast  domains, 
For  final  good  shall  ever  slave. 
And  guilty  rebels,  in  their  chains, 
Enhance  thy  glory  while  they  rave. 

No  creature,  through  eternity, 
Can  ever  'scape  thy  Sovereign  will, 
AU  must  be  subject  still  to  thee, — 
In  love  or  hate  thy  plan  fulfil. 

Almighty  and  eternal  Lord, 
In  holy  fear  I  thee  adore, 
And  leaning  on  thy  gracious  word, 
WiU  fireely  serve  thee  evermore. 


ee    THT    WAT. 

Dait.  19 :  0  &  13. 

Seek  not  too  far  the  times  to  know 
That  God's  unfolding  plan  dis|^y ; 

47 
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Ws  Sgh  decrees  iheir  diadowB  AoWf 
But,  0  beloved,  "  Go  thy  way,'' 

The  word  He  giyes  is  under  seal, 
Let  faith  receive  it  and  obey  ; 
The  future  will  the  whole  reveal, 
But,  greatly  loved,  now  go  thy  way. 

If  nations  left  in  darkness  die 
Unblest  by  one  celestial  ray. 
What  gain  to  know  the  reason  why, 
In  this  brief  scene  ?  man,  go  thy  way* 

If  grace  in  copous  showers  descend, 
Till  nought  the  heavenly  flood  can  stay, 
And  chosen  hosts  adoring  bend, — 
Pained  for  the  cause  ?  0  go  thy  way ! 

Yes,  go  thy  way,  belov'd  of  Heaven, 
Thy  lot  thou  shalt  possess  that  day. 
And  know  why  such  decrees  were  ^ven. 
Till  then,  beloved,  go  thy  way. 


FRilSB    FOR    DITIHB    lEICT. 

Sweet,  sweet  were  the  songs  and  delightful  the  praise. 
Ere  mercy  appeared  to  the  armies  above  ; 
Jehovah  thrice  holy,  all  good  in  His  ways, 
Awakened  their  rapture,  their  fear  and  thdr  love. 
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But  when  the  lost  sinnw,  o'erwhelraed  in  despaor. 
Was  saved  from  perdition  by  mercj  divine. 
What  tongue  can  their  transport  and  wonder  declare. 
This  grace  every  other  seemed  then  to  outshine. 

Blest  mercy,  blest  mercy  their  anthems  extol^ 
Blest  mercy  that  pities,  that  ransoms  the  vile^ 
Restoring  the  guilty  from  ruinous  fall, 
And  shielding  the  C(Hikite  from  malice  and  guile. 

And  shall  a  poor  mortal  that  mercy  redeems, 
Forget  the  salvation  he  owes  to  this  grace  ? 
And  turn  from  the  mildness  of  glory  that  beams 
So  sweetly  through  mercy  in  Heaven's  snuHng  fiMse. 

O  come  let  us  worship,  bow  down  and  adore. 

We  sinners,  vile  sinners,  deserving  of  hell. 

We  pardoned  through  mercy,  can  (rodhead  do  more  ? 

And  kept  still  by  mercy  till  with  Him  we  dwelL 


Blest  mercy,  the  darling  of  earth  and  the  skies. 
Shall  swell  our  rapt  praises  while  being  endures. 
For  Christ,  Lord  of  mercy,  almighty,  all  wise, 
Our  blessings  of  mercy  forever  secures* 


IBICT'8    TI8IT. 

WHEif  prostrate  on  the  ground  I  lay, 
To  conscience  and  despair  a  prey. 
Then  mercy  came  to  wipe  my  tears, 
With  Jesus'  name  to  calm  my  fean. 
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Yes,  e*en  a  rebel  yile  aa  I, 
Sweet  mercy  passed  not  frowning  by. 
True,  at  my  awful  crimes  she  sd^ed. 
Then  smiling  said.  But  Christ  has  died. 

And  when  by  guilefiil  sin  deceived^ 
The  Holy  Spirit  I  have  grieyed, 
Has  weeping  mercy  o'er  me  yearned. 
Until  the  Comforter  retom^. 

How  great,  how  good,  mnst  mercy  be, 
To  pardon,  love,  a  wretch  like  me. 
May  mercy  still  my  steps  attend, 
Forever  my  companion,  friend. 


CIT    FOR    ISRCT. 

Mercy,  the  suflFerer's  cry, 
Mercy,  my  hope  and  my  plea. 
Never  thy  favor  deny, 
To  me,  poor  sinner,  to  me. 

Mercy,  my  guilt  wash  away. 
Make  me  as  pure  as  the  light ; 
Kmdly  my  Bpirit  array 
In  robes  of  unspotted  white. 

Cheer  me,  sweet  Mercy,  with  love. 
Tell  all  the  charms  of  ttiy  Lord, 
Bear  my  glad  spirit  above. 
To  share  His  gracious  reward. 
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Mercy  I  ihere  would  extol/ 
Mercy  that  saves  me  from  hell, 
While  low  adoring  I  fall, 
Trimnphs  of  mercy  would  tell. 


IBBCT    0F    eOI. 

Thb  Lord  rich  in  mercy  beholds 
Our  wandering,  perishing  race  ; 
He  pities  and  pardons  the  souls 
That  penitent  supplicate  grace* 

Mercy  that  prompted  to  yield 
His  Only  Begotten  to  (fie. 
Salvation  by  sacrifice  sealed, 
Will  He  that  sweet  mercy  deny* 

While  Justice  o'erwhelms  us  witii  awe^ 
And  drives  us  away  in  despair^ 
Kind  Mercy,  fulfilling  the  law, 
Bestores  us  His  £ftvor  to  share. 

Bjb  mercy  forever  endures^ 
All  glory  and  praise  to  His  name, 
Shall  siimers  this  mercy  secures. 
Deny  fellow-cnnners  the  same* 
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O0B    IS    LOTS. 

Jbhoyah  ia  a  Gh>d  of  lore, 
Thou^  justice  maris  His  ways, 

Blest  mercy  still  prevails  aboyci 
And  wakens  higher  praise. 

The  work  of  vengeance  strange  appears 
To  EBs  all  bounteous  hand  ; 

Mercy  smiles  through  suppliant  tean, 
And'saves  the  guilty  land. 

Late  and  reluctant  wrath  awakes, 

E'en  o'er  a  hardened  race. 
He  pities  when  a  soul  forsakes 

Th^  way  of  heavenly  grace. 

But  mercy  early  gains  her  plea. 
And  shows  the  trophy  won. 

Had  mercy  not  availed  for  me. 
My  soul  were  now  undone. 

Oome  ye  who  fain  would  mercy  share, 
Beceive  the  grace  of  Heaven, 

Of  mercy  let  no  soul  despair, 
When  one  like  me's  for^ven. 
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L08T    IH    8IH. 

Lost  in  a  dreadM  wild, 
How  glad  the  famished  child 

His  tender  mother's  accent  hears ; 
When  toil  and  fear  overcame,— 
She  calls  her  darling's  name, 

Wiih,  borstmg  heart  and  flowing  tears. 

He  nms  to  her  embrace, 
Joy  beams  in  either  face, — 

Twined  fondly  in  each  other's  arms. 
They  seek  their  happy  home, 
Whence  he  no  more  will  roam. 

To  suffer  and  to  cause  alarms. 

Thns  crushed  with  heavy  woes, 

Beset  with  fearful  foes, 
The  sinner  hears  sweet  Mercy's  call, 

As  through  this  desert  drear. 

She  seeks  the  wanderer. 
Mid  dreadful  ruins  of  the  fall. 

Stin  on  the  bended  knee, 
He  cries,  Is  hope  for  me  ? 

0  mercy,  haste  my  soul  to  saye  ! 
'Tis  grace  beyond  compare, 
A  wretch  like  me  to  spare, 

And  in  the  fount  of  life  to  laye. 


TIE    JDDBIIIT    IIIIKEB. 

IftA.  64:  1. 

0  that  tiioa  the  heayens  wouldst  rend, 
In  glory  and  in  might  desoend. 
That  every  height  may  melt  like  soxm^ 
And  at  thy  presence  sinkmg  floir . 

Ghreat  God,  our  vaiting,  longing  eyes 
Grow  dim  with  garang  in  the  skies, 
To  hail  thy  coming  firom  a&r, 
To  see  thine  arm  of  glory  bare. 

Why  lingers  thns  thy  chariot  ?    Lord, 
Haste  bring  thy  people  their  reward, 
The  bolted  heavens  in  zeal  unbar, 
Dash  firom  thy  pathway  every  star. 

The  nations  judge,  the  earth  redeem, 
And  glorify  tiiy  glorious  name ; 
Be  evil  banished  ne'er  again 
To  enter  with  its  dreadful  train. 

Jehovah,  good,  almighty,  wise, 
In  mercy  hear  our  bitter  cries ; 
Gome,  and  thy  saving  power  make  known. 
Here  place  thy  hi^  majestic  throne. 
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THB    DITIHE    WILL. 

My  thoughts  dwell  on  the  will  of  God, 
Why  should  I  draw  them  thence  ? 

The  golden  scepter,  iron  rod, 
Swayed  bj  Omnipotence, 

Delight  me  still,  and  still  tiiej  awe. 

With  Gospel  grace  and  thundering  law. 

I  loye  to  feel  me  in  the  hand 

The  universe  has  made, 
Archangels  formed, — ^whose  hi^  command 

Through  nature  is  obeyed ; 
0  yes,  I  love  to  feel  me  here. 
And  know  no  more  or  hope  or  fear. 

He  wiQ  not  cast  poor  me  away, 
And  what  can  pluck  me  henCe  ? 

Eternal  goodness  is  my  stay, 
Almighty  my  defence ; 

Till  death,  yes,  while  !EBs  throne  endures, 
grace  and  power  my  bliss  secures. 


Let  human  monsters  round  me  rise, 
And  fiends  of  darkness  rage, 

Let  gloomy  clouds  seal  up  the  skies, 
And  fears  with  foes  engage ; 

Am  I  a  child  of  dying  love  ? 

I  know  then  I  shdl  reign  above. 


The  irin  of  God,  so  good^ao  jiBt, 

May  often  ehislen  me ; 
Yet  flhaD  it  be  mj  joj,  mj  trosi, 

lliron^  an  eternity : 
Iknow  mj  God  eaanot  do  wroog. 
His  praise  nhaU  be  my  endkoB  soDg. 


BITIII    leTSIEIBHTT. 

Thb  a&gels  in  glory  unite 
To  hymn  God*8  omnipotent  reign^ 
And  breathe  forth  eztatic  delist, 
T^th  every  sweet  note  of  the  strain ; 
Where  grace  in  its  glory  displays 
The  beaaties  of  goodness  divine. 
Where  justice  in  terror  arrays 
Its  judgments  so  holy  condign, 

A  harmony  perfect  they  see, 
Benevolence  worthy  a  God, 
While  wisdom  and  power  agree 
In  mercy  or  stroke  of  His  rod. 
His  attribates  lighten  the  skies, 
Reflected  from  darkness  of  hell,— 
Too  bright  e'en  for  angelic  eyes. 
Their  glories  what  anthem  can  tell. 
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And  why  do  the  angels  adore  ? 
Why  goodness,  why  vengeance  extol  ? 
While  wonderfnl  ways  they  explore 
Of  Him  who  reigns  Grod  over  all  ? 
Such  glory  and  holiness  shinOi 
Snch  righteousness,  wisdom  and  mi^t, 
In  least  of  His  acts  all  oombine, 
They  thrill  with  seraphic  delist. 

0  were  we  as  holy  as  they, 
And  saw  in  the  light  of  the  sides 
How  perfect  on  earth  is  BSs  way 
In  scenes  that  pass  nnder  onr  eyes, 
Far  other  our  feelings  would  be, 
When  mercy  or  judgment  appears. 
With  His  our  own  will  would  agree, 
And  few  be  our  sorrowful  tears. 

Sut  error  and  darkness  pervert 
Our  views  of  divine  providence, 
Guilt  ever  its  woe  would  convert 
To  trouble  uncaused  by  ofifence ; 
Yet  still  He  in  holiness  reigns, 
And  glory  shines  through  all  His  ways, 
And  while  the  vile  manffr  complains, 
All  heaven  rings  again  with  His  praise. 
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lETIK    illll. 

I  tfaon^t  me  here  alone, 
XJncooscioos  heaved  a  n^ 
As  social  seasonfl  flown 
Paased  fancj's  eager  eje. 

But  while  mj  Bonl  was  thiilled 
With  visions  of  the  past, 
It  suddenly  was  filled 
With  iq)prehensions  vast : 

Alone?  forever  no! 
The  Infinite  is  here  ; 
And  wheresoever  I  go. 
He  than  my  form  more  near. 

A  friend  nnght  touch  my  hand, 
He  clasps  my  inmost  soul^ 
What  I  cannot  command, 
Obeys  His  just  control. 

Yes,  He  is  nearer  me 
Than  this  poor  mortal  clay, 
And  through  eternity 
From  Him  I  cannot  stray. 

And  who  can  tell  how  near 
The  choirs  of  glory  sing  ? 
Were  all  my  loved  ones  here, 
They  were  an  outer  ring. 
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PLEADIHH    WITH    SOD. 

Jsm.  13 :  1—7. 

All-righteous  art  thou,  0  my  God, 
What  time  I  plead  with  thee ; 

Yet  let  me  talk  of  thy  dread  rod, 
And  answer  gracionslj. 

Why  prosper  they  who  spurn  thy  law  ? 

Why  happy  treacherous  ones  ? 
Their  blessings  e'en  from  thee  they  draw, 

like  well  beloved  sons. 

Thou  plantedst  them  a  tree  so  fair. 
Yea,  deep  they  cast  their  roots  ; 

Ah,  why  does  holy  justice  spare — 
To  yield  such  bitter  fruits. 

Thy  name  familiar  on  their  tongue^ 
But  far  from  thee  their  heart ; 

Should  not  such  souls  with  woe  be  wrung,- 
Transfixed  with  sorrow's  dart  ? 

Thou  knowest  me,  my  blessed  Lord, 
My  heart  thou  long  hast  tried  ; 

For  truth,  I  pray  thou  wouldst  award 
Destruction  to  their  pride. 

No  keen  revenge,  no  private  hate. 

Inspires  this  awful  prayer  ; 
I  would  avert  the  country's  fate, — 

My  God,  the  nation  spare  ! 
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Sehold  the  land  a  desert  wild. 
Both  beast  and  bird  have  fled. 

Because  bj  h<»Tid  crimes  defiled, — 
Why  has  not  justice  sped ! 

Thou  great  Jehovah,  condescend 

That  I  may  talk  with  thee  ; 
Why  lingers  yet  the  sinner^a  end  ? 

To  cause  such  miseiy. 

Why  not  as  with,  a  flood  <^  fire 

All  wickedness  consume  ? 
GHien  peace  and  righteousness  inspire^ 

Bestoriing  Eden's  bloom  ? — 

Judge  not  with  blind  and  fiery  zeal, 

Servant  of  God  Most  High  ; 
Leave  to  my  hand  the  awful  seal 

That  dooms  the  wretch  to  die. 

But  where  thy  strength  and  patience  fled  ? 

Canst  thou  not  this  endure  ? 
Think  what  I've  borne  firom  rebels  dead, — 

Still  bear,  though  holy,  pure. 

But  see,  stem  justice  smites  the  land, 

As  holy  wisdom  guides  ; 
Not  fitful  like  a  mortal  hand, — 

'Tis  God  tiiieir  lot  divides. 

The  dear  beloved  of  my  soul 

For  sin  incurs  the  rod. 
No  partial  feelings  e'er  control 

The  providence  of  God. 
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<TIB    lOlD    KEI9HBTI.' 

Thbouohoitt  the  world  Jehovah  reigns, 
And  o'er  the  soda  of  war  and  pride 
His  righteous  sovereignty  maintains, 
And  dashes  oft  their  jlans  aside« 

If  they  to  ravage  earth  combine. 
To  fill  the  air  with  widows'  wails, 
He  breaks  the  sword  by  power  divine, 
And  all  their  boasted  valor  fails. 

When  fidnfiil  nations  wish  for  peace, 
And  dread  the  horrid  front  of  war ; 
Their  hopes  and  pleasures  sudden  cease, 
The  battle  comes  and  sweeps  afar. 

Then  rage  the  hurricanes  of  strife. 
And  blood  and  tears  in  torrents  flow. 
Till  those  still  left  choose  death  than  life. 
And  seek  the  grave  to  'scape  from  woe. 

Ood  will  be  known  and  feared  on  earth, 
Or  by  His  grace  or  wrath  divine, 
Thou^  blinded  man  in  impious  mirth 
Declare — The  will  the  work  is  mine. 
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APPEAL    TO    BOD. 

Eternal,  Infinite,  Self-blest, 

With  attributes  divine, 
0  canst  thou  condescend  to  test 

So  low  a  state  as  mine  ? 

Ahnightj,  canst  thou  truly  know 

Such  weaikness  as  I  feel  ? 
All-holy — estimate  the  woe 

Of  sins  I  don't  conceal  ? 

Self-source  of  life  and  endless  bliss, 
How  canst  thou  know  the  pangs 

Of  such  a  mortal  frame  as  this  ? — 
Forever  on  death's  fangs. 

Exalted  o'er  temptation  far, 
Beyond  all  doubt  or  shade, 

0  canst  thou  know  what  trials  are  ? 
The  sorceries  arrayed 

To  lure,  beguile,  to  vex,  torment. 
The  hapless,  human  soul ! 

Its  passions  mad  on  ruin  bent. 
Though  conscience's  thunders  roll. 

Yes,  blessed  God,  thou  knowest  it  all. 
And  righteous  are  thy  ways  ; 

The  sinning  ofipring  of  the  fall 
Should  but  repent  and  praise. 
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Yet  look,  I  pray,  in  mercy  down 

Upon  ihy  creature  yile  ! 
0  cleanse  this  guilt,  and  change  thy  frown 

To  mercy's  saving  smile. 


FUST    COICBBT    OF    TIB    TUB. 

0  God,  behold  thy  children  kneel 

In  every  land  to-day ; 
United  in  their  warm  appeal, 

They  fast  and  weep  and  pray. 

Not  for  onr  sakes  bat  for  thine  own 

We  supplicate  thy  grace, 
Besieging  thy  almighty  throne 

For  mercy  on  our  race. 

We  are  but  yile,  we  only  plead 
What  Christ  our  Lord  has  done ; 

0  hear  us  in  this  time  of  need, 
For  merits  of  thy  Son. 

yTiSl  not  thy  name  be  glorified 

If  nations  turn  to  thee  7 
If  all  the  world  be  sanctified 

And  man  thy  glory  see. 
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TEACH    US    TO    PRAT. 

Eternal  Soyebeign,  Lord  of  all. 
Before  whom  angels  hmnbly  M^ 
How  shall  such  worms  as  we  appear 
Before  ikj  throne  of  holy  fear  ? 

What  posture  take  ?  what  words  prepare 
To  offer  to  our  God  in  prayer  ? 
So  vile,  unworthy,  lost  are  we, 
How  shall  we  speak  to  Deity ! 

Almighty  God,  turn  off  thine  eyes 
From  our  untold  iniqmties ; 
Behold  us  in  thy  blessed  Son, 
'Tis  ours  by  fSuth  all  He  has  done. 

Now  boldly  to  the  throne  of  grace 
We  come,  we  plead  for  all  our  race. 
But  chiefly  for  the  Church  below, 
Environed  round  with  sin  and  woe. 

Our  Saviour  God,  our  gracious  King, 
tEhine  is  the  cause  in  prayer  we  bring. 
No  glory  ours,  all  to  thy  name 
Let  heaven  and  earth  aloud  proclaim. 
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80TE1EISH    OIACE. 

Thou  Boyereign,  mdverBal  King 

Of  atoms  and  archangels  too. 
Whose  glories  saints  and  senq>hs  ong. 

Whose  will  the  proudest  rebels  do : 
Since  e'en  by  sin  thj  power  divine 
Makes  grace  and  glory  brighter  shine. 

Th J  holy  will  omnipotent 

Through  all  thy  vast  creation  reigns. 
Controlling  every  act,  event. 

Thy  sovereign  power  permits — ordains  : 
Not  Gabriel  more  obeys  thy  nod, 
Than  Satan  heeds  thy  dreadful  rod. 

Holy  and  just  are  thy  decrees, 
Thy  providence  is  good  and  wise. 

Though  here  descend  dread  destinies, 
There,  pardoned  souls  to  glory  rise : 

Jehovah,  sovereignty  is  thine. 

Who  questions  attributes  divine  ! 

If  thou  in  answer  to  our  prayer 
Best  rebel  nations  bring  to  praise. 

Or  leave  them  all  to  sin— despair. 
Still  just  and  holy  are  thy  ways ; 

This  we  shall  see,  and  then  proclaim 

Loud  alleluias  to  thy  Name. 
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609    IIVID    Til    WOIII. 

John  3  :  18. 

What  love  the  Father  moyed 

To  give  His  only  Son, 
What  depths  Messiah  proved 
To  save  a  world  undone  ; 
Love  for  the  lost,  the  vile,  such  love 
As  never  shone  in  reahns  above. 

The  Father  gave  to  die, 

The  Son  aec^ts  the  shame, 
That  man  may  mount  the  sky 
Through  faith  in  Jesus'  name ; 
What  wondrous  love,  what  grace  cKvine, 
Throughout  redemption  brightly  shine. 

Whoever  felt  for  foe 

Such  love  beycmd  compare ! 
Endured  such  bitter  woe 
A  rebel  worm  to  spare ! 
What  wonder  filled  the  stars  of  mom 
When  Christ,  Immanuel,  was  bom. 

His  birth,  EQs  life.  His  cross, 
Such  wondrous  love  display 
For  this  vile  world  of  dross. 
All  heaven  in  bright  array 
Might  till  the  judgment  silent  gaze, 
Ere  bursts  the  chorus  full  of  praise. 
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lEHOTAH    IIPLOIEB. 

Lord  of  all  space  and  time, 
Of  worlds  Creator,  King, 
Whose  sovereign  reign  sublime 
Controls  each  secret  spring 
That  moves  the  universe,  or  sways 
A  pensile  leaf  on  tiny  sprays. 

Thou  blest  eternal  One, 

On  thee  my  spirit  calls, 
By  sin  and  woe  undone. 
My  soul  in  ruin  falls. 
And  quaking  shrinks,  but  cannot  flee, 
0  omnipresent  God,  from  thee. 

But  Christ  our  nature  bore, 

And  suffered  io  atone, 
That  man  might  thee  adore 
In  rapture  near  thy  throne, 
0  let  me  come  and  share  the  rays 
That  light  the  temple  of  thy  praise. 

On  me  bestow  the  grace. 

So  infinite  and  free, 
That  lifts  our  fallen  race 
So  near  to  Deity, — 
Cast  off  my  nature  vile,  to  shine 
A  soul  renewed,  and  half  divine. 
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•    TIB    DEPTH. 

Rom.  11  :  33. 

0  depth  of  depth !  my  dizzy  soul 
Reels  on  the  brink  of  boundless  seas, 
Its  wonder — self  cannot  control, 
In  view  of  God's  divine  decrees. 

0  depth  of  depth  !  that  so  decreed 
Mankind — ^the  universe  to  be  ; 
Ordained  to  woe,  or  gave  Hie  meed 
Of  grace  in  holy  sovereignty. 

0  depth  of  depth !  that  Will  divine, 
First  cause  of  all  things  and  their  end. 
Which  from  itself  doth  fix — define 
What  endless  acts  on  it  depend. 

0  depth  of  depth !  where  fixed  decree 
With  perfect  freedom  runs  its  round, 
And  darkest  shades  of  mystery 
With  brightest  beams  of  light  abound. 

0  depth  of  depth !  how  infinite  ! 
Wisdom  and  judgment  without  shore  1 
My  feeble  powers  in  sweet  affright, 
Sink  trembling  down  and  low  adore. 


CHAPTER     ZIII 


THE    MISSION    PROPHET. 


^^^^^«^fe^i^^^N^*^k^«^«^t^h^««^^^^^^^^t^^% 


Clasped  in  the  arms  of  fond  parental  love. 
Esteemed  a  ffHt  descended  from  aboye, 
Whose  future  course  through  flowery  patha  would  lead, 
Joy  rise  on  joy,  and  bliss  to  bliss  succeed, 
Down  through  the  vista  of  this  mortal  scene, 
Till  ^ory  opens  on  a  world  unseen. 
Hushed  in  sweet  slumbers,  at  the  close  of  day. 
Ere  birth  ordained,  the  Mission  Prophet  lay. 
With  yisions  charmed  his  parents  o'er  him  smile, 
Son  of  their  prayers  !  sweet  hopes  their  cares  beguile. 
And  evening  hours  on  golden  pinions  glide. 
While  love  sits  guardian  of  their  darling  pride. 
To  talk  of  him  they  never,  never  tire. 
Nor  cease  his  charms  infantile  to  admire, 
Each  part  and  feature  perfect  in  their  eye^ 
A  little  cherub  to  adorn  the  skies, 
Of  every  grace  of  form  and  mind  possest,* 
Love  glowing  paints  him  on  the  throbbing  breast. 
With  thrilling  fondness  in  their  arms  they  fold 
Their  darling  son,  while  tides  of  joy  untold. 
Pour  through  each  bosom  in  unceasing  flow. 
Fair  prospects  bearing  decked  with  promise's  bow. 
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Now  they  recount  the  yifflons  that  transpred, 
Ere  they  in  transport  first  his  form  adnured. 
And  led  by  love,  love's  flowery  path  snnreyi 
Back  to  their  bright,  aaspicionSy  nuptial  day, 
And  onward  still  to  that  deli^tfiil  hour, 
When  plighted  vows  revealed  the  sovereign  power 
Which  fondest  love  had  o'er  their  bosoms  gained. 
Where  long  before  sincerest  friendship  reigned. 
Sweet  recollections  !  gemming  all  the  ties 
Of  wedded  umon  like  the  spangled  skies. 
And  crusting  o'er  as  with  a  pearly  shell, 
What  cares  and  sorrows  in  their  pathway  fell. 
Their  mutual  love  the  precious  pledge  endeared. 
From  him  reflected,  each  to  each  appeared 
More  dear,  more  lovely,  both  more  wholly  one. 
Now  doubly  linked  by  their  beloved  son. 
But  eartiily  love  no  iron  sceptre  holds, 
To  break  the  wings  of  their  immortal  souls, 
And  to  their  home,  however  sweet,  confine 
Those  mighty  powers  that  seek  a  world  divine  ; 
That  sigh  though  blest,  that  struggle  to  be  firee, 
And  dwell  with  God  in  His  eternity. 
In  sweet  communion  of  the  bliss  on  high. 
How  ofl  their  hours  would  glide  unheeded  by, 
And  while  they  knelt  in  humble,  thrilling  prayer, 
They  almost  felt  they  were  already  there  ; 
Heard  the  rapt  anthems  of  seraphic  choirs, 
Saw  Him  whose  presence  endless  joy  inspires. 
And  mingliiig  full  in  life's  celestial  stream. 
Drank  and  reflected  glory's  brightest  beam. 
In  such  blest  moments  on  the  verge  of  heaven. 
What  strength  to  nature's  tend'rest  ties  was  givoi, 
And  how  in  agony  of  joy  and  fear, 
They  prayed  for  him,  their  darling  son  so  dear ; 
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0  would  he  with  them  in  thoee  glories  share  ? 
Or  severed  sink  to  darkness  and  despair ! 
Raise  their  blest  anthems  in  celestial  bliss  ? 
Or  sweU  the  wailings  of  the  dread  abyss ! 
Shine  like  an  angel  in  eternal  light  ? 
Or  fiend-like  blacken  through  unending  night ! 
In  praises  rapt  approach  still  near  the  throne  ? 
Or  sink  blaspheming  endless  ages  down ! 
But  hope  prevails;  faith  lifts  her  heavenly  hand, 
Points  out  hb  place  amid  the  chosen  band 
Whose  blest  hosannas  to  th'  eternal  King, 
In  joy  triumphant  through  His  temple  ring : 
There  faith  reveals  him  crowned  with  love  divine. 
And  robed  in  glories  which  the  sun  outshine, 
Ascending  high  as  e'er  archangel  trod, 
mied  with  the  fulness  of  a  present  Grod. 

How  ofb  they  prayed,  long  ere  the  light  of  day 
Beheld  the  pilgrim  on  his  varied  way. 
And  in  devotion  all  their  spirit  poured 
Before  the  God  their  inmost  souls  adored, 
That  He  would  cleanse  from  every  mortal  stain 
The  young  existence,  and  bid  graces  reign 
Triumphant  in  the  soul  His  power  creates. 
And  guard  from  all  His  Holy  Spirit  hates. 
Not  vain  the  prayer,  inspired  and  heard  above, 
Eternal  wisdom,  in  eternal  love. 
Ordained  that  child  His  holy  word  to  bear,. 
Ere  sprung  to  being, — ere  his  form  so  fair 
Was  yet  revealed  to  view  of  mortal  eyes. 
The  infant  soul  God's  Spirit  sanctifies. 
What  His  decree  in  gracious  wisdom  seals,. 
Revolving  time  in  order  due  reveals. 
Yet  still  reserved  the  story's  golden  key,. 
To  show  more  clearly  in  eternity, 
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How  kind  His  purpose,  thoagk  severe  BSs  rod. 
How  wise,  how  holy,  like  its  Author,  God. 
Blest  young  immortal !  who'll  not  envy  fliee  ? 
Who  woiold  not  wish  thy  substitute  to  be, 
WUle  thee  beholding  in  affection's  arms, 
And  gazing  on  thy  fast  expanding  ehanos, 
While  list'ning  to  the  stoiy  of  thy  birth. 
Which  seems  to  guaranty  a  heaven  on  earth* 

But  cease  to  envy  one  a  fate  unknown ; 
Grace,  favor,  bounty,  Heaven  has  never  strown 
Along  the  pathway  of  a  soul  below. 
Not  hedged  with  trial,  hatred,  toil,  and  woe. 
The  ^fts  of  Heaven  on  earth  are  only  loaos ; 
The  usury  paid  full  oft  in  labors,  groans. 
In  anguish  deep,  in  secret  scalding  tears. 
In  strife  of  agony,  in  awful  fears : 
So  sunk  is  earth,  so  lost  is  sinful  man, 
That  mercy's  self  finds  no  more  gracious  plan, 
The  chosen  soul  in  future  bliss  to  raise. 
And  fit  to  share  immortal  joy  and  praise. 
Yet  harsh  to  chide  parental  love  forbear, 
Hopes  though  delusive,  soften  anxious  care. 
In  changmg  hues  oft  fading  slow  away^ 
Like  sunset  splendors  of  departing  day, 
They  fit  the  mind,  as  twilight  fits  the  eye. 
For  gloom  and  darkness  which  before  us  lie, 
And  kindly  lengthen,  by  refracted  rays. 
The  littie  measure  of  our  happy  days. 

Sleep  on  sweet  infant !  doting  parents,  smile ! 
Let  hope  and  joy  each  weary  hour  beguile. 
Leave  to  kind  Heaven  what  may  of  trouble  rise. 
You've  proved  His  goodness,  trust  that  He  is  wise ; 
While  yet  'tis  gjiven  to  your  fond  hearts  to  pres% 
Your  darling  Son,  and  seek  his  hi^ppiness, 
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Be  happy  too,  all  will  at  last  be  well, 

Though  yonr  bright  hopes  should  bid  a  sad  farewell ; 

Yes,  not  in  &ncj's  most  extatic  flight, 

Such  bliss  and  glory  charmed  your  ravished  8i|^t, 

For  him  you  loye,  as  God  in  grace  ordains, 

Though  earth  see  few  like  him  for  woes  and  pains. 

Day  follows  day,  month  after  month  doth  glide, 
Each  passing  hour  augments  parental  pride, 
For  growing  faculties  did  ne'er  expand 
In  loyelier  form,  nor  countenance  more  bland 
Reflect  the  smile  of  parent  or  of  friend. 
Than  his,  where  graces  in  such  sweetness  blend. 
His  features  fair,  his  mein  and  aspect  mild, 
EGs  manners  dignified,  while  yet  a  child. 
Sweet  in  his  temper,  modest  and  retired. 
By  shunning  praise  he  grew  the  more  admired, 
While  in  his  looks  a  mingled  feeling  played. 
Of  joy  and  pensiveness  the  light  and  shade, 
Now  beaming  rapt'rous  with  celestial  glow. 
Then  dark'mng  deep  with  gloom  of  earthly  woe, 
As  if  the  scenes,  for  him  by  God  designed, 
Oast  their  long  shadows  o'er  his  in&nt  mind, 
And  with  a  dreamy  sense  his  soul  impressed 
Of  coming  trials,  and  a  world  of  rest. 

But  crowning  ail,  was  deep  religious  awe, 
With  which  he  listened  to  God's  holy  law. 
While  oft  his  father  read  the  sacred  page, 
With  comments  suited  to  his  tender  age, 
Discoursed  of  mercy  with  celestial  glow, 
Then  warned  of  judgment  and  a  world  of  woe, 
Bade  him  beware  of  sins  so  common  grown. 
Whose  foul  pollutions  caused  the  land  to  moan. 
And  0ried  for  vengeance  from  the  outstretched  arm 
That  thundered  justice's  fierce  and  dire  alarm, 
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But  taught  him  still  to  hold  his  country  dear. 

And  shed  for  her  the  patriotic  tear, 

With  her  to  suffer,  all  her  ills  endure, 

13iough  honor  point  him  to  retreat  secure ; 

Yea,  love  her  still,  and  with  her  faithful  die, 

Although  repaid  by  scorn  and  tyranny. 

Nor  less  he  proved  his  mother^s  tender  love, 

To  form  for  duty  here,  for  joy  above, 

And  all  his  passions  rightly  to  control ; 

For  time  revealed  deep  currents  in  his  soul, 

Which  oft  beneath  a  countenance  serene, 

Rushed  through  his  breast  with  violence  unseen, 

Now  broke  in  thrills  on  friendship's  pearly  shore, 

Now  whelmed  offenders  with  an  angry  roar, 

Seemed  ready  oft  from  hidden  deeps  to  burst. 

And  on  him  pour  the  wreck  of  one  accurst. 

Strange  contrast !  fell  his  words  like  evening  dew ; 

Scarce  aught  but  mildness  met  the  common  view, 

The  sweet  expressioi^  of  a  heart  at  rest. 

With  heavenly  grace  and  earthly  bounty  blest. 

Nor  was  it  feigned,  but  he  was  human  still. 

And  proved  vicissitude  of  good  and  ill ; 

Yet  if  strong  passions  through  his  bosom  flowed, 

Grace  still  triumphant,  on  the  current  rode, 

And  checked  its  course,  and  backward  rolled  its  tide^ 

While  penitential  sighs  its  waters  dried. 

For  social  bliss  and  cheerful  converse  made. 
Yet  oft  he  sought  the  solitary  shade, 
In  deep  reflection,  lost  the  gliding  hours. 
And  tasked  his  own,  to  measure  nature's  powers ; 
Or  on  the  verge  of  spiritrworlds  would  dwell. 
View  heaven's  perfections,  and  the  woes  of  hell. 
By  goodness  ravished,  awed  by  vengeance'  rod, 
O'erwhelmed  would  realize  a  present  God. 
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To  punt  the  form  his  active  spirit  wore, 

The  blended  passions  of  his  soul  explore. 

The  diverse  lights  and  varying  shades  combine, 

Were  task  too  hard  for  artless  hand  like  mine. 

Yet  modest  calmness  cast  so  thick  a  veil 

O'er  mixed  extremes,  unpractised  eyes  wonld  fafl 

To  view  the  workings  of  the  soul  within, 

And  mark  its  struggles  with  the  monster  sm. 

Or  see  it  soar  on  wing  of  heavenly  light. 

Where  faith  itself  is  changed  to  cloudless  sight, 

And  o'er  the  glories  of  Jehovah's  reign. 

In  still  expanding,  blissful  vision  strain. 

On  spirit-ground  lus  joys,  his  trials  lay, 

Extatic  these,  of  those  a  dread  array, 

There  battles  lost,  there  antepasts  of  bliss 

Prepared  for  woe, — ^for  future  happiness. 

So  childhood  passed,  so  youth  was  gliding  by, 
In  his  sweet  home,  beneath  lus  native  sky. 
Where  oft  he  felt,  from  social  scenes  apart. 
As  if  a  hand  divine  had  touched  his  heart, 
And  left  impressions  of  mysterious  seal. 
Which  time  alone  was  destined  to  reveal, 
And  show  him  why  such  strange  emotions  came, 
lake  angel  hosts  of  bright,  seraphic  flame 
Across  his  bosom,  firing  all  his  soul ; 
Then  fiends  in  legions  striving  to  control 
His  will  and  heart,  and  hush  his  cry  for  aid, 
To  bear  the  burdens  Wisdom  on  him  laid. 

One  lovely  mom  he  early  stole  away 
To  hallowed  shades  where  he  was  wont  to  pray. 
And  pour  his  agonies  before  the  throne, 
For  tiiat  dear  people  whom  he  called  his  own ; 
Their  awful  sin  and  stubborn  heart  deplores. 
Against  the  Ood  their  tongue  in  vain  adores, 
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Who  still  profidssing  to  receire  His  law, 
And  hopes  of  glory  from  His  service  draw, 
Outrage  fheir  nature  with  the  deeds  of  hell, 
And  mad  with  judgment  and  with  crime  rebel. 
His  soul  was  tortured  at  the  awful  view 
Of  sin,  and  vengeance  which  must  sin  pursue, 
And  if  his  death  could  turn  the  dreadful  tide, 
For  his  dear  people  cheerful  had  he  died. 
His  bursting  heart  for  mercy  now  implores, 
And  then  afresh  the  awful  scene  explores ; 
Earth  yields  him  nought  but  agonized  despair, 
And  heaven  reveals  the  arm  of  vengeance  bare. 

While  thus  overwhelmed  and  crushed  in  soul  he  lay, 
Eternal  glories  dimmed  the  rising  day, 
Prophetic  impulse  through  his  spirit  thrilled, 
And  all  his  powers  with  awe  celestial  filled. 
Entranced  he  saw  the  high  Eternal  One, 
Who  came  to  make  His  holy  purpose  known. 
And  in  a  voice  to  human  organs  framed, 
Thus  to  the  youth  His  high  decree  proclaimed : 
Ere  yet  I  formed,  by  nature's  plastic  hand. 
Thy  mortal  frame,  before  me  thou  didst  stand ; 
Ere  first  thine  eyes  beheld  the  morning  shine. 
Thee  I  had  sanctified  by  grace  divine. 
Thee  I  ordained  my  righteous  word  to  bear. 
To  nations  doomed,  or  those  my  hand  may  spare. 
Rise,  sound  my  judgments  in  the  people's  ears. 
For  whom  thou  pour'st  such  interceding  tears  ; 
My  mercy  profier,  vengeance  too  proclaim, 
Oo  in  my  strength  and  vindicate  my  name. 

Deep  passion  such  as  seraphs  understand, 
When  veiled  before  the  Deity  they  stand. 
With  awe  profound  His  high  behest  attend, 
And  pressed  with  glory  reverently  bend. 
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Now  fills,  surroimds,  and  every  power  strains, 
Of  him  whom  God  with  His  own  hand  ordains. 
Bowed  to  the  earth  the  youthful  prophet  lay, 
O'erwhelmed  and  faint  by  this  divine  display, 
With  only  strength  to  venture  the  reply, 
Lord,  how  can  speak  a  child  as  weak  as  1 7 
Jehovah  then  rejoins  in  accents  mild. 
Say  not  desponding,  I  am  but  a  child ; 
To  those  I  send  thee  resolutely  go, 
What  I  command,  in  vivid  colors  show ; 
Fear  not  the  frowns  and  terrors  they  assume, 
Nor  all  the  ills  to  which  thy  life  they  doom. 
For  I  am  with  thee,  will  deliverence  send. 
Support  and  guide  thee  to  ttie  appointed  end. 
And  though  thy  sorrows  like  a  torrent  swell, 
Trust  €rod,  and  know  it  surely  will  be  well : 
Then  touched  his  lips  with  uncreated  hand, 
And  gave  him  strength  before  the  Lord  to  stand. 

The  words  of  God  to  rebel  nations  sent. 
With  wisdom  sealed,  with  power  omnipotent. 
Thrill  through  his  soul  like  heaven's  electric  fire. 
And  glowing  passions  in  a  blaze  inspire. 
He  sees  the  nations  to  his  judgement  given. 
There  hell  expanding,  here  the  gate  of  heaven, 
^mself  Gt>d's  legate  kingdoms  to  destroy. 
Or  build  them  up  in  righteousness  and  joy. 
New  spirit-worlds  within  his  soul  he  feels. 
The  vision  bright  eternity  reveals, 
And  all  of  power  the  human  heart  to  move, 
Descends  upon  him  from  the  realms  above. 
Overcome  with  glories  of  the  opened  skies, 
Deep  slumbers  seal  his  dimmed  and  ravished  eyes. 
While  nature  prostrate  gladly  sinks  to  rest, 
Nor  wakes  till  day  is  fttding  in  the  west : 
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Sense  slowly  then  reanimate  retnrnS) 
Yet  on  his  soul  so  bright  the  vision  bums, 
Long  he  demurs  if  earth  again  confines 
EGs  spirit,  or  mid  seraphim  he  shines. 

His  careful  parents  who  at  mom  supposed, 
In  lengthened  slumbers  sweetlj  he  reposed, 
At  length  by  wonder,  love,  and  fear,  led  on 
To  his  apartment,  find  that  he  is  gone. 
Yet  Hwas  his  wont  to  steal  unseen  away, 
In  silent  shades  to  meditate  and  pray. 
And  let  the  hours  unheeded  speed  their  fiight. 
While  sacred  subjects  filled  him  with  delight. 
But  how  their  hearts  with  tender  anguish  yearned, 
Mom,  noon  gone  by,  their  darling  not  retumed. 
Each  asMng  each,  where  is  our  loved  one  ?  where  ? 
Then  Heaven  imploring  in  pathetic  prayer. 
They  search  each  nook,  to  every  quarter  run. 
But  find  no  trace  nor  tidings  of  their  son ; 
With  bursting  heart  and  weak  excited  firame, 
Back  to  their  dwelling,  gloomy  now,  they  came, 
When  near  at  hand,  in  a  sequestered  shade, 
Which  they  had  searched  while  he  in  sleep  was  laid. 
Yet  in  such  haste  the  lost  and  loved  to  find. 
They  saw  him  not, — ^behold  him  now  reclined. 
In  thought  profound,  while  mixed  with  twilight's  ray, 
The  silver  moonbeams  o'er  his  features  play. 
Which  like  an  angel  lost  in  heavenly  dream. 
With  strong  expression  of  his  vision  beam. 
But  mighty  passions  stirred  each  parent's  breast, 
With  love's  strong  arms  their  darling  son  tiiey  pressed 
To  bosoms  panting  with  so  full  a  swell, 
That  voice  nor  tear  the  agony  could  tell. 
The  shock  electric  all  his  senses  fired, 
"Bis  filial  feeling  earthly  hope  inspired. 
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And  threw  a  ra<Uaxice  round  his  happy  home, 
Which  none  perceive  till  called  afar  to  roam. 
0  must  I  leave  you !  nature  for  him  cried, 
Dear,  dear,  loved  parents !  severed  from  your  side, 
Who  will  embrace  me  in  the  arms  of  love  1 
Who  soothe  and  comfort  when  through  thorns  I  rove  i 
Led  out  from  home,  so  fair,  so  sweet  to  me. 
Another  home,  on  earth,  I  ne'er  shall  see  ! 
But  hush,  fond  nature !  at  His  word  I  go, 
The  promised  grace  He  faithful  will  bestow. 
And  from  my  sorrows  blessing?  will  arise. 
The  harvest  gathered  in  the  blissful  skies, — 
Maternal  tones  and  tears  here  found  a  way, — 
Stay,  my  loved  darling  1  stay,  I  charge  you  stay  ! 
Why  talk  so  wildly  ?  whither  wouldst  thou  flee  ? 
To  anguish  leave  thy  father  kind  and  me  1 
Where  hast  thou  been  ?  what  evil  on  thee  fell 
This  bitter  day  ?  that  such  a  dreadful  spell 
Has  seized  thy  spirit,  and  thy  features  changed, 
And  thus  the  current  of  thy  mind  deranged  ? 
We  thought  thee  lost,  and  writhing  sorrow  rose  ; 
To  find  thee  thus,  redoubles  all  our  woes. 
0  evil  day !  may  none  like  it  return. 
Till  I  am  senseless  in  sepulchral  urn  ; 
No  eve  like  this,  such  agony  renew, 
Edged  by  the  joys  each  former  evening  knew ; 
No  hour  of  woe  my  thrilling  heartHstringg  rend. 
Till  Heaven  release  from  earthly  care  shall  send. 
But  come,  my  son,  firom  this  enchanted  place, 
Haste  to  our  home,  forget  in  our  embrace. 
The  sad  impressions  of  these  awful  hours. 
Nor  lonely  venture  to  such  haunted  bowers. 
Parental  love,  and  faith,  and  fervent  prayer, 
Shall  ever  guard  thee  from  the  wily  snare, 
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Whicli  often  lurbi  where  peace  aad  safely  seem. 
And  reason  charmed,  of  dangers  will  not  dream. 

With  words  impascdoned,  hands  by  passion  nerved, 
She  would  have  led,  bat  nought  his  purpose  swenred  ; 
Though  mighty  feeling  all  his  features  traced, 
As  on  her  breast  his  drooping  head  he  placed, 
Yet  thrilled  triumphant  through  his  swelling  soul 
A  power  divine,  no  charms  of  earth  control, 
A  heavenly  passion  nature  must  obey, 
Though  all  her  feelings  rush  iii  strong  array. 
"With  voice  and  mien  firm  in  its  tenderness, 
Farewell  and  filial,  he  renews  address  : 
My  own  dear  mother !  stay  this  overflow, 
Why  dim  my  hopes  with  clouds  of  riang  woe  ? 
We  once  must  part,  if  this  the  trying  hour. 
Let  us  submit  to  that  Almighty  Power 
Who  orders  all  things  in  the  kindest  love, — 
^1^  reunite  us  at  His  throne  above. 
My  child  !  my  child !  the  mother  wildly  cries. 
We  ne*er  must  part  till  either  of  us  dies ! 
Me  to  the  grave  in  sorrow  thou  must  bear. 
Or  thy  dear  form  in  tears  I'll  follow  there ; 
No  weaker  arm  than  of  the  tyrant  king, 
Shall  break  embraces  which  I  o'er  thee  fling ; ' 
Thou  art  my  own,  and  I  will  hold  thee  still, 
'Gainst  all  but  Heaven's  almighty,  holy  will : 

'  0  may  He  grant  thy  hand  to  close  my  eyes, 

'  And  then  rejoin  me  in  the  happy  skies. 
Where  parting  anguish  can  no  more  destroy 
The  growing  raptures  of  our  social  joy. 
What  has  possessed  thee  on  this  &tal  day  ? 
Tell  its  events  ?  but  hasten  now  away ! 
Oome,  my  beloved,  from  this  awful  place. 
And  from  your  mind  its  fearful  scenes  erase. 
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Was  it  for  this  I  nursed  ihj  infancy,? 
And  rocked  thee  often  on  a  wearied  knee ; 
For  this  did  watch  the  leaden  painful  flight 
Of  hours  unnumbered  in  the  gloomy  night, 
When  sickness  seized  thee  ?  or  with  deeper  care 
Through  all  thy  youth  to  guard  from  every  snare  ? 
For  this  did  pray,  and  weep  in  agony, 
TisD&B  countless  where  no  eye  but  God  could  see  7 
Was  it  to  view  this  day  my  pleasures  done, 
That  I  desired,  and  trained,  and  loved  my  son ! 

The  rushing  tide  a  mother  only  knows 
In  parting  hour,  more  strong  than  nature's  throes, 
Now  drowns  her  voice,  absorbs  the  burning  tear, 
While  rapt  in  grief  she  pressed  her  son  so  dear. 
The  tender  father,  in  a  calmer  tone. 
With  arms  of  love  arou^id  his  darling  thrown, 
The  awful  silence  of  that  moment  broke, 
With  bleeding  heart  and  flowing  eyes  thus  spoke : 
My  son,  what  love  for  thee  thy  parents  feel, 
Thy  youthful  fancies  never  can  reveal, 
Thou  canst  not  know,  tiU  such  a  state  be  thine. 
What  thrilling  cords  our  hearts  around  thee  twine  ; 
Though  filial  love  beats  high  within  thy  breast. 
Our  love  is  more,  and  we  are  more  distressed 
At  thoughts  of  parting  which  thy  spirit  fill, 
Though  wherefore,  to  our  minds  mysterious  still. 
Say,  has  a  vision  of  the  blest  Supreme, 
Vouchsafed  to  thee,  or  some  prophetic  dream, 
Called  thee  away,  the  awful  work  to  prove, 
Of  those  commissioned*from  the  courts  above  ? 
Distinction  fearful !  in  such  times  as  these, 
When  Satan  glories  in  his  victories. 
Though  light  fix)m  heaven  within  a  prophet  dwell, 
His  pathway  lies  through  gloomy  shades  of  hell, 
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Earth  roars  against  him,  in  her  mad  alanns, 
Hell  bell'wmg  calls  her  lemons  all  to  anus. 
Temptations  foul,  aad  those  enchantmg  fSeur, 
The  treacherous  thrust,  the  fierce  and  open  war, 
What  wit  and  scorn,  what  force  asoA  firand  can  do, 
Qod^B  chosen  prophets  to  their  grave  pursue, 
And  while  they  strire  to  stem  sin's  whelming  flood, 
At  last,  their  winding-sheet  is  their  own  blood. 
The  son  rejoins,  in  fond  affection's  strain, — 
He  who  has  called,  has  promised  to  sustain, 
^TiB  His  to  ^ve  His  word  divine  success, 
Or  fit  His  servant  for  each  keen  distress. 
This  mom  as  fervent  in  this  bower  I  prayed, 
In  robes  of  awful  majesty  arrayed, 
Jehovah  God,  th'  eternal  Deity, 
Appeared  in  glory  to  a  child  like  me ; 
Almighty  power  in  weakness  to  display 
By  infSEmt  accents  bid  mankind  obey, 
And  fiktal  thunders  of  SQs  sli^ted  name, 
By  voice  so  feeble  to  the  world  proclaim. 
Full  well  I  know  that  toils  and  perils  strown. 
Fill  all  the  way  that  I  must  thread  alone. 
But  in  my  breast  such  cheering  hopes  I  feel, 
My  spirit  urged  by  strong  impulsive  zeal, 
I  camiot  stay,  though  love  ten  thousand  ties 
Twines  round  my  heart  with  tend'rest  sympathies. 
My  own  dear  parents !  rolling  years  have  proved 
How  true,  how  much,  your  first-bom  has  you  loved  ? 
But  more  than  language,  looks,  or  acts  can  tell. 
Of  filial  love,  has  ever,  and  shall  ever  swell 
This  throbbiQg  bosom,  as  through  life  I  rove. 
Led  out  by  Heaven  firom  those  I  fondly  love. 
Then  say  not  now,  say  not  when  I'm  afieir, 
A  heartiess  son  requites  your  love  and  care ; 
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Oh,  do  not  wrong  love's  pure  and  deathless  flame, 

By  half  reproaches  cast  upon  my  name, 

Nor,  should  you  hear  my  labors  all  are  vain, 

And  still  I  come  not  to  your  arms  agun, 

Let  censures  &11  when  prayers  alone  should  rise 

For  one  who  proyes  the  keenest  nuseries. 

Heaven  leads  me  forth,  and  Heaven  may  hold  me  there, 

When  my  bright  hopes  are  blackened  by  despair, 

When  friends  rebuke  my  struggling  grasp  to  hold 

The  impious  nation  in  religious  fold. 

And  bid  me  leave  them,  blindly  to  pursue 

The  blasted  path  a  brand  infernal  drew. 

And  filled  with  madness,  rush  unwarned  to  hell. 

To  blend  their  blasphemy  with  those  that  fell. 

The  work  is  God*s,  His,  mercy  to  bestow, 

Or  stamp  my  labors  with  the  seal  of  woe. 

Yet  even  now,  methinks  the  dawn  appears. 

O'er  those  for  whom  I've  poured  my  prayers,  my  tears,. 

In  secret  shades,  while  years  have  sped  their  flight. 

And  brought,  at  last,  tbds  hour  of  grief — delight. 

0  should  I  see  the  Sun  of  righteousness 

Bise  o'er  the  land,  with  healing  beams  to  bless 

The  erring  people  that  I  hold  so  dear, 

What  joys  would  spring  from  this  sad  partmg  tear. 

How  should  I  triumph  o'er  long  years  of  paan. 

To  see  the  dawn  of  my  Redeemer's  reign,  ^ 

Though  at  my  dying  hour,  and  hear  the  praise, 

A  nation's  earliest,  faithful  converts  raise. 

Gh)d  is  my  guide,  my  guardian,  and  my  friend. 

In  grief  to  comfort,  from  the  foe  defend. 

Sustain  through  life,  and  in  my  dying  hour, 

Support  my  spirit  with  His  love  and  power ; 

Then  let  us  trust  Him,  holy,  just,  and  true,. 

In  cheerful  confidence  now  bid  adieu. 

do 
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They  hold  him  still  with  sweOiag  paaflions*  might. 
While  grief  and  tenderness  their  streams  unite, 
And  all  the  power  to  move  reli^us  souls, 
In  mingled  torrents  through  their  bosom  rolls. 
But  £uth  prevails,  they  loosen  the  embrace, 
And  gadng  on  his  cahn  ezpressiTe  face , 
lit  up  by  moonbeams,  more  by  grace  illmned. 
The  mother  thus,  with  pious  words  resumed : 
I  oyer  thought,  dear  child,  when  nature  yearned. 
Thou  wert  a  loan  to  be  again  returned 
To  Him  who  lent  thee  to  my  folding  anns. 
To  joy  awhile  in  thy  expanding  charms. 
And  then  restore  thee,  for  His  service  trained. 
To  act  the  part  His  wisdom  has  ordained ; 
Since  now  He  calls,  I  must  not  bid  Ihee  stay, 
Though  parting  rends  my  spirit  half  away ; 
Go !  and  when  sick,  or  whefaned  in  misery, 
A  mother's  prayers,  remember,  follow  i2iee ! 
The  warm  embrace,  the  parting  kiss  is  g^ven, 
^th  invocations  fervent  sent  to  heaven, 
Then  where  the  moonbeams  pour  their  diver  light, 
In  smiling  radiance  on  the  stilly  night. 
They  part !  and  parents  left,  intently  gaa» 
As  he  recedes  amid  the  glimm'ring  rays. 
And  with  strained  sight  his  fading  form  pursue, 
Till  &int  and  far  it  vanished  &om  their  view  1 
Then  respiration,  which  suspended  lay, 
^th  heavy  sighs  now  forced  again  its  way. 
And  swelling  bosoms  upward  sent  the  tear 
Of  farewell  sorrow  for  a  son  so  dear. 
And  wronged  he  nature,  who  obeyed  the  Lord  ? 
Forsaking  all  to  preach  His  holy  word. 
And  yielding  pleasure  for  a  span  below, 
To  gain  true  joy  in  everlasting  flow- 
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Had  his  fond  parents  on  him  higher  claim, 
Than  He  from  whom  his  deathless  spirit  came  ? 
Should  earthly  love  still  hind  him  to  his  home, 
When  love  diyine,  almighty,  bids  him  roam  ? 
Qoj  cold  spectator  of  a  scene  like  this, 
Nor  till  you've  found  and  felt  a  heart  like  his, 
Gall  him  ingrate,  unfeeling,  thus  to  leare 
The  kindest  fnends  in  agony  to  grieve. 
Though  still  submissive  to  Ugh  Heaven's  decree, 
And  for  the  sequel  waiting  patiently. 
Unseen  pursue  him,  hear  love's  self  implore 
Heaven's  gifts  for  those  whom  he  may  see  no  more  ; 
Go,  if  you  dare,  approach  the  hallowed  place. 
Where  wandering,  he  finds  the  throne  of  grace. 
And  witness  there  what  strong  affection  swells 
A  heart  that  duty's  sacred  voice  impels. 
BSs  motives  judged,  his  object  loudly  blame, 
In  scornful  pride  a  yisionary's  name 
Bestow  upon  him,  and  by  cavils  prove 
He  might  as  well  like  children  try  to  move 
The  sea  ashore,  by  scooping  out  the  sand. 
And  bailing  ocean  with  the  hollowed  hand. 
As  hope  to  turn  the  nations  from  their  ways. 
By  wearing  out  in  trial  all  his  days. 

But  how  can  they  who  never  felt  a  thnll 
Of  those  emotions  which  the  bosom  fill. 
When  to  the  heart  in  language  all  divine. 
The  Godhead  speaks,  when  through  the  spirit  shine 
Beams  increate  to  lighten  duty's  path. 
Here  heaven  disclosing,  there  the  world  of  wrath. 
How  can  they  know,  how  judge  this  matter  right. 
Bom  blind,  yet  babbling  on  the  things  of  sight. 
Had  fools  like  these,  when  Heaven  in  coimcil  sate 
To  save  lost  man  from  his  impending  fate, 
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Been  shown  the  plan  eternal  iriadom  chose. 

What  taunts  and  cavils  had  not  then  arose. 

What !  hope  to  change  so  stubborn,  mad  a  race, 

Repentance  preaching,  and  procliunung  grace. 

Whom  Satan  binds  in  adamantine  chains, 

And  drags  at  leisure  to  hb  dark  domains  ? 

No ;  by  a  stroke  abnightj  change  them  all. 

And  seal  their  &te  impossible  to  fall ; 

Or  if  a  part  alone  heayen's  numbers  swell, 

Then  sweep  the  rest  in  justice  down  to  hell. 

Nor  with  such  labor  pick  and  glean  a  few. 

Through  lengthened  ages  from  each  hardened  crew^ 

And  wage  with  Satan  such  a  petty  war. 

When  at  a  blow  with  arm  of  vengeance  bare. 

All  blackened  spirits  sunk  in  endless  nigjht. 

Should  never  more  offend  the  sons  of  light. 

Weak  human  reason !  tri'st  thou  tiien  to  be. 

More  wise,  more  good,  more  just  than  Deitj  ? 

The  day  will  come  to  vindicate  His  plan, 

To  show  how  worthy  God,  how  fit  for  man. 

How  glorious  in  its  scope,  more  glorious  still. 

In  the  grand  issue  of  Bis  holy  will. 

What  if  he  fails  whom  glowing  hope  inspires  ? 

A  hand  divine  has  kindled  yet  the  fires 

Of  love  and  zeal  which  in  his  bosom  glow. 

And  urge  him  on  to  combat  sin  and  woe. 

In  him  fulfilled,  the  world  at  last  will  see 

Some  high  and  holy,  good  and  just  decree  ; 

Though  earth  now  scorn,  all  heaven  will  then  admire 

A  course  which  led  through  persecution's  fire 

At  God's  high  will,  and  called,  and  warned  our  race 

In  every  clime,  their  errors  to  retrace, 

And  seek  salvation,  ere  destruction  came 

To  whelm  their  spirits  in  eternal  flame. 
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The  prophet  went  like  harp  intenselj  strung, 
O'er  which  a  hand,  ^th  power  mjsterions  flung, 
Peals  notes  that  melt  in  tenderness  the  soul, 
Then  wakes  its  passions  by  a  thund'ring  roll. 
Exciting,  thrilling,  blending  all  its  powers, 
And  bearing  upward  as  an  eagle  towers. 
So  was  his  heart  delighting  oft  to  dwell 
On  scenes  gone  by,  and  on  the  last  farewell. 
His  hopes  were  buoyant,  yet  chastised  with  fear. 
His  prayers  were  fervent,  and  his  faith  sincere, 
And  oft  he  thought  how  cheerful  he  could  die. 
If  so  his  people  might  from  error  fly. 
The  hours  glide  by  and  bear  him  on  his  way, 
T31  dawns  at  length  the  wished,  eventful  day. 
When  with  prophetic  impulse  in  his  breast, 
He  meets  the  people  in  their  course  unblest. 
He  stands  his  high  commission  to  proclaim. 
Sealed  with  Jehovah's  dread  and  holy  name. 
While  all  the  thrilling  tenderness  he  feels. 
Pathetic  mingles  in  his  first  appeals. 

Thus  saith  the  Lord,  in  winning  tones  he  cries. 
With  soft  emotions  melting  in  his  eyes. 
Deluded  people !  I  remember  still 
The  sweet  obedience  to  my  holy  will. 
Your  race  in  their  primeval  state  possessed, 
When  they  with  grace  were  so  divinely  blest. 
Ah,  what  unkindness  did  they  find  in  me. 
Thus  to  transgress  and  follow  vanity; 
Why  in  the  ways  of  folly  did  they  run. 
Themselves,  their  offirpring  by  the  act  undone- 
Alas,  they  felt  not  how  divine  the  hand. 
That  filled  with  blessings  all  the  happy  land. 
But,  wondrous  madness !  leaguing  with  their  foe. 
Destroyed  tiieir  bliss  and  plunged  themselves  in  woe ; 
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Me  fheir  Creator,  God  and  oonstant  Friend, 
ProToIdDg  till  injustice  forced  to  send 
The  bitter  jadgmentB  which  oppreas  the  race. 
Who  scorn  mj  goodness  and  reject  mj  grace. 
Bat  not  like  man,  a  yengefbl  being  bent 
To  crash  his  foe  b j  instant  pnnishment, 
No ;  boundless  goodness  moves  the  Ddty, 
Ooodneas  ihat  fills  His  own  eternity, 
Not  showered  merely  on  the  fiiithfiil  host. 
But  proffered  freely  to  the  yile  and  lost ; 
Goodness  with  wisdom  wondronsly  comUned, 
To  work  salvation  for  undone  mankind. 
Though  at  the  sight  of  man's  depravity. 
The  heavens  in  horror  mi^t  prepare  to  flee. 
Lest  wrath  divine  with  an  almighty  sweep. 
Whelm  all  creation  in  the  formless  deep. 
Hear,  0  ye  people,  hear  the  voice  of  love. 
That  fain  would  draw  yon  to  the  courts  above ; 
Benounce  your  rins,  and  hasten  from  the  woe 
That  soon  in  surges  will  your  path  o'erflow, 
Kor  let  the  tempter  or  rebellious  pride 
Bar  from  heaven's  door  in  mercy  open  wide. 
Gome !  come,  dear  people,  hear  His  voice  to-day. 
Salvation  calls  and  glory  lights  the  way. 

Thus  he  in  zeal :  the  multitude  all  stare. 
Some  frown,  some  laugh,  and  some  profanely  9wear, 
By  various  passions  all  expressing  scorn 
For  this  poor  youth  they  deem  insane  forlorn : 
Mid  mmgled  sounds  of  ridicule  and  rage, 
His  winning  gentleness  cannot  assuage. 
An  old  transgressor,  in  a  priestly  cloak, 
The  youthfiil  prophet  scornfully  bespoke : 
Who  art  thou,  boy  7  and  whence  to  us  hast  come, 
A  run-away  from  thy  parental  home  ? 
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A  cluld  like  thee  should  near  his  mother  stay, 

Nor  coxcomb  like  affect  the  man  to  play. 

And  with  conceited,  hypocritic  airs, 

Talk  of  relij^on,  so  beyond  his  years. 

Reform  our  faith !  take  heed,  my  little  boy, 

Lest  some  smart  rod  thy  roving  limbs  annoy, 

And  make  thee  hasten  with  the  ting'ling  pain, 

Ab  meet  thou  should'st,  back  to  thy  home  again. 

Thy  mother,  doubUes  ignorant  and  low. 

On  superstition  nursed  thee  up  for  woe  ;• 

Back  to  her  cot,  nor  venture  to  obtrude 

Again  your  nonsense  on  the  multitude. 

What,  preach  to  me  !  who  scores  of  years  have  led 

The  faith  of  thousands,  searched  the  foimtain  head 

Of  all  religion,  and  assured  sat  down 

In  fisdth  and  practice  of  the  true,  our  own  ; 

Our  books,  traditions,  reason,  all  agree. 

That  we  are  right, — but  wherefore  talk  with  thee  ? 

Too  stupid  light  from  darkness  to  discern. 

And  e'en  too  abject  for  the  wise  to  spurn. 

The  crowd  applaud ;  the  haughty  man  withdraws. 
And  leaves  the  youth  to  suffer  for  his  cause. 
Who  foiled  and  daunted  in  the  first  essay. 
Mid  threats  and  hisses  slinks  forlorn  away. 
In  deep  retirement  seeks  to  find  relief 
From  cutting  anguish  of  religious  grief. 
Gives  vent  to  tears,  and  pours  the  broken  prayer. 
Galls  God  to  save  from  sorrow  and  despair. 
And  cries  for  help  till  nature  in  him  fails, 
And  grace  divine  o'er  every  woe  prevails. 

Thus  reassured  and  strengthened  from  above. 
Impelled  again  by  warm  celestial  love, 
A  season  passed,  the  contest  he  renews. 
And  threatened  woe  his  message  now  imbues. 
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Thus  saadi  tilie  Lord,  tarn  from  your  eyil  mys, 

Lest  wrath  divine  burst  in  devouring  blaze. 

Your  false  dependencies  at  once  consume, 

And  whelm  you  in  irrevocable  doom, 

Which  even  now,  like  deep  volcanic  fire. 

Bums,  bellows,  swells,  and  heaves  itself  stiU  higher, 

Till  with  a  force  taQ  mounts  cannot  withstand, 

It  pours  a  hell  upon  the  blasted  land. 

Seals  up  the  sun,  makes  nature  quake  and  groan. 

And  shrink  in  fear  upon  her  tott'ring  throne. 

While  all  things  animate,  in  earth  or  air, 

Drop  impotent  in  terror  and  despair. 

If  thus  an  agent  of  almighty  power 

May  bring  destruction  in  an  unknown  hour, 

Beware,  0  people,  of  the  awM  stroke. 

Your  sins  long  swelling,  fearfully  provoke. 

See,  with  what  ease,  Jehovah  wakes  a  foe. 

In  your  own  form  to  drench  your  souls  in  woe ; 

Hark !  the  destroyer's  roar  is  on  tiie  air,  ^ 

He  rises  like  a  lion  from  his  lair. 

To  lay  your  land  in  desolation's  gloom. 

And  dash  your  children  to  the  ruthless  tomb  ; 

Flee  sinful  people,  to  your  strong  holds  flee, 

'Scape  if  you  can  the  tide  of  misery; 

In  sackcloth  prostrate  on  the  lowly  ground. 

Cry,  weep,  and  groan,  if  grace  may  y«t  be  found. 

Ah,  what  amazement  shall  your  princes  seize, 

And  your  false  teachers  in  deceitful  ease. 

When  like  a  whirlwind,  ruin  from  afar, 

Oomes  on  the  iron  wings  of  savage  war. 

And  shouts  and  shrieks  in  bellowing  thunders  roar, 

While  cities  smoke,  and  torrents  run  with  gore ; 

Haste,  wash  your  hearts  from  wickedness  and  sin, 

If  so  salvation,  ye,  though  late,  may  win. 
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Oh,  how  my  spirit  deprecates  the  day, 
When  wrath  shall  come  in  horrid,  wide  array, 
To  crush  a  people  foolish  in  their  pride, 
And  tread  them  down  by  foes  they  now  deride. 
Still  dare  ye  sm,  and  cry  that  all  is  well, 
Contemning  heaven,  and  laughing  loud  at  heU, 
TVith  foUy  mad,  Omnipotence  defy, 
Blaspheming  give  His  threatened  wrath  the  lie  ? 
Hear,  senseless  earth !  and  tremble  at  the  doom, 
Which  raging  comes  these  rebels  to  entomb. 
And  cleanse  thy  bosom  with  a  ra^g  flood. 
Of  mingled  torrents,  hail,  and  fire,  and  blood. 

The  mob  enraged  now  raise  a  deaf 'ning  cry. 
Taunts,  corses,  threats,  blend  fierce  in  their  reply, 
With  impious  mockings  they  deride  his  word, 
And  scoff  his  warnings  as  insane,  absurd  ; 
Still  pressing  on  him  with  a  furious  din. 
And  pouring  out  the  firoth  and  filth  of  sin, 
TSl  shocked  and  horrified  the  prophet  flies. 
Pursued  by  missiles,  shouts  and  blasphemies, 
And  while  the  uproar  in  his  flight  he  hears. 
Hell  seems  to  laugh  in  his  distracted  ears. 
And  ring  a  warning  of  a  murd'rous  fate. 
To  close  his  prophecy  or  soon  or  late. 
He  glides  within  and  bolts  his  humble  door, 
And  prostrate  falls  half  senseless  on  the  floor. 
Stunned  with  the  shock  of  such  outrageous  deeds, 
His  quiy'ring  heart  in  palsying  anguish  bleeds. 
Till  gentle  sleep,  keen  sorrow's  soothing  balm, 
Sheds  on  his  soul  a  sweet  refreshing  calm ; 
Bright  scenes  above  now  open  on  his  mind. 
And  lovely  forms,  of  an  immortal  kind. 
Seem  hov'ring  round  to  banish  every  care. 
And  make  each  spene  the  brow  of  glory  wear ; 
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Celestial  peace  his  energy  restores, 
And  cheerfbl  hope  on  bnojant  pinion  soars, 
Iffl  in  the  bliss*  the  visions  bri^t  display, 
Qs  happy  stmnbers  melt  at  length  away. 

And  now  the  corrent  of  his  sool  floirs  fast 
In  meditations  on  the  troubled  past, 
Bans  o'er  each  scene,  and  scans  each  action  well. 
While  his  sweet  dream,  like  oil  on  ocean's  swell, 
Smooths  down  his  spirit  like  a  summer  sea, 
Beflecting  light  shed  by  the  Deity. 
The  word,  he  said,  I  nttered  was  divine. 
And  though  the  lEBue  is  the  Lord's,  not  mine. 
Yet  time  and  manner,  He  may  not  inspire 
At  all  times,  Ihou^  He  ^ves  prophetic  fire. 
But  to  himself.  His  servant  partly  leave. 
To  choose  his  method,  that  he  may  receive 
In  his  free-agency  a  just  reward. 
Learn  by  experience,  and  trust  Ihe  Lord. 
Perhaps  self-confidence  too  much  possessed 
The  secret  motives  of  this  wayward  breast. 
And  vain  ambition,  veiled  religious  pride, 
Turned  the  keen  edge  of  sacred  truth  aade. 
Jehovah  ne'er  will  condescend  to  gird 
The  mighty  sword  of  His  subduing  word, 
Upon  a  man  that  by  the  gift  is  vain. 
And  proudly  boasts  his  tens  of  thousands  slain. 
And  nations  laid  beneath  his  prowess  low, 
In  &ncy,  ere  he  strikes  a  single  blow. 
Celestial  arms  are  not  for  vain  display, 
In  some  proud  pageant  of  a  holyday. 
In  idle  lustre,  splendidly  to  shine. 
And  wonder  win  by  polish  so  divine. 
While  he  who  bears  them  with  a  portly  air, 
Is  proud  to  see  a  silly  people  stare. 
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They  should  to  God  in  humble  accents  raise ; 
A  prophet  e'en,  should  i^atch,  and  pray,  to  find 
Some  open  passage  to  the  obdurate  mind ; 
In  patience  work,  and  wait  to  see  the  day. 
When  sovereign  power  salvation  shall  display. 
These  musings  closed,  he  bows  in  fervent  prayer. 
Imploring  grace  each  varied  ill  to  bear. 
That  wisdom  from  above  his  way  may  guide, 
And  love  divine  o'er  every  thought  preside  ; 
That  Ood  would  give  His  sacred  word  success. 
Bain  on  the  reahn  a  flood  of  righteousness. 
His  intercessions  glow  with  fervent  zeal, 
While  for  his  people  bursts  the  waim  appeal. 
That  God  would  pride  and  bigotry  subdue. 
And  hearts  polluted  by  His  grace  renew. 

Agidn  he  feels  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord 
Imparting  fresh  the  message  of  His  word. 
And  hastes  with  zeal  GKkL's  mandate  to  fulfil, 
Resigned  to  issue  of  His  holy  will. 
While  tears  with  ardent  aspirations  blend, 
That  grace  his  warning?  may  at  length  attend. 
He  comes  where  crowds  their  vain  devotions  pay. 
Proclaims  their  errors,  and  the  living  way. 
Which  through  repentance'  rough  and  lowly  vale. 
Leads  up  where  sin  and  sorrow  ne'er  assail, 
Where  faithful  spirits,  washed  from  every  stain. 
In  heavenly  glory  shall  forever  reign. 
There  foul  transgressors  never  shall  intrude, 
With  hearts  aud  hands  by  sin  and  guilt  imbued, 
But  doomed  to  blacken  in  the  realms  of  night. 
Where  hope  ne'er  sheds  the  faintest  ray  of  light, 
Where  madness  reigns,  and  hate  and  vengeance  tear, 
In  mutual  rage,  the  sons  of  blaok  despair ; 
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Oil  hear,  ye  people,  torn  from  rum's  gate, 
And  shun  the  anguish  of  nnpending  &te, 
Which  like  a  moontain,  totf  ring  to  its  All, 
Trembles  a  moment  ere  it  whelms  you  all. 

The  maniac's  cry !  a  score  of  ymces  say, 
Here,  peace-preserver,  lead  hhn  safe  away. 
We  would  not  harm  a  wretch  whom  Heayen  has  cursed 
With  cdlly  madness,  of  this  class  the  wcwst 
May  move  our  pity,  thus  by  Satan  bound, 
Whose  shattered  mmds  infernal  woes  surround. 
And  whfle  they  prate,  and  fiun^would  wrath  reyeal, 
Tis  but  the  horror  which  at  heart  they  feel ; 
Though  this  mad  fool  at  first  our  temper  moyed 
By  impudence,  it  has  been  fiedrly  proved 
That  from  his  madness  there  is  nought  to  fear. 
And  sober  reason  scorns  at  such  to  jeer. 
Then  like  a  brute,  that  dares  obtrusive  stray 
Where  men  resort,  they  rudely  push  away 
The  prophet,  nor  a  word  of  answer  deign. 
And  e'en  the  boys  as  on  he  goes  remain 
In  gaping  silence,  staring  as  if  passed 
Some  hideous  monster  from  a  desert  vast. 

Oh,  who  the  bitter  agomes  can  tell, 
That  in  the  prophet's  heaving  bosom  swell, 
With  force  to  burst  in  fragments  all  his  frame. 
And  in  the  ruin  hide  his  grief  and  shame. 
As  he  shrinks  by,  and  wonders  Ood  delays 
So  long,  to  whelm  in  quick,  devouring  blaze 
Earth  and  her  rebels  that  despise  Wa  grace. 
And  worse  than  fiends,  dare  scoff  Him  to  His  face: 
His  mazy  steps  now  reach  a  broken  wall. 
Where  over  ruins  narrow  shadows  M, 
And  footsteps  rarely  on  the  spot  intrude 
To  interrupt  the  little  solitude. 
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Here  Btope  the  prophet^  seats  bim  in  the  shade. 
Whence  he  the  eitj  silently  snryeyed. 
And  as  its  hum  in  murmurs  filled  the  air. 
His  heart  in  anguish,  melting  in  despair, 
Poured  forth  at  length  its  waves  without  restraint, 
WhUe  words,  now  loosed,  flow  fast  in  the  complamt. 

The  day  of  grace,  sweet  mercy's  smiling  day, 
That  harvest  season,  now  has  passed  away ! 
Alas,  my  people,  sunk  in  Aa  must  die. 
And  drink  the  wrath  of  Him  they  dare  defy, 
Learn  in  their  woe,  too  late,  that  vengeance  gains 
From  slighted  mercy,  its  severest  pains. 
And  grace,  long  trampled  in  the  sinner's  path. 
Is  turned  at  last  to  fiery  stream  of  wrath. 
Heaven's  righteous  vengeance,  on  my  people  sent. 
Seems  to  involve  myself  in  punishment ; 
In  their  desiaruction  my  fond  hopes  are  lost, 
My  ardent  prayers  by  fiery  judgment  crossed ; 
Oh  that  my  sorrows  with  my  tears  might  flow. 
And  drain  the  source  of  this  deep,  swelling  woe  !. 
Oh  that  my  eyes  were  fountains  to  deplore. 
The  fate  of  those  whose  day  of  grace  is  o'er ! 
That  day  and  mght  in  torrents  I  might  weep. 
My  people  lost,  and  all  the  region  steep  ^ 

In  briny  waves,  to  deprecate  the  hand 
Of  burning  wrath  stretched  o'er  the  guilty  land. 
Oh  that  the  desert  might  afford  a  place 
To  flee  from  this  polluted,  treach'rous  race  ! 
And  hide  me  from  their  hate,  and  doom^  and  lies,. 
Their  rage  and  lust,  and  shocking  blasphemies. 
How  blest  to  bid  a  realm  like  this  farewell. 
With  savage  beasts  in  solitudes  to  dwell. 
And  woo  sweet  peace  by  fellowship  and  love 
With  holy  beings  from  the  courts  above ; 
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To  find  in  God  that  pnre  immortal  joy, 
Which  time  and  circamstance  cannot  alloy. 

0  Lord,  I  know  I  must  sobmit  to  thee, 
From  paths  decreed  I  cannot,  cannot  flee, 
My  steps  are  fettered  by  a  power  divine, 

1  will  to  move,  but  the  direction  thine. 
Do  not  in  anger  chasten  one  so  weak, 
Nor  for  my  follies  vengeance  on  me  wreak. 
But  when  I  would,  and  strive  to  go  astray, 
With  gentie  hand  still  keep  me  in  thy  way. 

Most  righteous  Crod,  0  may  I  talk  with  thee  ? 
Of  thy  decrees  ?  mysterious  to  me, 
And  ask  thee  why  the  wicked  prosper  so  ? 
E'en  like  tall  trees  in  thy  fair  sunshine  grow, 
While  all  creation  groans  beneath  the  load 
Of  their  transgressions,  in  this  dark  abode. 
Why  does  not  vengeance  blast  tiie  bud  of  sin  ? 
Why  breathes  the  guiltiess,  where  the  wretch  has  been, 
Disease  and  anguish,  death  and  black  despair, 
Because  pollution  left  its  poison  there  ? 
Ah,  wearied  prophet,  God  in  grace  replies, 
How  canst  thou  comprehend  the  mysteries 
That  blend  harmonious  in  my  plans  divine, 
When  such  a  part  transcends  these  powers  of  thine. 
Mark,  how  probation  fills  her  varying  sphere, 
While  retribution,  pressing  on  her  rear, 
Metes  out  for  each  augmented,  due  reward. 
And  seven-fold  vindicates  the  ri^teous  Lord. 
Transgressors  spared  and  prospered  only  grow. 
And  ripen  fast,  for  more  avenging  woe, 
That  holy  wisdom  may  her  work  complete, 
And  grace  and  wrath  in  sacred  concord  meet. 
Be  hot  dismayed  if  messages  from  me 
Are  met  by  scorn,  and  rage,  and  blasphemy ; 
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If  they  thy  warmngB,  tears  and  prayers  despise^ 

And  sink  in  wrath  before  thy  weeping  eyes, 

As  sure  they  will,  except  a  chosen  few, 

My  sovereign  grace  in  mercy  shall  renew, 

Wash  out  their  spots,  and  cleanse  the  darkest  die 

Of  leprous  nature's  black  iniquity. 

Which  none  but  God,  omnipotent  to  change. 

Or  new  create,  performs  a  work  so  strange. 

While  yet  free  will,  like  dead  and  obd'rate  steel. 

Touched  by  heaven's  magnet,  grace,  is  made  to  feel, 

lives,  vibrates,  turns,  as  love  divine  may  draw, 

And  give  true  freedom  by  celestial  law. 

And  harmonize  to  my  just,  sovereign  will. 

Which  leaves  all  choice,  yet  rules  abnighty  siall. 

God  g^ves  the  word,  'tis  thine  to  prophesy. 

Though  while  you  preach  you  see  the  people  die, 

Still  think  not  thou  thy  smallest  effort  vain. 

For  'tis  a  link  in  that  stupendous  chain 

Which  heaven  and  earth  in  proper  sphere  confines, 

And  hell  in  adamantine  vengeance  binds. 

The  visions  vanish,  and  the  prophet  hears 
The  vesper  hymn  of  warblers, — eve  appears 
In  lengthened  shadows  stretching  o'er  the  plain. 
And  soon  the  skies  unfold  their  starry  train ; 
He  bows  in  prayer,  then  seeks  his  humble  door. 
In  fervid  thought  runs  his  experience  o'er. 
Now  swells  with  wonder,  shrinks  then  in  despair. 
And  rests  at  last  on  God  his  every  care. 
His  years  fly  &st,  but  through  the  swift-winged  hours. 
With  zeal  he  urges  his  prophetic  powers. 
In  private  warns,  in  public  seeks  to  win 
"EDs  erring  people  from  their  awful  sin, 
Now  threat'ning  wrath,  then  with  entreaty's  tear. 
Beseeching  all,  but  none  his  message  hear. 


Oppressed  and  grieved,  he  oft  to  God  oompIainSi 

And  poors  his  sorrom  in  pathetic  stcfioB ; 

Oh,  hast  thou  left  this  peojde  reprobate  ? 

Host  the  J  all  perish  in  a  common  &te  ? 

Alas,  we're  sinners !  but  let  mercy  spare, 

And  grant  us  in  thj  grace  a  humble  share. 

Post  thou  abhor  us  creatures  of  thy  power  ? 

Whose  feeble  life  is  but  a  fleeting  hour ; 

O  for  the  honor  of  thy  sacred  name. 

Do  not  thy  works  and  throne  of  mercy  shame. 

Jehovah  now  returns  the  stem  reply, 

And  must  no  rebel  mad  with  folly  die  ? 

Shall  sovereign  mercy  to  her  bosom  press, 

Pollution's  self,  and  snule  on  wickedness  ? 

Her  robes  £vine  and  sacred  spirit  stain. 

That  sin  n^y  riot,  where  the  saint  should  reign  ? 

Yon  wretches  vile,  dost  know  how  they  provdce 

My  righteous  vengeance  7  and  defy  the  stroke 

Impending  long,  but  when  I  give  it  way, 

'Twill  crush  those  rebels  like  the  brittle  clay. 

Destruction  gathers  as  a  swelling  flood. 

Which  ancient  barriers  have  long  time  withstood, 

But  see  it  rise,  and  press  with  crushing  force. 

And  sweep  resistiess  on  its  blasting  course ; 

What  sunt  shall  stay  it  with  uplifted  hand, 

Shall  prayerful  breath  the  tide  of  wrath  withstand  T 

And  fitful  pity  of  a  mortal's  sigh. 

Pervert  the  judgment  of  the  God  most  high  T 

No ;  wrath  must  bum  where  mn  infuriate  holds 

Infernal  empire  in  the  bodies,  souls. 

Of  wretches  called,  and  warned,  in  vain  to  flee 

The  dreadful  fiEbte  of  their  iniquity. 

Still  thou  must  preach,  and  faithfully  proclaim 

My  word  divine,  in  my  almighty  name, 
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Fulfil  my  purpose  toward  the  yQe,  and  saye, 

At  length,  a  few  from  an  eternal  grare. 

Fear  not  the  rage  ttiat  ronnd  thy  steps  may  roar^ 

And  dash  like  surges  on  a  rocky  shore, 

For  I  am  with  thee,  to  defend,  sustain. 

And  make  the  onset  of  the  mighty  yiun. 

Again  the  prophet  his  hard  work  renews. 
Him  and  his  measuige,  high  and  low  ahuse. 
And  curse  him  now  with  that  malicious  tone, 
Which  tells  of  fear  they  scornfully  disown, 
For  years  of  faithful  and  conostent  zeal. 
Win  make  impressions  foes  con  ill  conceal, 
And  where  they  only  scorned  they  learn  to  hate, 
When  come  mis^vingp  of  the  threatened  fate. 
He  thinks  of  home,  that  happy  scene,  and  sighs. 
As  he  beholds  through  fancy's  sunmming  eyes. 
Its  peaceful  shade,  its  beanteous  sunny  ray, 
Where  loye  and  joy  held  their  enchanting  sway. 
And  rills  of  pleasure,  murm'ring  all  around, 
The  rayished  soul  in  spells  of  transport  bound. 
While  smiles  parental  shed  a  mellow  light 
On  home's  fair  world  of  endless,  sweet  delight. 
EBs  soul  is  there,  though  flesh  camiot  retrace 
The  gulf  to  giye  the  filial  warm  embrace. 
But  as  a  captiye  from  his  grated  cell, 
Complains  that  none  e'en  come  to  bid  fiirewell. 
So  pours  his  soul  into  his  mother's  breast, 
In  plaintiye  moaning?  murm'ringly  addressed. 
Alas,  my  mother,  now  existence  seems 
A  heayy  b«den  of  tormenting  dreama, 
Why  didst  thou  bring  me  into  such  a  life. 
To  be  a  man  of  woe  and  bitter  strife  ? 
Why  do  my  ears  with  wrathful  curses  ring, 
Enyenomed  hate  my  writhing  spirit  stbg, 
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And  all  our  race  witii  hostile  bands  unite, 
On  guiltless  me  to  wreak  their  fiendish  spite  ? 
I  seek  their  welfare,  and  with  feeUng  heart 
Heayen's  calb  and  warnings  faithfollj  impart, 
And  fain  would  save  them  from  the  awful  fitte 
Which  doth  in  vengeance  on  their  steps  await ; 
For  this  they  curse  me  with  blaspheming  rage, 
Ah  what  can  sorrows  deep  as  mine  assuage. 

I  cannot,  no,  I  would  not  flee  the  field. 
Where  God  my  duty  has  so  plam  revealed, 
But  may  not  some  sweet  influence  be  found, 
To  soothe  the  pain  of  this  corroding  wound, 
The  fimgs  of  hate  inflict  upon  my  mind  ? 
Some  gentle  bahn  shed  by  a  soul  refined. 
Which  like  a  gale  firom  life's  inspiring  bowers, 
Revives  the  play  of  nature's  prostrate  powers. 
Half  robs  the  heaviest  burden  of  its  load. 
And  wings  the  spirit  o'er  the  roughest  road* 
What  tide  is  this  now  burstmg  on  my  soul? 
Waves  of  emotion  through  my  bosom  roll. 
And  mingling  currents  swell  into  a  sea. 
Whose  sources  long  lay  sealed  in  mystery. 
Again  I  see  her  in  enchanting  dream. 
Her  smiles  and  tears,  her  form  and  features  seem 
Fresh  as  the  bud  of  pure  and  youthful  love, 
'Gemmed  with  the  dew  of  graces  from  above. 
When  sunny  days  and  beauteous  evenings  shone. 
When  all  the  sacred  charms  of  home  were  thrown. 
In  mystic  ties,  around  our  youthful  minds. 
To  form  a  knot  which  death  alone  unbinds. 
Ah,  they  were  severed  by  a  mighty  hand. 
Whose  holy,  just,  omnipotent  command 
I  love,  obey,  yet  sympathetic  feel 
The  strength  of  pasuon,  thongh  bng  caged  in  steel. 
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Perhaps  that  hand  may  now  permit  my  heart, 
By  lore's  ezpaDfflon  to  alloy  the  smart 
Of  thorny  duty,  while  I  fidthfol  still, 
Declare  the  message  of  Ss  holy  will. 
Her  gentle  temper,  sooihmg  tenderness, 
Her  pious  converse,  buoyant  cheerfuhiess, 
May  calm  and  strengthen  my  afflicted  mind. 
And  prove  Hie  helpmeet  God  for  me  designed. 

My  dear  Jedidah !  love  of  youthful  flame ! 
What  recollections  cluster  round  fhy  name ! 
What  joys,  what  blessings  of  a  happy  home ! 
Ah,  wilt  thou  leave  them  here  forlorn  to  roam  ? 
Forsake  an  Eden  for  this  awful  spot  7 
Surrender  all  to  share  my  helpless  lot  ? 
Benounce  the  scenes  where  praises  are  rehearsed. 
To  hear  thy  husband  mocked,  and  daily  cursed  ? 
Ah,  sweet  Jedidah,  canst  thou  dare  for  me. 
To  brave  the  storms  of  sin  and  nusery  ? 
No  ;  not  for  me,  but  for  thy  God,  to  save 
Some  ransomed  spirits  from  an  endless  grave. 
Wilt  on  SGs  altar  all  thy  blessmgs  lay  ? 
Thyself  a  sacrifice  from  day  to  day  ? 
And  choose  that  pathway  to  the  courts  above. 
Which  leads  through  hatred  to  eternal  lote  ? — 
A  sounding  blast  these  tender  musings  broke, 
A  voice  divine  the  startled  seer  bespoke, 
And  bade  forbear,  for  here  thou  shalt  not  see 
The  smile,  the  joy  of  happy  family. 
Too  rough  thy  way  for  tender  feet  to  tread, 
To6  great  the  cares  that  strain  thy  heart  and  head. 
To  be  relieved  by  human  love  which  brings. 
In  state  like  thine,  fresh  and  acuter  stings. 
For  death  stalks  round  where  thou  art  caUed  to  dweD,' 
The  realm  itself  a  cavern  over  heU ; 
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Tnirt  in  my  nuie  fiv  grace  and  streDgf]i  to  bear 
The  world  of  trials,  I  alloi  Aj  ahare^ 
And  look  acroas  fife's  daifc,  tempestaoiis  aea. 
Where  peace  aod  joy  eternal  wait  for  thee. 
Do  not  despair,  ihy  labors  are  not  lost, 
Thoa^  by  leverses  e'er  so  oftm  crossed ; 
The  ploQ^  of  judgment  rending  all  amam. 
But  fits  the  soil  to  yield  a  golden  grain. 
When  time  revdring  bringp  my  jast  decree. 
To  work  salyation  oat  ^waerj. 

The  prophet  bows  sabmisBiTe  to  the  Lord, 
BenewB  the  message  of  ffis  sacred  word, 
And  warns  with  seal,  exhorts  with  tenderness, 
To  deep  repentance  for  tfa^  wickedness. 
The  people  hear  as  those  who  at  a  play, 
Intent  on  sport,  are  called  to  prayer  away, 
And  f dl  of  folly  are  required  to  weep. 
For  carnal  joys  that  all  tiieir  senses  steep. 
A  mad  fiuudic !  some  in  anger  ei7, 
An  odious  hypocrite !  the  rest  reply. 
In  secret  satiate  witii  the  grossest  vice. 
In  public,  pleasure  he  with  frowns  decries. 
And  threatens  hell  if  virtue  dare  to  smile. 
Calls  Heaven's  good  gifts  a  snare  of  fiendish  gidle. 
And  sunmions  us  his  nonsense  to  revere. 
Or  else  damnation  will  our  spirits  sear. 
What  shameless  arrogance  for  him  to  chym 
To  be  our  sovereign  in  Jehovah's  name, 
And  bid  us  bow  if  he  but  chance  to  nod. 
As  if  he  were  vicegerent  of  a  Gh>d. 
'GRs  time  to  curb  him  and  chastise  his  pride, 
A  brute  may  feel  thou^  reason  be  denied, 
May  learn  by  stripes  to  fear  tiie  hand  that  feeds, 
And  humbly  follow  where  its  master  leads. 


While  these  fierce  monniirs  ran  along  ike  orowd| 
A  ruler  came,  the  mob  in  honor  bowed. 
He  seized  the  prophet,  bade  his  seryanta  amite, 
While  throngs  i^plaud,  and  curse  with  fiendish  spite. 
Hard  falls  the  blow  when  hatred  ^yes  the  strokOi 
On  quiv'ring  flesh  the  rods  elaatic  broke, 
But  though  seyere  the  outward  suffering. 
He  feels  at  heart  a  more  enyenomed  sting. 
The  man  of  God,  to  malice  left  a  prey, 
Loaded  with  stripes  they  drag  to  stocks  away, 
And  leaye  in  torture,  dark  aud  loathsome  gloom, 
Like  one  reyiyed  to  anguish  in  a  tomb. 
But  fidth  is  firm,  he  pours  his  soul  in  prayer. 
With  sweet  assurance  of  God's  guardian  care. 
And  soothed  by  grace,  he  lulls  his  sorrows  deep, 
Forgets  his  anguish  in  a  balmy  sleep. 
Not  so  the  tyrant  that  mth  lawless  might 
Had  scourged  and  bound  him  in  the  dungeon's  ni^t ; 
He  sleeps  indeed,  if  that  can  sleep  be  called, 
Li  which  the  soul  by  agonies  inthralled, 
Starts,  shudders,  shrinks,  fain  from  itself  would  flee, 
To  'scape  the  phantoms  of  its  misery. 
Each  hour  an  age,  with  horrors  oyerspread, 
That  chained  the  culprit  to  his  reeking  bed, 
And  endless  tortures  seemed  to  creep  away, 
Ere  from  the  rack  released  by  dawning  day. 
With  hasty  steps  he  sought  the  prison  gate, 
like  one  that  flies,  nor  yet  escapes  his  fate ; 
In  calm  repose  the  man  of  God  he  found, 
'Hjb  tortured  limbs  with  fear  and  awe  unbound, 
And  as  he  woke,  the  tyrant  quaked  the  more, 
With  shaking  hand  he  pointed  to  the  door, 
"BiB  ydce  was  froze,  in  terror  swam  his  eyes. 
The  prophet  gazed,  and  sternly  then  replies, 


God  Dames  the  tenor  to  thyself  and  fiidDdSi 
A  Hvmg  omen  of  the  doom  he  sends, 
To  blast  the  race  His  sacred  word  deqiiae. 
And  oorae  you  all  for  your  blaspheming  lies. 

The  prophet  then  with  painful  steps  and  dow, 
Throng  drisding  showers  of  minted  rain  and  bdow, 
Benmnbed  with  cold,  with  heavy  pains  ojqmsaed, 
Creeps  on,  and  halts  his  stiffened  limbs  to  rest. 
'Twas  early  dawn,  still  dark  the  muddy  streets, 
And  growlmg  dogp  the  only  life  he  meets ; 
A  pack  assail  him  widi  a  savage  din, 
A  stout  fierce  brute,  with  an  infernal  grin, 
Leaps  on  his  arm,  and  drags  him  in  the  mire. 
All  seize  and  rend  lus  humble,  8(Mled  attire. 
When  with  a  crash  that  shivers  them  with  fear. 
Heaven's  red-hot  bolts  thdr  ^ari|ig  eyeballs  sear ; 
Wi&,  yelps  of  terror,  howling  thai  they  fled, 
While  every  sleeper  started  from  his  bed. 
Escaped  their  fimgs,  along  the  dreary  way 
He  drags  his  limbs,  to  man  and  beast  a  prey. 
And  when  just  fainting,  sinking  on  the  road. 
He  gains  at  last  his  comfortless  abode. 
Here  grinding  anguish  nuzed  with  writhing  throes. 
In  serpent  coil  the  hapless  man  inclose. 
While  ever  ready  in  the  trying  hour, 
The  tempter  comes  with  all  his  guileful  power, 
To  rouse  his  pasuons,  doubt  and  rage  excite, 
And  shade  his  soul  by  an  infernal  night. 
God  seems  to  leave  him,  when  celestial  aid 
Is  most  required  to  crush  the  foes  arrayed 
To  blast  his  being  with  the  poisoned  brealh 
That  withers  life,  nor  brings  relief  of  death. 
The  boiling  tumult  of  his  heaving  breast. 
At  length,  in  words  c<nnplaininj^y  addressed 
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To  Heaven,  finds  rent,  and  thos  he  moaning  cries, 

Thou  hast  deceived,  yet  Lord,  do  not  despise 

The  feeble  worm  o'er  whom  thou  dost  prevail, 

Nor  leave  to  all  the  furies  that  assail 

In  fiendish  s{Hite,  while  for  thy  sacred  name, 

I  bear  the  wrong,  endure  the  pain  and  shame  ; 

For  Qod  I  suffer,  will  th'  Almighty  scorn 

The  woe  His  message  bring?  on  me  forlorn  7 

I  sought  it  not.  His  own  resistless  hand 

Led  to  proclaim  His  sovereign  high  command. 

And  when  I  felt  the  misery  entailed, 

I  shut  my  lips,  yet  still  His  word  prevailed, 

Burnt  in  my  soul  like  a  consuming  fire, 

mn  I  declared  the  whole  He  did  inspire. 

I  looked  salvation  through  the  realm  to  see. 

Yet  nought  behold  but  sin  and  misery ; 

Still,  judgment  gathers  in  an  awful  cloud. 

And  threat'ning  thunders  growl  more  near  and  loud, 

And  when  in  fury  o'er  the  land  they  burst. 

As  the  fell  cause,  I  shall  be  madly  cursed ; 

While  Ood  and  man  on  me,  a  worm  so  weak. 

Vengeance  divine  and  frantic  fury  wreak. 

Ah,  hapless  day,  deep  source  of  living  woes. 

That  through  tiie  anguish  of  maternal  throes. 

Brought  me  to  agonize  in  living  death. 

And  but  to  suibr,  draw  this  loathsome  breath. 

Woe  to  the  tidings  of  paternal  joy ! 

Proclaiming  loud  birth  of  a  beauteous  boy ! 

Ah,  what  was  being  to  a  wretch  like  me, 

But  certain  cause  of  helpless  misery. 

Why  did  I  live,  when  death  might  be  my  nurse. 

And  lull  to  sleep  away  the  bitter  curse 

Of  life,  nor  feel,  nor  know  what  sorrows  prey 

On  one  incaged  in  agonising  clay. 


Which  firaaee  irith  horror^  and  then  scailied  iriib  shame, 
Altornate  saflEera  more  than  tQDgae  can  name. 

While  thus  with  gloom  and  loud  repiningB  fiOed, 
A  sadden  call  his  startled  sjnrit  thrilled, 
He  turned  and  saw  in  splendid  robes  of  state, 
A  ooortier  from  the  king  before  him  wait, 
With  train  of  servants,  and  with  rey'rent  mien, 
And  anxious  air,  as  if  some  mighty  scene 
Of  care  and  danger,  stamped  with  mjfstic  seal. 
That  power  prophetic  could  alone  reveal, 
Lay  at  his  heart,  or  pressed  the  public  mind. 
While  thus  in  terms  respectful  and  refined, 
The  couitier  spake,  and  prophet's  fJBkvor  sought. 
To  grace  the  message  he  reluctant  brou^t. 
Our  king,  0  prophet,  Heaven  prdong  his  reign ! 
And  make  the  counsels  of  his  fo^nen  vain. 
Has  long  been  conscious  of  the  rank  you  bear. 
And  heavenly  power  committed  to  your  case. 
On  future  scenes  to  pour  meridian  light. 
And  guide  the  nation  through  each  danger  tiglbt. 
Draw  down  the  blessings  caaketed  on  hij^, 
Or  bid  the  bolts  of  buming  vengeance  fly : 
Hu9  salutation  graciously  he  sends. 
For  royal  favor  on  your  name  attends, 
And  asks  what  counsel  may  avert  the  fiftte. 
Which  seems  to  threaten  our  invaded  state. 
That  GKkL  in  mercy  may  His  power  display, 
Dispel  our  fears  and  drive  our  foes  away. 

With  deep  surprise,  hope  blending  with  despair, 
The  prophet  answers  by  a  dubious  stare. 
Half  looks  reproach  upon  the  ganuahed  train. 
That  seem  te  mock  his  poverty  and  pain, 
Attempts  te  rise,  then  sinks  in  weakness  down. 
While  sighs  and  groans  his  stafling  spirit  drown ; 
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All  861186  forsakes  hiniy  and  his  toitured  claj 
Outstretched  and  pale  before  the  oonrtier  lay, 
Kind  pity  yet  within  his  bosom  dwelt. 
He  strai^t  beside  the  prostrate  prophet  knelt. 
Chafes  the  wan  temples,  bids  the  servants  bring 
Means  to  revive  the  man  of  su&ring, 
Who  opes  at  length  his  languid  wond'ring  eye^ 
On  ample  comforts  brought  for  his  supply ; 
He  hears  for  onoe  a  kindly  voice  inquire 
If  rallied  nature  will  aught  else  desire^ 
And  if  his  strength  suffices  now  to  stand, 
And  answer  what  the  monarch  may  demand. 

While  life  remains,  the  prophet  calm  replies, 
'Tis  mine  to  combat  vanity  and  lies, 
To  warn  the  lofty  and  the  abject  race, 
Of  sweejAng  judgments  haeting  on  apace. 
Turn,  if  I  may,  die  arm  of  wrath  aade. 
Outstretched  to  crush  a  guilty  nation's  pride. 
For  this  I  left  the  sweets  of  peace  and  love. 
And  hatred,  woe,  and  nameless  anguish  prove  ; 
For  this,  my  life^  a  daily  sacrifice, 
In  doubtful  balance  hangs  before  my  eyes. 
And  waits  the  hour  of  martryl  agony 
To  rise  o'er  evU  conquering  and  free. 
Lead  then  the  way,  but  let  some  servant  aid 
My  fiilt'ring  steps,  and  prop  my  strength  decayed,. 
And  what  Jehovah  on  my  soul  indites. 
Will  I  proclaim  to  him  who  truth  invites ; 
Though  well  I  know  the  vain  and  stubborn  mind 
Of  Jdngs  and  princes,  seldom  is  inclined 
To  heed  advice,  unless  the  council  lie 
Full  in  the  smile  of  pleasure's  witching  eye. 
Man  wants  a  project  who  will  calm  his  fears,. 
And  whisper  smooth  deceits  in  willing  ears,. 
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Whose  words  are  balm  to  conscience'  galfing  sting. 

Fair  honied  hopes  forever  proffering 

To  each  and  all,  still  crjing  peace  and  joy, 

Till  ruin  comes  relentless  to  destroj. 

And  whelms  deceivers  and  deceived  amain. 

In  one  black  gulf  of  deep  despair  and  pain, 

Where  ^Ided  lies  and  flowery  flattery, 

To  vipers  turned,  complete  their  misery. 

The  courtier  listens  with  attentive  heart, 
And  silent  vows  to  seek  a  better  part 
Than  court  or  country  sqiiling  could  supply, 
Though  in  their  service  he  should  faithful  die. 
Amid  the  train  a  captive  exile  stood. 
Who  oft  in  childhood  drank  from  Nilus'  flood, 
And  near  the  sources  of  that  mystic  stream. 
Banged  lull  and  dale  as  in  a  hi^py  dream, 
And  thought  what  joy  would  crown  his  manhood  free, 
Though  soon  ordmed  an  exile  slave  to  be. 
Dark  were  his  features,  yet  a  noble  air 
Showed  that  his  soul,  not  least  of  men,  was  fair, 
Touched  by  an  impulse,  to  the  prophet's  side 
With  eager  haste  Abdalmafik  did  ^de. 
And  craved  the  office  to  assist  the  man, 
In  whose  discourse  celestial  tidings  ran ; 
Then  to  the  court  the  train  in  order  due. 
Through  winding  streets  at  length  delisted  drew. 
Prophet  and  courtier  through  the  halls  of  state 
Pass  to  a  chamber  where  the  monarch  sat, 
Oloomy  and  anxious,  fearful  and  yet  vain, 
Who  long  had  sought  his  sceptre  to  sustain  ^ 

By  weak  devices,  thougjb  himself  and  realm 
Were  dyed  in  sin,  and  ruin  held  the  helm. 
Low  bows  the  courtier,  fixed  the  prophet  stood, 
And  on  the  monarch  turned  a»  pensive  mood. 
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GhuEed  on  his  soiil,  and  yiewed  the  fickle  mind, 

Which  now  to  good  and  oft  to  ill  inclined. 

As  yarjing  tides  and  earrenis  on  him  set, 

Borne,  tossed,  and  turned,  as  counter  eddies  met ; 

Too  weak  to  stem  the  torrent  in  its  force, 

Or  madly  rush  upon  its  downward  course. 

Who  fiiin  would  steer  twixt  heaven  and  yawning  hell, 

And  leagued  with  both  more  heinously  rebel. 

Long  gaeed  the  prophet,  turned  the  monarch  pale, 

mH  fear  and  trembling  oyer  pride  prevail ; 

Tell  me,  he  cries,  how  can  we  'scape  Hie  jEute, 

That  threatens  now  our  venerable  state. 

What  art  or  prayer  shall  drive  our  foes  away, 

Bring  back  the  son  of  our  departing  day. 

And  lengthen  out  our  royal  l^e  m  peace, 

Till  time  shall  end  and  nature's  progress  cease. 

Slowly  tiie  prophet  nused  his  arm  on  high. 

Silent  and  solemn,  pointed  a  reply, 

One  word  pronounced,  tiiat  high  and  holy  name^ 

Whose  righteous  sovereignty  e*er  stands  the  same 

However  mortals«may  foget  or  sneer 

The  Power  that  angels  rev'rently  revere. 

That  Power  which  rules  in  sovereign  majesty. 

O'er  good  and  ill  throughout  infinity. 

The  king  rejoined :  I  own  Jehovah's  sway. 
But,  if  a  seer  thou  art,  then,  prophet,  say. 
What  shall  we  do  ?  and  how  avert  His  wrath  ? 
Point  out  the  means  and  lead  in  safety's  path ; 
Thy  king  commands,  thy  country  and  thy  Lord 
Require  of  tliee  the  plain  prophetic  word. 
And  on  thy  soul,  I  bid  thee  tell  me  true. 
What  course,  what  policy  we  must  pursue. 
The  prophet  then :  0  king,  in  me  behold 
The  bitter  fruits  of  wisdom,  plainly  told. 
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Those  I  voold  save,  like  mad'oing  beasts  of  prey^ 

Bage,  roar,  and  strive  to  rend  my  life  away ; 

See  to  what  state  jour  lawless  subjects  press 

The  maa  who  warns  them,  preaching  ri^teoosness ; 

And  thou,  0  prince,  too  well  I  know  wilt  ftil 

To  heed  my  warning  till  the  final  wail 

Of — all  is  lost !  shall  thnnder  o'er  die  land, 

And  fire  and  sword  consome  <m  every  hand. 

Yet  hear  Ae  word  whidi  grace  through  justice  speaks 

And  once  agun  salvatiim  f<Mr  thee  seeks ; 

Turn,  turn,  O  jHrince,  from  mn  and  folly's  way. 

Obey  thy  God,  thee  I  beseech,  obey  ! 

Benounce  the  counseb  and  the  idols  vain, 

Thai  long  have  been  thine  own  and  country^s  bane, 

And  brou^t  thy  people  to  the  verge  of  woe. 

Thy  royal  line  near  fiital  overthrow. 

If  deep  repentance  shall  refonn  the  state, 

And  righteous  edicts  on  the  throne  await, 

If  thou,  O  king,  wilt  witii  thy  peoi^e  bend 

To  Him  alone  who  can  the  realm  defend. 

And  meekly  yield  to  that  chastisng  band 

Which  smites  this  guiliy  nn-polluted  land ; 

If  to  His  law  with  contrite  soul  you  turn. 

And  from  His  word  the  path  of  duty  leam, 

If  every  idol  leveled  in  the  dust, 

Leaves  God,  the  living  God,  alone  your  trust, 

Then,  prosp'ring  peace,  like  light  diffusing  round, 

Shall  bless  the  realm  and  happiness  abound. 

Submit,  0  prince,  to  Providence  most  high, 

Yield  free  to  Him  on  whom  you  can  rely. 

Nor  by  rebellion  ^ve  wrath  ampler  room. 

Thee  and  thy  realm  to  crush  in  hopeless  doom, 

0  prince,  in  anguish  of  my  heart  I  pray, 

Obey  and  live  !  God's  holy  word  obey. 
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He  ceased :  we  will  advise ;  fhe  monarch  said, 
With  whom  ?  rejoined  the  prophet,  those  whoVe  led 
Thy  hesitatiBg  steps  to  ruin's  brink  T 
Counsel  with  them,  and  with  them  thou  wilt  onk 
In  helpless  woe :  O  prince,  resolve,  and  do, 
What  now  your  conscience  witnesses  is  true  ; 
Once  more  I  charge,  obey  thy  God,  and  reign, 
Or  follow  vanity,  and  then  be  slain ! 
The  prophet  turned,  and  passed  the  palace  gate, 
Qased  o'er  the  town,  bewailed  its  coming  fate, 
And  for  each  soul,  there  destined  soon  to  groan, 
Felt  deeper  sorrow  than  for  grief  his  own ; 
Swelled  his  fall  heart  with  supplication's  sigh, 
Rose  deep  entreaty  to  the  King  on  high. 

At  length  the  court  were  all  in  conclave  found, 
And  busy  rumor  murmured  loud  around. 
That  vagrant  oracles  had  reached  the  ear, 
And  struck  the  heart  of  royalty.wiih  fear ; 
Then  straight  they  plot  to  free  .their  prince  from  awe. 
And  on  the  prophet  speedy  ruin  draw- 
So  when  the  king  appears  in  wonted'state. 
They  bold  assail  him  with  malicious  prate, 
Tm  half  resolves  of  reformation  Ml, 
And  leave  him  closer  bound  in  ruin's  thrall. 
Does  royal  wisdom,  cries  the  artful  train, 
Counsel  wi&  treason  to  confirm  the  reign  ? 
Hast  thou  forgot,  O  king,  this  wretch  has  sold 
His  bleeding  country  for  the  foeman's  gold  ? 
Was  not  his  malice  and  his  treachery 
Of  late  revealed  ?  when  he  essayed  to  flee. 
And  join  the  adverse  host  in  open  arms. 
Whom  long  he  aided  by  his  false  alarms  ? 
In  blackest  treason  marring  our  defence. 
By  preaching  up  false  views  of  Providence, 
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To  cause  our  heroes,  and  our  people  true, 
To  jield  to  foes  whom  we  may  well  subdue* 
What  darker  crime  against  the  state  can  lie, 
Than  forging  counsels  on  the  Court  most  high  T 
And  with  prophetic  sir  appal  the  heart, 
Which  for  its  country  would  with  life-blood  part. 
God  and  His  providence  will  never  aid 
A  power  against  His  chosen  cause  arrayed, 
And  who  interprets  thus  the  laws  divine, 
Seeks  truth  and  righteousness  to  undermine ; 
And  leagued  with  hell,  would  gladly  whelm  the  state, 
For  private  ends,  in  one  redeemless  fate. 

The  prophet's  courtier  who  till  now  remained 
Mute  in  the  court,  at  length,  by  truth  constrained, 
Demands  if  God  His  chosen  ne'er  chastised  ? 
When  they  His  law  by  word  or  deed  despised  f 
If  past  experience  did  not  cleariy  show. 
Heaven  often  armed  a  base  relentless  foe. 
To  execute  His  sovereign,  just  decrees. 
And  cloud  or  close  a  nation's  destinies. 
Loud  cries  of — ^treason !  treason !  fill  the  hall, 
The  noble  courtier  soon  is  doomed  to  fall, 
And  share  the  fate  of  one  he  would  defend, 
Though  still  reluctant  to  appear  his  friend. 

So,  oft  it  £Bures  with  men  whose  juster  mind 
Scans  what  high  Heaven  for  mortals  has  deingned, 
By  holy  writ,  by  faith,  experience,  prayer, 
Gained  some  just  view  of  subjects  as  they  are, 
Yet  falling  short  of  zeal's  deluded  aim. 
Become  the  objects  of  unmeasured  blame. 
And  bear  reproaches  of  a  deeper  shade, 
Than  those  who  adverse  always  stood  arrayed. 
When  nervous  zeal  and  selfish  hope  combine. 
And  claim  the  sanction  of  a  |>ower  divine. 


619 

Then  candid  jadgment,  sober  pety, 

To  heaven  alone  must  look  for  charity^ 

Nor  .think  it  strange  that  long^linked  fiiends  <iW^^ 

A  strong  attftchment  to  their  tainted  name. 

Or  that  suspicion,  with  a  jaundiced  eye, 

'Glares  to  behold  some  mark  of  infiimy. 

0  righteous  Heaven !  when  shall  thj  glory  quell 

The  scowl  of  £rror  ?  and  thy  light  dispel 

The  ignorance  and  prejudice  below. 

That  make  true  friends  mistake  in  each  a  foe, 

Turn  holy  arms  and  stead&st  faith  aside, 

To  tilt  at  phantoms  in  beguiling  pride. 

And  make  a  Jehu  fill  the  sacred  place, 

Which  Jesus  hallowed  with  celestial  grace. 

The  faithful  prophet  to  their  mercy  given, 
To  loathsome  dungeon  is  remorseless  driven, 
To  learn  in  hunger,  thirst,  and  cruel  woe. 
The  recompense  of  faithfulness  below ; 
And  have  his  confidence  in  God  assuled 
By  hosts  of  doubts  sophistically  mailed. 
And  feel  alternate,  fervor  from  on  high, 
And  stupid  sorrow  on  his  spirit  lie. 
Till  grace  and  nature's  waning  energy 
Ends  in  the  former's  hard>bought  victory. 
Ah,  hapless  prophet !  this  thy  great  reward  ? 
For  this,  dost  serve  a  just  and  bounteous  Lord  ? 
In  loathsome  darkness  must  the  servant  lie. 
While  He  in  glory  boundless,  reigns  on  high  7 
Nay,  stay  the  thought !  Heaven's  plan  is  holy,  wise. 
Though  prophets  suffer,  and  though  rage  and  lies 
Awhile  prevul,  the  end  will  surely  prove 
God's  special  care  for  those  BSs  precepts  love. 
Toil,  pain,  and  scorn  for  Him  on  earth  endured. 
Have  vast  reward,  through  grace,  in  heaven  insured, 
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And  ample  treasared  many  find  on  highi 
WIio  drag  out  life  in  hopeless  miseiy. 
Long  lay  ihe  prophet  in  the  mnrkj  ^oom 
Of  noisome  pit  that  mi^t  have  been  his  tomb. 
Had  not  Abdalmalik  besought  die  king. 
To  grant  some  respite  of  ihe  suffering. 
And  spore  the  life  of  one  ir ho  fsithfol  told 
What  royalty  had  bid  him  trae  unfold. 

What  scenes  he  shared,  what  years  of  angaiah  pMsed, 
And  how  he  saw  his  people  crushed  at  last, 
What  misery  immense,  unutterable  woe,     ^ 
He  deeply  proved  in  nation's  overthrow, 
When  ruin  glutted,  like  a  vulture,  stood 
On  hideous  waste  of  ashes  drenched  in  blood, 
Were  long  to  tell ;  suffice  it  then,  to  say. 
His  country's  guilt  was  canceled  in  his  day, 
A  nation's  sin  long  ages  awful  grown, 
Piled  up  for  vengeance  to  th'  eternal  throne, 
Was  fired  by  justice,  when  long  suff'rence  spent. 
No  more  could  stay  the  dreadful  punishment^ 
Which  sweeping  wide,  like  fiery  flood,  devours^ 
Without  distinction,  palace,  hut,  and  towers, 
When  nought  but  miracle  can  save  the  soul, 
That  trusts  e'en  Gtody  who  ^ves  control 
To  vengeance  due,  and  leaves  his  chosen  gold, 
With  baflest  ores  that  mammon  ever  sold. 
To  suffer  fire,  and  be  the  more  refined, 
For  glorious  purposes  by  Him  derigned, 
When  eaarthly  dross  and  mortal  scenes  consumed. 
The  work  of  grace  in  glory  is  resumed. 
Such  was  the  age,  and  such  the  fearful  fi^te, 
The  prophet  saw  who  lived  and  prayed  too  late, 
Yet  not  too  late  ;  CKhI's  grace  was  magnified, 
Alttiough  the  nation  scorned,  rebelled,  and  died. 
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This  thoaghfe  hereafter :  turn  ve  and  inquire, 
Knone  were  guided  by  prophetic  fire  ? 
If  ne'er  a  soul,  in  contrite  sorrow  bound. 
The  way  of  peace  through  heavenly  tidings  found  ? 
Hope  points  out  two  ;  the  firuit  of  forty  years 
Prophetic  labor,  suffering  and  tears  ; 
One,  the  dark  slave  whose  exile  spirit  bled 
At  woes  heaped  ruthless  on  a  righteous  head ; 
And  one,  the  courtier,  who  his  soul  to  save, 
Lost  all  the  honors  royalty  erst  gave, 
And  though  ambition  lingered  in  his  breast. 
Till  deeply  warned  that  earth  was  not  his  rest, 
Yet  from  the  mom  he  first  the  prophet  met, 
His  secret  seal  to  righteousness  he  set, 
And  faithful  grew,  till  nerved  by  grace  divine, 
He  strove  to  rise  where  lasting  glories  shine/ 
Two  souls  illumed ;  if  more,  to  God  alone 
Their  names  and  characters  unwrit  are  known ; 
E'en  one  had  been  inestimable  prize, 
For  which  a  life  of  ling'ring  agonies. 
In  toil  and  prayer,  were  price  of  little  cost. 
For  what  compares  with  deathless  spirit  lost  ? 
But  Bill  the  object  of  a  prophet's  life, 
Drawn  out  in  anguish  and  in  deadly  strife 
With  evil^  ends  not  on  a  mortal's  soul, — 
Ood  and  His  government  the  final  goal 
Of  each  probationary  scene  below. 
And  all  creation,  e'en  the  world  of  woe. 
Must  render  glory  to  the  sovereign  plan. 
Which  proffers  pardon  to  the  rebel  man. 
Deep  and  unchangeable  God's  counsels  stand, 
Embracing  all  with  an  almighty  hand, 
Yet  gen'ral  laws  His  providences  guide, 
ntted  to  each  event  which  can  betide  ; 
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To'  save  numkind,  sad  pour  thdr  prayers  sndWrs, 
From  Him  alone,  mast  come  the  wished  sneoess, 
The  dntj  man's,  bat  His  the  ri^teoasness. 

For  sinee  our  race  are  all  ensiayed  by  sin, 
Qrace  needs  must  war  a  an^e  soul  to  win, 
So  good  and  evil,  in  perpetoal  strife, 
Anta^nize  inret'raiely  throuj^  life, 
And  yarying  fields  <^  des^'rate  conflict  tiy, 
Widi  ne'er  a  choice  but  conquer  all  or  die  ; 
And  as  the  ranks,  in  battle's  fierce  array, 
Are  thinned  by  time,  firesh  legions,  to  display 
Their  prowess,  rash  upon  the  doubtful  ground, 
To  fight  and  M,  and  hope  of  peaoe  oonfeand, 
While  ages  roll  redemption's  Qospel  firee^ 
And  man  retains  inbred  dq^vity. 
Sin  claims  the  empire,  grace  invades  her  reign, 
Not  armed  to  cru^  at  once  pretenmms  yam, 
But  with  a  power  which  evil  may  witiistand. 
Till  brought  to  yield  to  an  almighty  hand ; 
So  war  must  rage,  and  force  with  force  compete, 
TiSl  ends  this  scene,  redemption  all  complete 
Shall  shout  the  triumph  over  sin  and  hell, 
And  grace  triumphant  aUeluia  swell* 
Kor  is  the  scheme  unjust,  unwise ;  nay,  worthy  Ood, 
Who  sways  o'er  evil  His  avenging  rod. 
And  makes  its  rage  work  out  some  blest  design 
To  consummate  His  boundless  plan  divine* 
Since  evil  is, -what  mortal  dares  to  say 
Its  term  of  power  must  be  a  fleeting  day  ? 
Why  not  an  age  ?  why  not  a  cycle  vast  I 
If  not  the  future,  why  was  tried  the  past  T 
Why  prove  a  soul,  and  not  a  countleas  race  ? 
Were  there  no  sin,  no  need  had  been  of  grace ; 
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But  He  who  fixed  a  providence  divine  ? 
Gave  this  to  rise,  and  that  the  power  contest, 
Evolving  still  a  j^aa  sapremelj  blest, 
Which  in  the  issue  makes  all  evil  tend, 
Though  bad  itself,  to  Ugh  and  godfike  end, 
Beflect  the  gloiy  of  th'  eternal  throne. 
Augmenting  praise  and  bliss  through  worlds  unknown. 
No  narrow  scheme  restricts  the  varying  powers 
Whii^  meet  and  stmg^e  in  this  world  of  ours ; 
Broad  is  the  field,  long,  long  th'  eventful  day- 
Assigned  to  try  probationarj  clay. 
And  grander  scenes  than  e'er  the  past  revealed. 
Deep  in  the  future  wait  to  be  unsealed, 
While  still  redemptioB,  urging  on  its  way. 
Strains  toward  the  goal  of  universal  sway, 
And  thoug|b<  oft  carried  on  a  backward  tide, 
At  last  in  glory  iriU  triumphant  ride. 

On  scenes  like  ihese  God's  holy  prophets  cast. 
Are  swept  in  fiiry  by  the  adverse  blast. 
Which  if  they  stem,  and  faithful  hold  their  post, 
'Gkdnst  ra^ng  foes  augmenting  host  on  host, 
'Tis  more  by  far  than  lighter  victors  dare. 
When  God's  own  hand  rolls  on  the  ^orious  war. 
And  leaves  His  fbUVers  little  else  to  do. 
But  gather  trophies  which  the  battle  strew. 
Not  every  soldier,  laden  most  with  spoil. 
Has  spent  most  energy  in  desp'rate  toil ; 
Not  every  name  wluch  popular  applause 
Delights  to  honor,  most  in  virtue's  cause 
Does  or  endures ;  yet  when  a  sentinel. 
On  some  lone  height,  feels  noble  valor  swell, 
As  battle  rages  in  the  plain  below. 
And  buma  to  ehacge  impet'oua  on  tha  &e, 
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Still  safe  from  danger,  fidthfiil  he  must  stand, 
Or  forfeit  all  with  him  who  gave  command  ; 
E'en  so  the  prophet,  so  each  pious  heart, 
Where  Grod  decides  must  bide  th'  allotted  part ; 
'Tis  His  to  station,  ours  to  strive  with  zeal. 
Both  for  our  own,  and  for  redempticm's  weal ; 
To  meet  the  fo^,  to  hail  the  welcome  friend, 
To  do  and  suffer,  fiuthful  to  the  end. 
What  is  fidelity,  but  to  obey  ? 
And  full-souled  follow  where  Heaven  leads  the  waj  ? 
To  do  each  duty,  by  the  Will  Divine, 
Till  summoned  earth  and  trial  to  resign. 

Who  made  success  of  fidthfnlness  tiie  role  ? 
But  one  in  doctrine,  fraudulent  or  fool. 
Beap  as  you  sow  ;  but  if  the  seed  should  ftll 
On  rocks  or  brambles,  would  you  reap  at  all  ? 
Who  judges  thus,  might  Grod's  own  Son  ocmdemn, 
Apostles,  prophets,  one  and  all  contemn. 
Because  their  labors  won  nqt  more  to  prove 
Their  faithful  zeal  and  persevering  love. 
While  masses  perished,  while  the  world  remains 
So  closely  linked  in  sin's  infernal  chains. 
The  first,  the  Last,  who  died,  but  ever  lives, 
This  great  command  and  gracious  promise  ^ves. 
Be  true  and  fiuthful,  till  thy  mortal  strife. 
And  thee  I'll  give  a  glorious  crown  of  life. 
Faithful  to  do,  and  faithful  to  ^endure, 
A  blest  reward,  through  grace  divine,  insure ; 
Though  toil  and  anguish  no  memorial  rear, 
To  tell  the  world  of  trophies  gathered  here. 
Yet  every  soul  that  gains  the  victory. 
Shall  shine  a  piUar  in  the  courts  on  high. 
Success  is  Ged's ;  and  faithfulness  is  man's ; 
Though  both  blend  mystic  in  foreordered  plans, 
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Which  every  impobey  tendency  embrace, 
That.bears  upon  the  being  of  onr  race, 
Leave  every  power  t'  antagonize  at  will, 
Control  the  contest,  guide  the  issue  still. 

A  Paul  may  plant,  Apollos  irrigate, 
And  zealous  £uth  in  expectation  irait, 
But  till  the  Lord  shall  bless  the  golden  grain, 
Widi  wished  increase,  they  labor  all  in  vain. 
For,  not  to  man  Jehovah  delegates 
The  sovereign  power,  that  spirit  new  creates, 
And  changes  man  from  deep  depravity, 
To  holy  nature  fitted  heaven  to  see. 
A  work  so  gracioos,  glorious,  and  divine, 
Thou  Eang  eternal,  is  forever  thine  ! 
However  instruments  may  work  and  tend, 
Li  thy  good  providence  to  such  an  end. 
Were  man  the  cause,  he  might  with  conscious  pride. 
The  meed  of  glory  with  Kis  (jod  divide. 
And  lead  a  trun  to  swell  the  ranks  on  high, 
EBs  own  fair  name,  not  Christ,  to  glorify. 
Then  might  we  find  but  few  before  the  throne. 
The  mass  redeemed,  by  earthly  titles  known, 
Of  this  were  Paul,  of  that  were  Peter  lord. 
The  saviours  human,  human  the  reward. 
Let  others  trust  their  heaven  to  mortal  hands. 
Be  God  the  Bode  on  which  my  saiety  stands ; 
Be  His  the  name,  and  £Gs  the  power  I  trust. 
To  renovate  the  fidlen  sons  of  dust. 

No  purer  love,  no  holier  motives  swell 
A  mortal  breast,  than  thine,  Lnmanuel ! 
Ko  happier  Gospel,  in  diviner  form. 
No  loftier  zeal,  witii  fire  celestial  warm, 
No  more  benevdence  than  God  reveals, 
This  humbled  spirit  claims,  pretends,  or  fi^ ; 
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While  witli  sweet  peace,  adoring  I  confide 
The  world's  redemption  to  His  reign  who  died, 
And  rest  assured,  not  on  firafl  hmnan  mi^t. 
Bat  on  Jehovah  to  make  all  things  right ; 
And  race  bj  race,  mankind  to  prove  and  try^ 
Exalting  this,  condemmng  that  to  die, 
As  holy  wisdom  guides  Ws  jnst  decrees, 
To  righteons  issue  of  man's  destimes. 
When  Crod's  own  people,  aD  the'  chosen  race, 
The  seed,  the  Israel,  redeemed  bj  grace, 
On  promised  shores  of  everlasting  rest. 
Their  foes  destroyed,  shall  be  supremely  blest. 

In  gloomiest  age  of  madness  and  despair. 
The  prophet,  summoned  Heaven's  commands  to  bear, 
Fii^ds  labor  lost,  like  sowing  on  the  sea, 
Which  yields  a  harvest  but  of  treachery. 
On  Heaven's  behalf«  'twas  his  the  land  to  warn, 
Not  he  responsible  if  men  did  scorn 
The  gracious  message  which  sweet  mercy  sent. 
And  though  severe,  still  wooed  them  to  repent ; 
Btill  promised  peace,  and  pointed  them  on  high, 
In  love  demanding  why,  why  will  ye  die  ? 
&e  faithful  preached ;  alas,  for  them  in  vain ; 
He  prayed,  he  wept,  saw  hope  and  nation  wane, 
And  sink  in  ruin,  '^hile  destruction  dire. 
Sword,  (famine,  plague,  captivity,  and  fire. 
Whelmed  all  in  woe,  yet  spared  a  scaniy  band. 
As  raging  flames  may  leave  a  mould'ring  brand 
Amid  the  ashes  of  a  common  fate, — 
Such  was  the  remnant  of  that  andent  state. 
To  which  the  prophet  clings  with  fervent  zeal, 
And  now  renews  emphatic  his  appeal. 
They  heed  lum  not,  from  hope,  from  country  fiee, 
And  drag  him  with  &em  in  captivity, 
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Where  scenes  of  angoiahy  long  drawn  oat  in  woe. 
Sweep  o'er  them  all  in  ruthless  oyeiflow ; 
The  man  of  Qoi  still  ur^g  to  repent, 
While  they  the  summons  scomfuUy  resent, 
Bj  judgments  maddened,  which  should  melt  the  soul, 
In  contrite  sorrows,  to  divine  contr  1, 
But  like  plants  noxious,  in  a  gbwing  sun, 
Warmed,  watered  more,  the  more  to  poison  ron. 
Taint  and  destroy,  wide  as  their  influence  reigns. 
The  bane  of  all  that  range  the  verdant  phians ; 
So,  desp'rate  sinners  ripe  for  vengeance  grow, 
While  mercy  stays  the  last,  consuming  blow. 
And  turn  the  means  which  should  salvation  yield. 
To  black  despair,  with  sevenfold  vengeance  sealed. 

The  prophet  warned,  and  prayed,  and  wept  in  vain, 
For  naught  their  growing  madness  could  restrain, 
T31  th^,  overwearied  with  reproof,  conspired. 
And  fiUed  with  sin,  with  fury  madly  fired. 
The  man  of  God,  their  last  remaining  friend, 
On  whom  their  hope  of  safety  did  depend. 
In  mobbish  rage,  the  foul  and  fiendi^  crew. 
For  forty  years  of  faithful  service,  slew. 
So  died  the  man,  whose  life,  one  martryl  pain. 
Twice  twenty  years  drawn  out  in  anguish  viun, 
Yet  not  in  vun,  (}od's  purpose  consummate, 
Orace  shone  reflected  from  the  labels'  fate. 
And  he  who  suffered  much  to  serve  his  Lord, 
Received  a  more  exceeding  great  reward. 
Faithful  to  God,  with  none  his  soul  to  cheer. 
Mid  sin  and  sorrow,  steadfast  year  by  year. 
He  persevered,  as  Heaven  still  led  the  way, 
Prayed,  longed,  and  labored,  for  divine  display. 
Bis  chosen  people  to  renew  and  save. 
And  met  with  wrong,  and  found  an  outcast  grave. 


I  Wbal  &oii^  hnj^  lioste,  cooyeried  by  Us  void, 

Before  the  iliraie  in  wilnefli  «re  not  keard^ 
God  18  hb  witofiK,  irko  his  eoorae  decreed, 
Grace,  rich  in  ^ry,  gruls  a  worthy  meed: 
None  more  can  do  ihan  fidthfoUy  fblfil 
God's  hi^  and  holy,  aD-directiBg  will, 
This  fbn  acconqfiahed,  cope,  the  Man  DiTine 
Betomed  on  high^  -with  God  ag^  to  shme, 
And  all  His  servants  who  their  work  oomplet^^ 
Hell  raise  in  triamph  to  a  glorioas  seat, 
Thongh  earth  may  frown,  and  on  their  humble  name, 
Cast  doubt  and  soom,  or  envious,  tannt  with  blame. 

I  Untronbled  shine  the  lofty  stars  of  light, 

Thoo^  hate  and  envy  in  malicioiis  spite, 
May  raise  a  smoke  to  dond  thdr  haiqpy  rays, 

I  And  roar  to  drown  their  dlent  yoice  of  praise. 

Yet  all  the  glory  that  a  soul  can  bear,  * 

Thou^  freely  ^ven  to  the  faithful  there, 
I9  due  to  grace,  nor  great  nor  small  can  claim 
Aught  in  its  own,  though  all  in  Jesus'  name  ; 

1^  To  God  the  gbry.  His  the  boundless  praise. 

Which  heaven  will  echo  through  eternal  days, 
And  ne'er  a  spirit  joins  that  radiant  throng, 
Kor  swells  the  choms  of  redemption's  song. 
With  selfish  pride  still  rankling  in  its  breast, 
To  say  it  was  mere  worthy  than  the  rest. 
O  may  we  meet  the  faithfrd  hosts  above, 
From  heights  of  ^ory  in  celestial  love. 
The  endless  wonders  of  redemption  trace. 
Surveying  providence,  and  shouting  grace,— 
There  mid  the  train  would  you  the  prophet  see, 
Seek  then  for  him,  on  earth  called  Jsbbmt. 
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